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1. The Girl I Haven’t Met

Notes for the Chapter:Since the bio, tags and the fact that there’s a lot of other korrasami fic available won’t deter people from commenting complaints that this isn’t a korrasami centric fic, consider this your warning! This is a makorra-centric fic, with a focus on their relationship: platonic and romantic. The end ship is korrasami, but they will not be getting “screen time” of their relationship. The story is about korra and mako coming together then drifting apart while korra grows close to Asami, and what these relationships mean to her as they all learn and grow into adulthood. If you don’t like makorra or mako I respectfully warn you: do not read. There are a lot of korrasami-only fics available for your enjoyment elsewhere on this website. Thank you!




    
    Aching. Her body ached with every breath, and her mind pounded as she tried over and over again to refocus on her homework. What had professor Tenzin said about the nervous system? Would it be on the test?

“Excuse me, is this seat taken?” a soft voice behind her broke Korra out of her trance, and she tilted her head towards the sound, taking out one of her airpods.

“Oh,” she mumbled, lifting her head out of her hand. “Nope, it’s all you.” She looked up to see who the voice belonged to, shifting her legs to half-cross in the uncomfortably hard library desk chair. Her mind and body were begging to rest if only she could finish her overwhelmingly difficult anatomy homework. She had stopped in the library-hoping the quiet would make her focus-with no such luck.

“Thanks!” the owner of the voice, a captivatingly beautiful woman, slid gracefully into the chair next to Korra, setting her expensive handbag down on the desk in front of her and rifling through it. Korra peeked over into the bag, watching as the woman sifted through random items before finding a tube of lipstick. Rolling her eyes, Korra stuck the airpod back into her ear and restarted the song she hadn’t been paying attention to, adjusting in her seat again. She leaned forward, attempting to refocus from the mental detour of her daydream and get her brain back on her homework, but the constant movement of the girl that occupied the seat beside her was making it impossible. 

The woman, with her long painted nails clacking away on the keyboard of her phone and her thick, curly hair swishing side to side as she tossed it about, was louder than Korra’s quiet headphones. She turned up the volume a few notches, shaking her head slightly again to clear it.

 What a priss, Korra thought to herself, twiddling her pen between her thumbs as she watched the girl check her makeup in a compact mirror before reaching into her bag and pulling out her day planner.

“Excuse me,” the girl suddenly turned to face her. Korra removed her airpod once more, catching the girl's chartreuse eyes in a silent prompt to continue. “Sorry to bother you, but I was just wondering if you could tell me where you got your backpack? It’s so cute.” She pointed her well manicured hand to the beat up bag on the floor, a once blue laptop bag with cartoon polar bears stretched across, now dirtied almost to the point beyond recognition. 

“Oh, um...I got it on Amazon,” Korra muttered, blushing in embarrassment at the rattiness of it.

“The polar bears are adorable.” The woman flipped open her dayplanner and scribbled something in it. “I’m Asami, by the way. You’re Korra, aren’t you?” She grinned politely, swishing her hair back behind her shoulder and extending her hand. Korra quickly paused her music and removed both of her ear buds, shifting them to one hand and weakly grasping Asami’s with her free one. Asami gave it a firm shake and smiled politely again.

“Oh, um yeah.” The other said shyly, placing the headphones back into their case. 

“It’s nice to meet you! You won all of those MMA awards for our school, right? What’s your major?” Asami’s smooth voice fell on deaf ears as Korra looked at her. This girl was a head turner: flawless pale skin and bright green eyes, expertly applied makeup and styled hair. Not to mention her fashionable co-ords, which Korra estimated to be worth more than a semester's tuition from the brand logo she spotted on the side of the girl’s leg.

“What? Sorry,” she snapped out of her daze.

“I asked what your major was,” She said with a knowing smile. Korra was sure that Asami knew she was staring. 


   She’s probably used to it, being so beautiful. 


“Um...exercise physiology. You?” Korra knew she was being short, but Asami’s intimidating beauty and general nicety made her a strange mix of nervous and jealous. Although grateful for the distraction, she really should’ve been doing her homework.

“Wow, that sounds really interesting. I’m doing mechanical engineering. So do you have to work out a lot?” Asami asked, responding to a message on her phone. 


   Mechanical Engineering? So she has beauty and brains...damn.... 


“Mhm. So... how do you know about me? Do you go to the matches or something?”

“Oh! it’s actually because I’m a huge fan of MMA fighting!” Asami said excitedly. “The pro’s are already pointing to you as the next big thing. Plus, my boyfriend is on the team with you.”

“Oh yeah? Who’s that?” Korra asked, ignoring everything else the other had said.


   Please don’t say Mako, please don’t say Mako, please don’t say Mako. 


“Mako!”  of course.  

Mako: captain of Republic City University’s taekwondo team and Korra’s longtime one-sided crush. She didn’t know that he had a full on girlfriend, but looking back on every time they had seemed to take a step in the right direction- and Mako pulling back or stopping before things could start- was beginning to come together in her brain.

“Oh yeah, we’re pals.” Korra forced a grin, her heart dropping knowing she hadn’t been worth mentioning. 


   He had a full on girlfriend and hadn’t bothered to mention it? 


“Mako talks about you all the time,” Asami said casually, clacking away on her phone.


   oh? 


“Oh, yeah?” Korra tried to hide her excitement at the girl’s words. Asami merely nodded, apparently oblivious.

“Mhm! I bet you guys will go pro together. Oh sorry,” a call from Mako popped up on her phone. Korra leaned back in her chair.

“Speak of the devil,” Korra mumbled, pulling at her right ponytail anxiously.

“Sweetie, I can’t really talk right now, I’m at the library. But you’ll never guess who I just ran into!...Haha how’d you know?” Asami flashed Korra a kind smile, which she returned with unease. “Oh she does? Haha. Oh yeah, good idea. Okay. I’ll talk to you later. Okay. Bye, sweetie.” She clicked her phone off, glancing at Korra through her thick lashes. “Well, I gotta go meet my study group. It was super nice to meet you, Korra! I’m sure I’ll be seeing you around.” She stood up and gathered her things.

“Oh, um...yeah! It was very nice to meet you, Asami.” Korra’s flustered voice choked out. Asami flashed her a kind smile and a cute wave as she walked away, her designer handbag delicately grasped with one hand and her phone in the other.

Korra breathed out heavily, watching until the girl disappeared around the corner. Of course. Of course Mako would go for the prissy, elegant rich girl instead of the rough-around-the-edges hothead on his sports team. Suddenly, her phone buzzed with a notification from Snapchat. 

 


  Bolin my bitch is typing…


 


  New Message



   Bolin my bitch


Wanna hit up Narook’s? I’m craving noodles :3

 

Now that he mentioned it, Korra was pretty hungry. Her homework would just have to wait. 


  Who else?


She replied.

 


  Bolin my bitch is typing…


 


  New Message 



  Bolin my bitch


Just us :) M is busy.

 

She replied that she would be there soon and jammed all of her things into her bag. She had known Mako would obviously be busy, but she was hoping at least one other person would be there, feeling awkward at the thought of hanging out with her friend alone over dinner.

Nevertheless, she trudged down the street, watching the sun set peacefully as she made her way to Little Water Tribe Village. Lost in thought once again, she almost didn’t notice when her phone buzzed rapidly a few times in a row.

 


   Instagram 



   @asamisato started following you 



   @asamisato wants to send you a message 


 

Curiously, Korra tapped on her profile. Asami had cultivated an overwhelming amount of followers with an impeccable feed; cohesive photos of various trips, restaurants and charity events she had been to. Korra quickly followed her back and continued to scroll through the posts, before landing on one of Asami and an older man cutting a red ribbon together at some sort of event.

“Oh my spirits…” the realization finally hit her. Asami Sato. Her dad was Hiroshi Sato, the owner of Future Industries. She was an  heiress.  

If there was still any hope of somehow stealing Mako away from her, they were dashed immediately. Korra wanted to cry; her pipe dream of Mako eventually reciprocating her feelings officially dead.

 


  @asamisato: Hey Korra! It was really great to finally meet you today. I’m throwing a little get together at my penthouse on friday and I’d love it if you could make it! 


 

Korra thought carefully as she typed out her reply. Was Asami seeing her as some sort of threat or competition she needed to scope out?  Let me not get ahead of myself. She’s probably just making an effort to get to know Mako’s friends. She doesn’t know I like him. 

 


  @Korrathelegend: Hey Asami! That sounds dope. Thanks for the invite! I’ll see if I can!


 

The setting sun cast a warm glow over the cityscape, and the evening lights began to turn on as Korra rounded the last corner to the restaurant. She let out a deep breath, pushing through the noren at the restaurant opening, and was delighted to see that Bolin had her order ready for her when she practically fell into her seat. 

“Thank youuuuu…” she practically sang, snapping her chopsticks apart and shoving as many noodles as she could into one mouthful. 

“Did you finish your anatomy homework?” Bolin asked cheerfully, poking at a piece of seal jerky at the edge of his bowl.

“No,” Korra gulped. “My brain was melting out of my ears. But holy light spirit you will not believe who I met today.”

“Who who who!” Bolin said excitedly.

“Asami fuckin’ Sato! I didn’t know Mako was officially seeing anyone, let alone an heiress!” she shoved another bundle of noodles into her mouth. She wanted to frame the information as casual, her desire for any knowledge Bolin had on the subject masquerading as mild curiosity.

“Oh yeah, did he not mention it? Asami is great. She’s so pretty, and nice, and charitable, and-” Korra frowned as she usually did when Bolin went off on one of his tangents. Noticing his faux pas, he snapped his mouth closed and blushed. “I think Mako told her to-”

“Can we get some more dumplings over here?” Korra yelled to the bar, a waiter catching her eye and nodding.

“-invite you to her house party.” Bolin finished, watching uneasily as Korra scarfed down the last of the dumplings as the waiter brought another plate. “Are you...okay?” He asked, cocking his head to the side.

“Yep! Just super hungry!” she nodded, chugging half of her mug of beer. “How kind of him,” she muttered quietly.

“Anyways, are you going? I was thinking maybe we could-” 

“Oh fud.” Korra’s cursing was muffled by the food in her mouth that she struggled to swallow as an unwelcome, yet familiar face began to stroll over to their table, dramatically flailing his arms outward. His friends stood up from the table with him, stopping directly in front of Korra’s frowning face. 

“I thought I smelled something,” Korra groaned, shoving another dumpling into her mouth.

“Nice to see you too, Korra. Still stuffing your face?” One of the girls that stood further back sneered.

“I sure am, Ga Eun!” Korra replied to the snarky comment with a large fake smile before washing it down with another swig of her beer. “You don’t get muscles like these without eating a LOT.” She grinned cheerfully, shoving another bite of her meal into her mouth and chomping loudly. Ga Eun turned away in disgust, rolling her eyes and checking her phone disinterestedly.

“Relax, Korra. We just came over to say hello.” A sultry voice slithered out.

“Hi Tahno,” Korra replied, unamused. “Bye, Tahno.”

“Don’t be so mean... “ He pouted dramatically, flipping his curls out of his face. “I just wanted to see if you still wanted those...private lessons...you know, like before.” His voice dripped down his lips like poison, and Korra’s skin crawled at the idea.

“Um...I think she’s good, bro,” Bolin chimed in, disturbed by Tahno’s boldness. Tahno merely scoffed, barely acknowledging Bolin’s existence as he waited expectantly for Korra’s reply. 

“Like I said last time, pretty boy. I need someone that can last…” she paused to slurp a noodle. “Longer than that in ‘practice,” she bent her fingers in quotations. “Capiche?” she shoved a dumpling in her mouth and grinned. Tahno’s lips curved into a snarl and his sallow skin darkened in embarrassment. 

“Whatever, bitch.” he turned around dramatically and his gaggle of friends followed closely behind, muttering insults directed towards Korra under their breaths. 

“Later, Tahno!” she mocked, waggling her fingers as they exited the restaurant. 

“What was that?” Bolin whisper-shouted. 

“Nothing. Just forget it,” Korra muttered, finishing her bowl. Bolin decided it was better to not press the subject, although he had a pretty good idea what had happened between them.

  







2. If Only They Knew


    
    
  “Should we catch a taxi?” He asked, handing Korra her gym bag as he waited for her to slip her coat back on. 



  “It’s cool. I like the walk.” She waved him off, checking her phone. 


 


  Instagram



  @asamisato: awesome :) I really hope you can come. I’d like us to be friends :)


 


  “Hang on, is that very safe? I don’t want you walking home alone this late.” Bolin protested, slipping his winter gloves on. Korra could barely hear him as she mulled over Asami’s message. She wanted to be friends? Clearly she was marking some sort of territory with Mako. But she had seemed genuinely nice in person. Maybe she was just making an effort to get to know her boyfriends friends? They stepped out onto the street in front of the restaurant, the dim glow of the late evening stores illuminating the street as gaggles of college students walked around.



  “I can take care of myself, Bolin. Quit worrying.” She reassured him bluntly. 



  “...I-I know you can take care of yourself...I just…” Bolin turned away from her, his cheeks blushing red. “Worry about you, sometimes.” This piqued Korras interest, and she peered at him from over her phone. Cocking her head to the side in slight curiosity, she decided to leave his words at that. Her mind was far too preoccupied with other matters than to give Bolin’s words any more weight. 



  “Well, I’ll see you later,” she waved, turning slightly before Bolin pulled her into a tight hug. Korra awkwardly patted his back, surprised by the fierceness of the embrace. Sure, she and Bolin were close, and of course they hugged on occasion, but this embrace felt different on Bolins end. She wasn’t sure what to make of it. 



  “Text me when you get home, okay?” Bolin asked her, waving as she turned to go the opposite direction.



  
  
    What the hell was that? 
  
  She thought to herself, shaking her head to physically clear the thoughts from her brain. She walked slowly, gym bag constantly slipping down her shoulder as she tried to figure out how to respond to Asami’s message. Should she even open it? 


 


  
    I’d like us to be friends :)
  


 


  Korra wasn’t sure if she wanted the same thing. Theoretically, Asami was her love rival. And even though she knew next to nothing about the girl, there was something nagging in the back of her brain that made her want to get to know her, not just as Mako’s girlfriend. 


 


  @Korrathelegend: I’d like that too! Maybe we can grab some tea sometime? 


 


  Almost immediately, she saw Asami was typing to reply. 


 


  @asamisato: I’d love that! :)


 


  Korra breathed a sigh of relief that her response seemed to be the right one as she turned the corner. She breathed deeply, the crispy air hitting her lungs and chilling her insides, and she instantly wished she’d worn a bigger coat. 


 


 


  “Hey girl hey!” Korra’s roommate greeted her as she unlocked the apartment door. 



  “Whaddup Opal,” she grinned, plopping down next to her on the couch. 



  “Just catching up on some L
  
    ove Air Temple island
  
  . Air nomads are surprisingly wild,” she mused, offering Korra a piece of the dried seaweed she was snacking on. Korra declined, taking her water bottle out of her gym bag and sipping it slowly. “Did you just get back from the gym?” 



  “Nah, grabbed a late dinner with Bo.” Korra replied, scrolling mindlessly through her phone.



  “Oh?” She felt her roommate tense slightly, attempting to play off her curiosity. 



  “Opal, if you want me to hook you guys up, you need only ask.” Korra teased, watching her friends face turn a deep red. 



  “S-shut up! He’d never go for me anyways…” she trailed off, munching anxiously on another piece of her snack.



  “That’s bull and you know it. You’re way out of his league.” She clicked her phone off And went to chuck her gym bag into her room. “Naga? Here girl!” She patted her legs, waiting for her pet to come trotting out of her room, having woken from her nap.



  “Do you really think so?” Opal paused her tv show and turned to face her roommate, leaning up on the back of the couch. 



  “Obviously.” Korra rolled her eyes like it was the most obvious thing in the world, scratching the back of naga’s ears. “Oh dude, I gotta tell you what happened today,” Korra muttered, walking over to the kitchen. Her loyal pet trailed behind her, hoping a treat was in her near future. 



  “I met Mako’s girlfriend today.” She reached for the tin on top of the fridge and pulled a dog biscuit out. 



  “No shit?” Opal asked curiously, dropping her head into her hand.



  “Mhmmmhm! And guess who it is?” Opal waited for her to continue, watching her feed Naga the treat.



  “Asami SATO!” 



  “Seriously?” Opal covered her mouth with both hands. “He must be securing the bag.” Korra let out a quick laugh. 



  “She’s actually really nice.” She scratched Naga’s head. “ I met her briefly today. It was kinda sus though. She sort of acted like she didn’t know who I was when she introduced herself and then she insinuated that she’s a fan of mine.” Opals lips parted slightly in curiosity.



  “And 
  
    then 
  
  she told me that Mako talks about me all the time, and that she’s his girlfriend!”



  “What the hell?” Opal said incredulously.



  “Oh!” Korra suddenly had an idea, standing up straight from Naga munching happily on her treat. “She invited me to her house party this weekend! We should go and then you can try getting with Bolin!” Opal turned away from her quickly, blushing again. 



  “We can get all dressed up and shit,” Korra grinned, walking back over to the couch. 



  “A house party? Do you really want to go to that? Won’t it be uncomfortable for you?” 



  “Nah, I’ll be fine. I don’t wanna be rude. She said she wants to be my friend and stuff,” Korra said carefully, unrelenting in her true intention: checking up on Mako. 



  “Oh spirits! I wonder if she feels threatened by you? Do you think Mako talks about you a lot?” Opal asked excitedly. 



  “Ahh, who knows. But like I said, she seems super nice. Mako and Bolin’l be there, and it’s bound to be a dope ass party, regardless. It’s not like I have to hang around them the entire time.” Korra was suddenly getting excited about the prospect of meeting and mingling with new people, new boys or girls to flaunt around with.



  “Okay okay! Oh spirits what do I wear?” Opal squealed, jumping up from the couch and running into her room, nearly tripling over Naga in the process.



  “It’s not till this weekend, airhead!” Korra teased, pulling her homework out of her bag and clicking the tv off. She’d be damned if she didn’t finish this assignment before hitting the sack.


  







3. Everytime


    
    Korra forced her eyes open, clicking snooze on her phone alarm and squinting painfully at the brightness of her phone. The sun wasn’t even up yet, but she had to be at morning conditioning in 20 minutes. Quickly, she brushed her teeth and slapped on some work out clothes, an energy bar between her teeth as she raced out the door. When she arrived at the gym, yawning deeply at the sight of her sleepy eyed teammates, she scanned the room for her captain, swallowing the last bite of her breakfast and ignoring Tahno’s piercing gaze from across the room. Mako was wide awake per usual, carefully doing his full body stretches in preparation for the weights he was going to lift. 

“Hey, Korra,” he greeted her warmly, an acknowledging nod directed towards her as she yawned again. “Slow start this morning?”

“Ughhhh,” was all she managed to respond as she sunk down next to him, her gym back smacking against the floor loudly as some of the teammates turned to face the source of the noise. She lazily positioned herself into the splits, stretching her arms out over to touch her feet. “Where’s Bolin?” She asked.

“Bathroom,” Mako replied, going down into a swan dive and exhaling deeply. Korra peered at him from the corner of her eye, watching as Mako’s muscles flexed into his stretches. If she was lucky, the running portion of his morning workout would be completed shirtless. “So…” he said awkwardly, and Korra knew exactly where the conversation was headed. 

“So.” She replied, standing up and kicking a leg up in front of her. She balanced on one leg steadily and pulled the other up toward her head. 

“You met Asami.”  Typical Mako, trying to make me do all the work. 

“Yep. Thanks for telling me you had a whole ass girlfriend, by the way.”

“Korra-“ he began, just as Bolin burst through the doors a few yards away from them. He instantly perked up realizing Korra was there. 

“Hey, Korra!! Good morning!!” He said cheerfully, taking a spot a bit too close to her to stretch his arms.

“Imma need you to tone the energy down. It’s too early for that.” Korra groaned, swinging her arms back and forth.

“Sorry,” Bolin whispered.

“The morning is so evil. Why does Mako make us practice so early.” She shot him daggers as Mako took the opportunity to slip away from the uncomfortable confrontation to begin his workout on a machine. 

“So we don’t have to fight other students for the equipment,” Bolin replied, stretching forward to touch his toes. 

“Yeah yeah, logic.” Korra groaned again, grabbing a hair tie to pull her hair up into a pony tail. She took the opportunity to check her notifications from when she had slept, grateful there hadn’t been many to deal with.

“I wanna invite my roommate to the party. Should I ask Asami if that’s okay or do you think it’s fine?” She turned to ask Bolin.

“It’s probably fine. She’s pretty go with the flow. But, umm…” Bolin stopped stretching to look at her. Korra tapped away at her phone, responding to a meme that her “little sister” Jinora had sent her. “I was thinking maybe we could go together?” Bolin asked carefully. 

“Hmm?” Korra asked, paying only half attention to her friend's words as she giggled internally at the picture Jinora sent her.

“You know, like a d-“

“ALRIGHT EVERYBODY LISTEN UP!!” Mako interrupted, gathering everyone’s attention. “WE ALL NEED TO BE IN TIP TOP SHAPE THIS YEAR IF WE WANNA MAKE IT TO STATE, SO I WANNA SEE EVERYONE PUTTING IN 110% EVERY. SINGLE. DAY.”

Korra slipped her phone into the pocket of her tight spandex, ignoring Mako’s booming voice, and unzipped her jacket, revealing a navy sports bra. She pulled at her pony tail to tighten it, slipped her AirPods on and made her way to the dumb bell rack, forgetting to let Bolin finish his proposal. 

“Okay, yeah, it’s cool. Talk to you...later…” Bolin trailed off, watching as Korra began her squats set. Bolin had a perfectly good view of her ass, but tore his eyes away in fear of being caught gawking. 

Korra mindlessly droned through her set, trying not to think about how frustrating the situation with Mako was quickly becoming. Why would he hide the fact that he had a girlfriend from her? Did that mean something? Or was he simply trying to avoid the topic because Korra had embarrassed herself so many times before, and he wanted to spare her another rejection? The anxiety of so many possibilities tore her up inside as she finished her final set, the weight of the equipment suddenly becoming too much. She stood up, a sweat finally breaking on her brow as she bent down to retrieve her water bottle. 

“Korra,” she heard faintly through the noise of her music. She lifted her phone and paused the sound, turning to see Mako standing in front of her, his eyes falling to her chest and back up again quickly, though not fast enough for her to not notice.

“Hmm?” she put a hand on her hip, trying her best to seem casual. 

“We should... talk. Wanna get breakfast with me?” His arm stretched awkwardly behind his head and a shy smile on his lips. 

“Oh...um…” She scratched the back of her neck. 

“Please?” he begged, a small pout forming on his lips. He knew exactly how to get Korra to do his bidding.

“Okay,” she relented, an uncharacteristically shy smile forming.

The sun was now all the way up, warming their skin as she slung her gym back into the back of Mako’s car. They drove in silence, Korra used to his awkwardness and the air heavy around them. Mako reached over to grab her hand and squeezed it, glancing over at her and flashing an attempt at a reassuring smile, which only made Korra more nervous. They reached the restaurant, Mako opening doors and pulling out chairs like the gentleman he was. If Korra didn’t know any better it would’ve looked and felt like a date.

“Maybe I should’ve changed, first,” Korra chuckled awkwardly, realizing her spandex and sports bra had left her slightly exposed as a man sitting alone across the restaurant looked at her a bit too long. She zipped her jacket to the top, shooting the creepy man a death glare and 

scrolling through her phone as they waited for a waiter to come take their order.

“Do you want to borrow some of my sweat pants? I think I have an extra pair in the car,” Mako offered, the man going unnoticed by him.

“Nah, it’s cool,” Korra crossed her legs, placing her phone on the table with the screen down. They sat in an uncomfortable silence, Mako’s eyes averting her gaze as he fixated on the floor.

“What can I get you folks to drink?” Their waitress scurried towards them, her demeanor apologetic for their wait.

“Hiiii,” Korra said airily. “I’ll have a coffee please, and some water as well.”

“Water and coffee. And for you, sir?” the waitress turned to Mako.

“I’ll have some Orange Juice, please,” He said. 

“Alrighty! I’ll be right back with your drinks.” she said cheerily. 

“I will never understand morning people,” Korra sighed, crossing her legs to the other side and dropping her head into her hand. Her workout had certainly woken her up, but she wasn’t very happy about it, and she had a feeling that the conversation that was about to ensue wouldn’t be very pleasant. She wanted nothing more than to crawl back into bed for the rest of the day.

“So, how have you been?” Mako tried to begin awkwardly.

“Let’s just cut to the chase, Mako. Why didn’t you tell me you started seeing someone?” She stared at him, daring him to look away. His eyes fixated on hers, and he groaned slightly at how quickly she had gotten to the point. She wanted to hear him say it; admit that there was something between them. He had to.

“I don’t know…” he trailed off, breaking their eye contact. Their waitress returned with their drinks and took their orders: waffles for Korra and eggs benedict and toast for Mako. “I guess I just felt sort of weird about it…there were all of these moments where we…” his voice trailed off again. Korra knew what he meant without him having to say it. “The lines with our friendship were always blurred, and I didn’t really know how I felt. And things with Asami just sort of happened…”

“Yeah, how did you two even meet anyways?” Korra sniped, dumping a packet of sugar into her coffee and twirling it around with a spoon.

“She um… she ran over me with her moped the other day outside of the Yangchen building.” He blushed, his eyes glossing over as he remembered the incident. 

“I see.” Korra said curtly. It was fucking bullshit. Hadn’t she been close? Only for some random girl on a scooter to come fuck everything up? And of course it had to be someone that Korra couldn’t hold a candle to.

“Anyways…” Mako tried to swallow the lump in his throat. “I hope this doesn’t make things uncomfortable between us. I still consider you one of my best friends. And I know Asami wants to be friends with you, too.” He offered carefully. Friends. Did Korra want that? Could she even handle that right now?

“I was hoping we could spend some time together, just you and me…” her face fell. 

“We’ve been spending lots of time together.” Mako said awkwardly. 

“I mean, outside of the gym…” Korra blushed, turning her head to the side. She couldn’t help herself, she had to at least try.

“I don’t know...Asami and I are-” he began before Korra brashly cut him off, the words spilling out of her mouth before she even had time to think.

“Look, I really like you and I think we were meant for eachother!” Korra blurted out, gripping the edge of the table and leaning forward.

Mako turned away from her, his face falling and Korra wishing she could just die on the spot.

“Korra, I’m really sorry but...I just...don’t feel the same way about you.” He said quietly. She felt her heart fall to the pit of her stomach. But what could she expect?

“Forget I...ever said anything.”

“Wait, what? Korra-” Mako watched as she stood up, taking her wallet out of her jacket and dropping some money on the table. 

“Sorry, I don’t want to be all dramatic, I just need some time. I’m sorry I said that.” Korra turned away from him, grabbing her phone and walking quickly towards the door just as the waitress was coming from the kitchen with their food. 

“Korra, wait!” Mako chased after her, her pace quickening as she burst out onto the street. “Korra.” he called her name again, pausing outside of the restaurant a few yards away from her. She stopped in her tracks, turning around as she heard him call her name again.


   He came after me. 


“I don’t want things to be wei-” he began as she walked towards him. To both of their surprise, she lurched forward and pressed her lips to his. Mako pulled back slightly in surprise, their lips not breaking contact as his eyes widened. For a moment, they fluttered closed and he melted into the embrace. They broke apart mutually, Korra’s skin tinted in a deep blush. Mako shook his head in disbelief, wordlessly turning around and going back into the restaurant. Korra watched in dismay as he sat back at the table, back towards her and his head dropping into his hands. Fuck. She had screwed up big time. She felt a lump in her throat rise as she realized the mistake she had just made, jogging over to his unlocked car and grabbing her gym bag. 

“I’m so fucking stupid. What is this, a fucking rom com?” she whispered fiercely, willing the tears threatening to spill over to stay inside of her eyes. Why the hell did she do something so stupid? She slammed the door of Mako’s car shut and crossed the street, dipping into the bordering neighborhood and sitting down on the curb, finally allowing the tears to fall. 

“Stupid. So fucking stupid.” she hugged her knees to her chest, her phone buzzing on top of her bag beside her with a call from Bolin. She groaned, silencing her phone and biting her lip, the pain attempting to will the tears to stop streaming down her face. 

  







4. 4EVER


    
    Korra stumbled her way home, eyes swollen from tears and exhaustion. Fresh tears began to form as she unlocked the door of her apartment, but she shook her head to will them away. To her relief, Opal didn’t appear to be home. At the noise of her arrival, Naga burst through the bedroom door excitedly.

“Hey girl,” she said weakly. Her pet noticed her devastation, jumping onto her as she knelt down to pet her head. Naga licked her face, Korra’s salty tears wiping away. “Thanks, girl.” She grinned, wiping her eyes and standing up to fetch her a treat. 

Stripping off her clothes, she stepped into her shower before it had gotten hot enough, causing her to shiver into the water stream. She dipped her head under the faucet, feeling her stomach grumble from hunger and her head begin to pound from the intensity of her sobbing from earlier. Almost resentfully, she lowered herself down to the shower floor, hugging her legs to her chest and closing her eyes. She dropped her chin to the bridge between her knees and sighed shakily, the steam of the shower heat rising around her. Anxiety began to set in, and Korra wondered if she had completely fucked up their friendship in its entirety. Would he want to stop being friends? Would he ask her to leave the team? Could he even do that? She couldn’t bear the thought of not being around him. He was her solace, her confidant, her first friend in Republic City. The one person that knew her heart. 

For hours, she lost track of time as her mind continued to race. In a moment's clarity, she reached out of the shower to check what time it was, opening her phone to a barrage of messages from other friends. 

 


  From: Bolin



  Hey wyd?


 


  From: Jinora my <3



  When are you visiting? P.s. my dad says he’s proud of you for actually doing your anatomy homework :D


 


  From: Mom



  Hey honey, how are things going?


 


  From: Suyin Beifong (Opal’s Mom)



  Please have Opal call me as soon as possible.


 

She decided she had been in the shower far too long, and clicked her phone off to race through the actual cleaning herself portion of the event. As she rinsed her hair, she heard the front door open and shut, presumably her roommate returning from class.

“Korra! You home?” Opal called out, dropping her purse on the kitchen counter and reaching into the fridge.

“In the shower!” She called back, squeezing some body wash onto her luffa. She hurried to finish, wrapping herself in her robe and towel drying her hair until it was damp. She entered the living space, towel wrapped around her hair and feet tracking water across the wood floor.

“How was practice?” Opal mused, munching on an apple she had retrieved from the fridge.

“It was fine,” Korra muttered, not wanting to get into specifics of what had gone down earlier. At least, not yet anyways. She heard her phone ding again in the bathroom, and she scurried to retrieve it, a part of her hoping it could be Mako reaching out. To her dismay, it had just been an email from one of her professors. “By the way, your mom texted me to have you call her a little bit ago.”

 


  To: Jinora my <3



  I want to!! I’ll talk to your dad about it.


 


  From: Jinora my <3



  Yay! <3


 

“Ugh. She just wants me to travel down to Zaofu for my brother’s engagement party.” She crunched down aggressively on her apple.

“HUAN IS GETTING MARRIED?” Korra nearly dropped her phone in shock.

“NO!?” Opal screamed, a loud snort erupting from her. “Why would you guess them? It’s my stupid older brother Baatar Jr.”

“I thought they were dating someone, though?” Korra retorted. 

“No, Huan broke up with their partner a while back. They said they just want to focus on themselves right now.” Opal said thoughtfully.

“Oh, ok true. But why don’t you wanna go down for Baatar Jr.’s engagement party? I didn’t even know he was dating anyone.” Korra asked.

“Because it’s fucking Kuvira.” Opal groaned, slamming her foot on the pedal of the trashcan and chucking her half eaten apple into the bin.

“What the hell? That crazy military bitch?” Korra’s face contorted.

“Ugh. Yes. I’ve been avoiding my mom’s calls all week. I’m surprised it took her this long to reach out to you about it.’’ She paused, looking off into the distance thoughtfully. “I can’t believe she’s gonna be my fucking sister in law.” 

“Maybe you should go just to appease your mother, though. She was already so hard to convince to let you come to school here...it might be a good way to-” Korra began.

“Ugh, Korra, I really don’t want to hear this right now. You don’t have any siblings, so you don’t know what it’s like. And even though you grew up super sheltered, your parents knew you had the autonomy to handle yourself away from home, and they let you go. Your parents trust you to make your own decisions. My parents are constantly waiting for me to fail so they can come take me right back home and control everything. If I go, and I’m not absolutely perfect and completely exceeding their expectations, then they’ll make me stay. My mom’s been threatening it all semester if my grades aren’t absolutely flawless. Going home would be…” She trailed off, realizing how much she had raised her voice. “Sorry, I didn’t mean to yell.”

“You’re fine... Sorry for overstepping…” Korra said softly. Although she felt awful for thinking it, it was nice to be reminded that she wasn’t the only one dealing with problems. 

“It’s okay. I’ve just... been under an insane amount of stress lately. I’ve been trying to be chill about things, but I feel like I’ve just been on the verge of exploding.”

“I get it,” Korra offered.

“I just hate talking about shit like this...” Opal bit the bend of her finger nervously. Korra knew her roommate well enough to realize she was truly struggling to drop curse words so freely: it wasn’t part of Opal’s regular vocabulary.

“You’re right. I’m sorry.” Korra relented, stepping forward to embrace her friend comfortingly. Opal held her arms, smiling sadly. 

“I’m sorry too. I love you,” she said,

“I love you, too,” Korra smiled. “Do whatever you think is best. I’ll support you, okay?”

“I love youuuu,” Opal cried. Korra giggled at her as they broke apart. “And thanks for dealing with my mom. You’re such a good friend.” She giggled, her hand covering her mouth.

“I try!” Korra pushed her bangs out of her eyes.

  







5. Here We Go Again

Notes for the Chapter:CW: smut!




    
    The heavy beat of the music pounded in Korra’s ears as she rode the private elevator up to Asami’s residence, her calves burning as she rocked back and forth onto her tiptoes and heels, unable to be still. She shot a glance toward Opal, who was nervously checking her eye makeup on her phone camera. 

“You look great!” Korra reassured her. “And I’m sure Bolin will agree!” Opal blushed at her words, gently tucking a strand of her short hair behind her ear. Korra had successfully convinced her friend to try something that showed a bit more skin than she would normally wear: a tight emerald shift dress that made her eyes even greener. She sucked in a deep breath, attempting to psyche herself up for her inevitable reunion with Mako. She hadn’t seen him since she had embarrassed herself at breakfast, and she wasn’t exactly looking forward to it. With her best efforts, she pushed down any reservations she had and reached inside of herself to project the best confidence she could muster. 

“So do you!” Opal gushed, eyeing Korra’s lacy black bralette and matching skirt, wishing she had the confidence, no, the  body, to  pull off something so daring. Korra smiled at her reassuringly, smoothing the top of her hair down again as the elevator dinged. The doors opened directly into the center of the party, and the movement caught the attention of exactly who she wanted. Mako looked up from the bar directly adjacent to where they stood, mixing a drink carefully and looking up just in time to see them enter. Korra pretended she hadn’t seen him, tossing her short hair to the side flirtatiously and pulling out her phone. Opal trailed nervously behind her, stumbling along in her too-high-heels like an otter-penguin. 

“Mako’s looking at you,” Opal loudly whispered into her ear. Korra flashed a knowing smile and sauntered her way over to some of the guys on the taekwondo team, gesturing for Opal to follow, trying to ignore the bubbling nervousness in her stomach. Mako shook his head in disbelief at Korra’s attire, turning away from the scene of her shameless flirting with their teammates, presenting her roommate to their glee. It felt performative, like she was trying to get  attention. And yet, he had never seen her look so feminine...so  sexy? Korra was his teammate. She could probably beat him up if she wanted to. She was one of the guys, even. He shook his head, draining his glass and quickly pouring himself another, trying to drown out how awkward he still felt about their fight. He didn’t want to even entertain the idea.

“Well well well,” Korra’s path was interjected by a familiar face, seemingly out of nowhere. 

“Damn. Aren’t you a little old to be at a house party like this?” Korra sneered. 

“I’m here strictly on business,” the man replied, his lips curving into an unsettling grin. “Can I interest you in some party favors?”

“Opal, do you wanna smoke?” Korra turned to ask her friend. Opal nervously shook her head along with the team members. 

“I’m DD,” one replied.

“Yeah dude, we’re good.”

“Fuck off then, Shady Shin.” She wiggled her fingers at him.

“You know where to find me,” Shady Shin shrugged, turning on his heel and disappearing into the crowd.

“What the hell is his old ass doing here?” Korra heard a gratingly familiar voice over the pounding of the music. 

“Selling to naive college students, I presume.” She heard Tahno’s distinct voice loudly respond. Ga Eun continued to rag on the drug dealer, stopping only when she literally bumped into Korra. “Shit! Sorry, I-” She turned to see who she ran into. “Actually, I’m not.” 

“Ouch, my feelings.” Korra said sarcastically. Tahno gawked at her, Korra’s darring fashion instantly catching his attention.

“Damn…” he said quietly under his breath, his eyes glued to Korra’s exposed stomach.

“Tahno!” Ga Eun’s shrill voice snapped him back into reality as he watched Korra nod in farewell to the men she was chatting with and drag Opal away, further into the crowd of grinding bodies, smirking to himself.

“Let’s try to find Bolin,” Korra called over her shoulder, tightening her grip on Opal’s hand. She did another quick scan of the room, careful to appear unfocused as she made sure Mako was still watching her. His eyes narrowed as he watched her drag her roommate along from behind the bar, only lending half an ear to the random girl trying to chat him up.

“BO-LIN! BO-LIN! BO-LIN!” A small crowd had gathered near the open double doors leading to the patio, and Korra eagerly weaved her way through the passing bodies to get in on the action. 

“Found him!” Korra smirked, watching as Bolin guzzled the tap of a keg, his handstand supported by fellow teammate Hasook and a random party goer. The roommates watched as Bolin stood back up, burping loudly and swaying to the side. The crowd cheered, and Bolin basked in his frat boy glory until his eyes found their way to Korra. She clapped slowly, walking towards him with her palms facing forward. He lifted her into a huge bear hug, kissing her cheek as he placed her back on the ground. 

“How are you, beautiful?” He said sloppily, the alcohol on his breath puffing over Korra’s face. “Can I get you something to drink?”

“You remember my roommate Opal, right?” Korra’s lips curved up mischievously, ignoring the boy’s words and pulling Opal forward to stand next to her. 


   Now’s your chance, Opal. 


“Oh, yeah, of course! I remember because Opal is such a beautiful name!” Bolin’s words slurred slightly, his happy go lucky demeanor amplified from the drinks he was plied with. “For a beautiful girl!” He added, burping loudly.

“Oh...thank you,” Opal replied shyly, her cheeks tinted in embarrassment.

“Dope. Can you keep her company for a bit? I wanna go say hi to Mako and Asami.” Opal shot her a worried glance, begging her not to leave with her eyes. Korra returned it with a shit eating grin, sauntering away at Bolins reassurance that he’d stay with Opal while Korra made her rounds. She reentered through the French doors of the patio, flicking her eyes about the room again. Where had Mako run off to? And she was yet to see the party hostess.

Despite the current implications, Korra couldn’t help but remain intrigued by Asami as a whole. Her alluring demeanor drew her in, and despite the drama with Mako, she still wanted to scope Asami out a bit further. Korra dropped her head slightly, eyes glazing over as she let her mind wander to Asami’s cherry red lips, impossibly long legs-

“Hello,” Tahno’s voice crept into her ear again. 

“AH! Fuck, Tahno you’re like a vampire or something! Quit sneaking up on me like that!” Korra yelped, clutching her heaving chest. 

“I forgot you scare easily.” He mused, handing her a glass.

“I don’t like champagne?” Korra asked him quizzically, sniffing the glass before handing it back.

“Since when?” Tahno retorted, pulling her over to the staircase. She couldn’t be bothered to refuse him, sinking down onto the stairs and removing one of her heels. 

“Since you’re the one giving it to me.” She sneered, rubbing the sole of her foot. She shot a quick glance out the doors to check on Opal, who was laughing shyly with a hand over her mouth as Bolin animatedly told a story. She smiled faintly to herself, turning her eyes back to Tahno, his waxen skin reflecting the glow of the party. 

“Give me a break,” he groaned, sipping at the glass intended for Korra. “Can’t we at least try to be friends?” Korra looked away from him, putting her shoe back on and leaning against the wall, putting more distance between them. 

“Why? You know what happened last time we tried that.” Her eyes glossed over again, the past dancing in front of her for a moment. 

“Maybe that’s what I’m trying to lead to,” Tahno joked, sipping at the drink again. 

“And besides,” Korra continued, their blue eyes meeting again. “Your girlfriend  really doesn’t like me.” She huffed again. On second thought, maybe she did need a drink. 

“She’s not my girlfriend,” Tahno groaned dramatically. Korra grabbed the drink from him and tipped it back, gulping the remaining liquid down with ease. “And despite all of your insults and -hurtful- jabs at my manhood, I happen to enjoy your company.” He insisted, snatching the empty glass from her and setting it down on the ground next to the stairwell. Korra snorted, seeing directly through his smooth talking.

“I think you just wanna fuck me again,” she taunted, her confidence spurred on without the need of liquid courage. Tahno snorted at her boldness, attempting to meet her half way. 

“And if I do?” He flirted, leaning in closer to her. 

“You wanna go toe to toe with me, pretty boy?” she retorted. They locked eyes again, daring each other to make the first move. Just as Tahno began to move ever so slightly, Korra turned away, the bright red of Mako’s shirt catching the corner of her eye. She stood up, strolling away and turning back to flash him a smirk. Tahno leaned back and sighed, a smile twisting his lips as he swiped a finger across them, watching Korra’s hips exaggeratedly sway as she walked away.

“One Long Island iced tea please, Mr. bartender,” Korra said loudly, interrupting the conversation Mako was having behind the bar.

“Oh. Hey, Korra,” he shouted back, trying his best to sound casual. “I didn’t know if you’d come.”

“Of course I came,” she replied, swinging her leg over the stool in front of him. “I didn’t want to be rude to your  girlfriend. Your GIRLFRIEND was so nice to invite me.” Mako’s face twisted uncomfortably. 

“Are you drunk?” He asked.

“Oh please, don’t be an ass.” She swiveled the seat towards the party and Mako looked at her muscular back as she lifted her arms and stretched. 

“So where is your GIRLFRIEND? I haven’t had the chance to say hi to her yet.” Korra practically screamed, causing a few of the partygoers surrounding the bar to exchange awkward glances. 

“Korra-“ Mako started. 

“What?” She snarled, unable to stop herself from her hostility; the anger and embarrassment in her heart still raw. 

“Come with me,” Mako replied, walking over to her side of the bar and grabbing her arm. 

“What? Why?” She asked. Mako didn’t reply, leading her to the staircase. 

“Up here is quieter,” he insisted. Korra looked around nervously to see if anyone had noticed them, only catching Tahno’s envious eyes all the way in the dining room, his lips curled into a snarl as Ga Eun chatted away at him. Korra unfocused her gaze, pretending she hadn’t seen or made eye contact with him as she stumbled up the stairs with Mako. They made their way to the room all the way down the hall, which Mako opened by tapping a code into the electronic lock. 

Korra followed him in as he flipped on the lights to reveal a tastefully decorated office. A stunning painting of Asami in her early youth and presumably her mother and father hung proudly over the desk. 

“Wow. Nice digs. Are you sure we should be in your GIRLFRIEND’S DAD’S OFFICE like this?” Korra sputtered.

“Korra, stop it right now. You’re being so childish.” Mako groaned, pinching the bridge of his nose. 

“Oh, I’m the one being immature?” Korra scoffed. “As I recall I’m not the one with a girlfriend that he didn’t even tell his fucking friends about!” She hissed, crossing her arms. How fucking dare he.

“What the hell was I supposed to do? Tell you after you kissed me?”

“YOU kissed ME BACK!” She yelled. 

“I can’t do this. I’m with Asami now, okay? So just leave it alone.” He turned away from her.

“Oh, I get it, so you brought me up here to shut me up. What the fuck do you expect me to do? Be her friend and act like what happened meant nothing to me? Did it mean nothing to you?” She cried out. 

“Korra, calm down.” Mako turned around again, the faint pulse of the music heard in the distance. She couldn’t stop her anger from spilling out of her mouth, unrestrained.

“Shut the hell up Mako! Don’t try to make me out to be the crazy one. You have feelings for me, too!” She threw her hands up. Mako didn’t reply, biting his lip uncomfortably. “Just admit it!”

“Korra, stop fucking around!” Mako swore, shaking her to the core.

“You’re really just gonna stand there and lie to my face.” She huffed, refolding her arms. 

“It doesn’t even matter! I’m with Asami! I like Asami!” He screamed back.

“Yeah but when you’re with her, you’re thinking about me, aren’t you?” Korra’s cockiness burst out. 

“Oh you’re DELUSIONAL. Get OVER yourself,” Mako groaned.

“You drive me FUCKING INSANE.” She screamed. 

“You’re CRAZY!” He screamed back.

“You’re a LIAR!” she matched. They turned away from each other angrily, chests heaving from their shouting match. “Oh, go fuck yourself.” She cursed, spinning on her heel and storming out, her rage threatening to bubble over. Her mind was going a million miles a minute. Why was Mako so infuriating? She bounded down the stairs, nearly tripping over her heels. She groaned and yanked them off, tossing them over the side of the staircase and swinging over the handrail, landing with a loud thud. A few people turned to see the commotion, but the noise was mostly drowned out from the eardrum bursting music. Korra’s eyes threatened to spill over with tears.  Tahno. Where was Tahno? She wildly scanned the room, finally spotting him sitting on the couch on the opposite side of the living room, Ga Eun not so subtly draped across his lap. Wordlessly, Korra grabbed Tahno’s arm just as he opened his mouth to greet her, yanking him up to his feet with her impressive strength. Ga Eun yelped as she was pushed to the side. 

“Woah, what are you-“ he started, but Korra turned away, slipping her hand into his and gripping tightly as she yanked him over to the staircase, Ga Eun’s rage displayed across her face as Tahno’s other friends exchanged uncomfortable glances at the manic sight. “What’s wrong?” Tahno asked, nearly tripping into Korra as they raced up the stairs. Korra dropped his hand, furiously tugging at the doors without key codes. 

“Here,” she called to him, finding an unlocked and unoccupied bathroom door. At that same moment, Mako stepped out of the office, shutting the door carefully behind him. 

“What are you-“ Tahno started, interrupted by Korra yanking him into the bathroom. For just a moment, she locked eyes with Mako, his crestfallen face livened in surprise as she slammed the door. 

 Was that Korra and   Tahno? 

Korra locked the door behind her, turning toward him with a devious glint in her eye. Wordlessly, she pounced on him, her lips crashing on to his in an effort to get him to shut up, a tear escaping down her cheek. He kissed her desperation back carefully, eyes wide open in surprise. “Slow down. Are you okay?” He gently pushed her away, gripping her exposed shoulders comfortingly. 

“Yes. Everything’s fine. Why would you ask me that? Just kiss me.” Korra crashed her lips onto his again, whipping his hands away. 

“Are you- sure you’re - okay?” Tahno asked between kisses as Korra reached for his belt buckle. “Are you crying?”

“This is what you wanted, right?” Korra panted, unclamping the buckle and shoving her hand down Tahno’s pants. She furiously wiped away the escaped tear from her cheek, a slight smudge from her makeup forming on her lower lash line.

“Only if you want it…” his voice trailed off. “Are you sure you’re alright? Did something happen?”

“Yes! Oh my spirits everyone needs to stop asking me that! I’m fine!” She insisted hysterically, bending down and pulling Tahno’s pants down. She needed this. She needed to fuck away her problems; meaningless sensations to force out how awful she felt.


   Fuck you, Mako.  


She pushed herself up onto the bathroom vanity and spread her legs, pulling her tight skirt up over her hips. 


   I hate everything about you. 


“No underwear?” Tahno clicked his tongue disapprovingly, quickly hardening. “You’re such a fucking slut,” he grinned, falling into their typical flirty-insult-rhetoric. “You planned this, didn’t you?” He walked toward her, positioning himself between her legs and pulling his underwear down. 

“Yeah, mhm.” Korra lied, her chest practically heaving from the adrenaline. Tahno moved his hand between her legs, spreading them out further. “So get a move on, asshole.”

“Fuck...you’re already so wet.” He whispered, tracing his finger along her outer lips. Korra sucked in a breath, the anticipation threatening to push her over the edge. 


   Just do it already. 


“Don’t even bother, just put it in.” She moaned, pulling her bralette over her head. Tahno titled his head to the side in surprise, used to Korra’s demanding appetite for his tongue. However, he wasn’t about to complain. He pushed her back gently, leaving her completely exposed for him. “Are you good on protection?” He asked, kissing her neck.

“Ah, right. You better wrap it up. Fuck, I didn’t bring anything.” Her eyes darted around the bathroom. 

“It’s cool, I have a condom,” he reassured her, bending down to get his wallet from his pants and retrieving the packet. 

“Always prepared?” she smirked, her cocky words illustrated by a shaky voice, only turning Tahno on more. He wanted to punish that smart mouth of hers. 

“You can never be too careful,” he said nonchalantly, rolling the condom on and repositioning himself in between her legs. He paused, taking her in more clearly, the fluorescent lights of the bathroom bouncing off of her deep skin.

“Tahno…” she said breathlessly, snapping him back into reality.

“You’re so fucking hot,” he groaned, holding himself and rubbing her entrance with his cock. The anticipation made her want to jump out of her skin.

“Quit teas-,” she hissed, gasping loudly as he quickly pushed inside of her. 

“What was that?” He asked her, putting his arms around her and pulling her closer towards him. He pulled her hips forward, angling them up slightly as he kept a hand clamped to her thigh. Korra groaned from the pressure, the angle hitting deeply inside. Tahno got to work, one hand keeping steady on Korra’s hip as he began to rhythmically thrust, while his free hand rubbed her meticulously.

“Ahh!” She gasped, her cheeks blushing a deep burgundy as she arched her back. “Ow!” She smacked her head against the huge glass mirror of the vanity. Her vision began to double, and the sensation of Tahno’s touch was threatening to send her into sensory overload. 

“Are you okay?” Tahno froze, watching Korra’s eyes gloss over from dizziness. He lifted his hand to reach out to her face, gently caressing her cheek.

“Don’t stop!” She demanded, sitting up slightly to grab his shoulders. He chuckled softly.

“You are one crazy bitch,” he pushed forward again, causing her to gasp even louder. Korra moaned weakly, her head still spinning from the hard smack it had endured. She let her mind wander, thoughts only able to return to her argument with Mako. She maneuvered herself closer to the edge of the sink, holding onto Tahno’s shoulders as her eyes rolled to the back of her head with every pounding she endured. Tahno began to slow his pace, worried he wouldn’t last much longer if she didn’t stop the porn star moaning. He was so incredibly turned on he couldn’t even think clearly. He placed one hand on the edge of the counter to steady himself again as he used his other to yank at the back of Korra’s short hair, tilting her head back as she let out another desperate moan. He leaned forward, placing sloppy kisses up and down her lengthened neck before moving to her breasts, his slow yet haphazard strokes making her cry out. 

“Hold onto me,” he instructed, placing her arms around his neck as he took her right breast into his mouth. Over and over again he slammed into her, biting down on her nipples harder and harder as she instructed him. 

“Just like that!” She practically screamed. Tahno complied, hitting the angle she requested until his body threatened to burst.

“Let me,” he pushed a particularly deep thrust, causing her eyes to roll back again. “Go down on you,” he insisted. He was so close now, he needed a break to recharge. Korra nodded breathlessly, practically shoving his head down as he pulled out of her and knelt down. Placing his hands on her back, he gently scooted her to the very edge of the sink, her feet skimming the floor. “Stand up and swing your leg over my shoulder,” he commanded. She complied, and he pushed her leg up high to spread her further. Her insides felt like a washing machine of anxious pleasure, her submissive side rearing it’s pathetic head as she complied with his every command. He grinned up at her, the view of her arched back and perfect chest enough to nearly send him over the edge. She breathlessly smiled down at him, pushing his curly hair out of his face as he began to work on her, his heavy breathing tingling against her skin. Starting with a few slow licks up and down the entirety of her sex, he carefully spread apart her lips with his own as he lapped up and down, maintaining their eyecontact. Korra looked away, a hand covering her eyes as she got more and more worked up. She felt her cheeks heat up, her face twisting in an almost painful wince.

“How’s that?” he asked, darting his tongue quickly across her center.

“Hnnng,” was all Korra managed to get out as she grabbed fistfuls of Tahno’s dark hair. He groaned slightly at the sensation, moving up to her clit and flicking gentle swipes back and forth. He increased his pace, swirling tight circles with his tongue as her breath quickened. He reached a hand up to her breast and tugged at the nipple, causing her to cry out.

“Tahno,” she addressed him in a warning tone. The back of her hand rested on her forehead as her eyes rolled back into her head, overwhelming pleasure radiating through her lower body. He inserted his middle and ring finger, pumping in and out of her as his mouth worked her over. She bucked her hips involuntarily into his hand, pushing against his nose in her desperation for him to be inside of her again. The sound of the bass boosted music rang through the bathroom as Tahno naturally began to follow the rhythm of the song with his tongue. 

“Cum for me.” He demanded, diving back down as she squirmed.

“Fuuckkk,” she groaned, her thighs beginning to shake. Wordlessly, Tahno lifted her by the waist back on to the counter and stood back up. He clasped his hand around her throat, applying gentle pressure as Korra’s eyes widened. 

“Why did you stop you mother fuc-“ Korra gasped as he pushed into her again, pulling in and out of her rapidly. She felt herself going lightheaded again as he squeezed. She was fading quickly, the release she craved just around the corner. 

“I’m so fucking close, Korra,” he moaned, quickening his pace even further. Korra felt the pressure in her stomach begin to build, a quick ride to the top that didn’t even leave her time to say it was happening. “Look me in the eyes.”

“I’m-!”  Tahno felt her squeeze around him, and he tightened the grip around her neck as he continued through her orgasm, eyes rolling back into her head once more and her breathing so heavy and rapid it could be mistaken for a panic attack. He pulled her closer, arms wrapped around her as he reached his climax. 

“Fuck!” He cried out, the building pressure finally releasing. “Ah! Ahhh!” he moaned, pulling out of her and dropping his head to her chest. She wrapped her arms around his head, their panting slowing to match each other. Lifting his head, he grinned at her with tired eyes. She leaned forward, returning his relieved grin. 

“That was…” Her mind was still blank as she tried to find the words to describe just how good that was.

“Fucking. Amazing.” Tahno breathed, discarding the condom and stepping back into his underwear. Korra watched as he pulled on his pants, and he turned to face her again, kissing her softly. “What made you change your mind?” He whispered softly, running his palm across her stomach and back up to her breasts. He kissed her skin hotly, licking and biting along her chest and stomach. She shuddered into the sensation. He lifted his head from her, waiting for her response. 

“Shhh. Don’t ruin it.” She frowned, grabbing his face with her hands. Tahno’s icy eyes peered up at her inquisitively, and she planted a soft kiss on his mouth before dropping her hands. She moved her legs to the side of him, pushing herself off of the counter and grabbing her skirt. She shimmied back into it, turning to see Tahno holding her bralette out to her. She thanked him, pulling it back over her head and adjusting her breasts to sit properly inside of the top. “Well, thanks. It was great.” Korra said awkwardly, the euphoria of her orgasm cleared from her brain as reality began to set in. “Wait 5 minutes before coming out.” She said quietly, the look of Mako’s amber eyes watching her enter the bathroom with Tahno burned into the back of her retina’s. 

“Wait! Where are you going?” He asked, grabbing her hand.

“Back to the party!” Korra hissed, growing impatient.

“Well, why don’t you come hang out with me and my friends?” He asked.

“I don’t think Ga Eun would like that very much.” Korra joked, pulling her hand from his and turning to face herself in the mirror. Her head pounded from the contact spot it had been hit, but her vision had refocused. She hoped it wasn’t a concussion.

“Who cares? C’mon, I wanna-” Korra leaned forward, licking her finger and rubbing off the smeared makeup under her eyes.

“Tahno, chill. We had sex. Again. Don’t get all clingy on me now.” she attempted to smooth down her messy hair, her scalp tender from how hard Tahno had pulled it.

“I’m not trying to-” he began before she cut him off.

“Yeah, yeah.” Korra’s thoughts began to race again. This was a mistake. A fun one, but a mistake nonetheless. Or did she only feel that way because Mako had seen them and could put two and two together? Or is that exactly what she wanted? To rectify her rejection and pleading by proving she was, in fact, desirable? “Like I said, you were great. Play your cards right, and I might let you do that again, okay? 5 minutes.” She flicked her fingers from her eyes to his before slipping out of the door, walking backwards into a random party goer with a smirk on her face, Korra’s slightly disheveled appearance giving her away.

  







6. Falling For U


    
     

Tahno shook his head in disbelief, watching as the door shut behind Korra quickly. Turning toward the mirror, he inspected his appearance: curls in disarray, his jeans still unbuckled and his lips a deep swollen red. He dragged his index and middle finger across his mouth, sighing heavily again. He ran his hands through his curls, attempting to put them somewhat back where they were, and buckled his jeans. Followed by splashing some cool water on his face and stretching out his arms, sore from the close quarters. Despite having only a few drinks, he felt exhausted. Why had Korra run out so quickly like that? Why didn’t she want to spend any time with him outside of their “private lessons”? Tahno flipped his hair to the side and exited the bathroom, trudging down the steps, desperate for another drink. Something strong to wake him up again. He made his way to the bar, spotting his friend on a stool speaking casually with a girl he didn’t know.

“Shaozu, have you seen Ga Eun?” he asked, shooting the girl a polite nod, which she returned.

“Oh, hey dude. Where did you run off to earlier?” Shaozu swiveled his seat to face his friend. Tahno smiled weakly in response, wordlessly telling his friend everything he needed to know.

“Oh shit, korra…?” he asked. Tahno nodded, biting his bottom lip to stop himself from saying something stupid. 

“Well, uh...Ga Eun is-I dunno man, I think she might’ve gone outside with Ming,” Shaozu smiled sympathetically. “I’d check the pool.” Tahno thanked him, turning back to the bar and grabbing the first bottle of liquor he could get his hands on. He swigged it quickly, the liquid fire burning down his throat, nearly causing him to vomit in surprise. He gagged, looking at the bottle in disgust before taking another swig. He set the bottle down, vision blurring as his eyes darted around the room to locate the french doors that led to the terrace. As he made his way through the living room, his jaw nearly hit the floor as he peered through the parted crowd to view what everyone was watching in the circle that had formed. 

“Hell yes I love this song!” Tahno recognized the voice instantly, putting his hand on a random partygoers shoulder to leverage himself to the front of the crowd as the music changed. In the very center of the circle that had arisen, Korra danced around furiously, shoeless, a bottle of vodka in one hand and the other entangled in a random girl’s hair. Their bodies grinded and slapped together to the heavy beat of the music, Korra’s skirt riding up dangerously high as the girls hands trailed along her hips and down to her ass. The men in the crowd began to whoop and holler as Korra pulled the girl in for a sloppy kiss.

 Korra, what the hell are you doing? Tahno asked himself. 

“It’sss getting really HAWT in here,” Korra yelled sloppily, handing the girl the bottle and dancing alone, throwing her hands up in the air and swaying her hips wildly to the music. The girl mimicked her movements, swigging from the bottle and cheering Korra’s dancing on as they incited more cheers from the crowd. Tahno’s vision blurred further as the alcohol spread through him.  “Do you guysss feel hot? I feel really hawtttt,” Korra slurred, fanning her face. To Tahno’s horror and the rest of the party’s delight, Korra’s hands reached to her ribcage for the band of her already-barely-there-bralet. 

 Korra, no! Tahno screamed internally, pushing his way through the bodies to shield her and prevent her from exposing herself. But before he could, another knight in shining armor came to her rescue.

“Korra, what the FUCK are you doing!?” a furious voice commanded everyone’s attention. Korra dropped her hands lazily, a giggle erupting in her throat as the man who had yelled parted the crowd and stormed up to her. Effortlessly, he picked her up and swung her over his shoulder, carrying her down the adjacent hallway.

“Mako, put me DOWN!” Korra yelled, slamming her fists against the man’s back as they passed everyone’s shocked faces. Tahno’s mouth snapped shut at the sight, realizing that Mako would be sufficient in protecting Korra’s modesty. However, his heart sank at the implication. Of course he wasn’t the only guy that cared about Korra, but he couldn’t help but feel a slight disdain for Mako, for obvious reasons. 

“Shut up, Korra! You’re making a complete ass of yourself!” Mako tightened his grip on her, trying to ignore the onlookers as he slammed the door of the room shut and flung her down on the bed. “Are you happy? About your little performance?” He towered over her, pinching his nose in frustration.

“Where the hell did you even come from?” She yelled, falling back onto the bed as her head began to spin. 

“Why are you doing this? You almost flashed the entire fucking party! You’re-you’re belligerent!” He lectured, standing at the edge of the bed. Korra squirmed, her hand holding her head as it continued to pound. She sat up slightly, her top twisted to the side to nearly expose herself. “Fix your damn shirt!” he shouted.

“STOP SCREAMING!” Korra screeched, her eyes closed. “Spirits, my head is killing me!” She twisted her top forward to properly cover herself. “Ugh, the room is spinning.”

“Korra,” Mako tried a softer approach, sinking onto the edge of the bed to sit at her feet. “You can’t get  this  fucked up  alone  at a party. Where’s your roommate?” He attempted to coax some information out of her. “Or...or Tahno?” Mako spat, his face contorting in remembrance of their fight earlier. 

“Oh fuck right off with that Mako,” Korra shot up angrily. “Ah, fuck,” she clutched her head again. “Leave Tahno out of this.”

“Korra,” Mako lifted a hand to touch her shoulder. 

“No!” She slapped his hand away. “Don’t touch me! You don’t get to do this! You don’t get to be mad at me for fucking people or drinking too much! Those are MY choices. You fucking asshole!” she yelled. “You don’t get to tell me what to do!”

“Korra! Stop fucking yelling!” Mako yelled back. “I’m not trying to tell you what to do!”

“S-stop cursing at me you dick!” She shouted even louder.

“Fine, fine.” Mako raised his hands in defeat, the bedroom muffling the sound of the music enough that they could speak at a moderately normal level. “I’m so  sorry for stopping you from exposing your chest to a bunch of creepy guys while you’re too drunk to defend yourself. MY MISTAKE!” Korra turned away from him angrily. “Ugh. I’m sorry, that was uncalled for.” He reached out again, trying to grab her hand with his and regretting that he let his temper get the best of him.

“Dont!”” Korra ripped it away from him. “Don’t do that!”

“Do what!?” Mako said exasperatedly.

“Don’t save me! Don’t be nice to me!” Tears began to form in the corners of Korra’s eyes as she stared at him, his lips parted in surprise at her sudden display of emotion. Mako felt his heart drop at the sight of her tears, an overwhelming sense of defeat overtaking him.

“Ugh! Sometimes, you can be so infuriating!” Mako said angrily, their previous argument replaying over and over again in his head. It was the strangest mix of emotions; embarrassment from their encounter at the diner, confusion over how he felt, desperation to keep her in his life one way or another.

“Save your breath. You’ve already made it clear how you feel about me, so let’s just leave it at that!” Korra said exasperatedly, pulling her legs to her chest and wrapping her arms around them as she looked away. “I really don’t need this right now.” Mako took a deep breath, attempting to choose his words carefully. He turned away from her. “No...i-I haven’t,” he said quietly.

“What?” Korra’s vision doubled again as she looked over at him again.

“I said I haven’t made it clear. What I’m trying to say is…” Mako reached for her hand again, lacing their fingers together. This time, Korra didn’t pull away. “As much as you drive me crazy, I also think you’re pretty amazing.” Korra’s droopy eyes widened in surprise, and she scooted closer to him. Her brain flooded in euphoria. Was he messing with her? Did he really mean it? 

“So, you do like me?” her voice heightened in disbelief. 

“Yes!” Mako lurched forward in vexation. “But, I like Asami, too. I don’t know, things are complicated.”

“Why tell me now?” She wondered aloud. 

“I don’t know. When I saw you and Tahno I just got so angry! But I didn’t want to admit to myself why. I’ve been feeling really confused-” and before he could finish, Korra’s lips smashed into his. Mako leaned into the kiss, tasting the alcohol on her tongue and using his free hand to caress her cheek; their held hands remaining steadfast and gentle. Korra pulled away, searching his eyes for some sort of non verbal reaction. 

“I can see three of you,” she joked, a goofy smile spreading across her face. She had transformed, her drunken stupor overturned to elation.

“You’re wasted. I wonder if you’ll even remember this, tomorrow,” Mako sighed, standing up and grabbing a glass from the table in the corner of the room. He entered the private bathroom and filled the glass with water before handing it to Korra and sitting down again. Korra sipped the water slowly, fearing she was close to throwing up as he studied her carefully. She looked at him again, the way she always wanted him to look at her. And despite how drunk and blissfully happy she felt, the storming confusion of Mako’s eyes wavered her. 

“W-what are you thinking?” She asked him, setting the glass on the nightstand and leaning back onto the bed. 

“I don’t really know,” he said. “It’s like my brain is short circuiting.” 

“I’m on cloud nine,” her goofy voice practically sang as she pulled mako down next to her. “But I’m worried about you.”

“Korra, I-“

“Please don’t get all Mako on me right now and just lay with me for a bit.” She asked softly, snuggling into him. Mako relented, his soured face softening as he looked down at her. Korra’s face was very fresh and feminine: her deep skin reddened from the alcohol. Mako was used to a tough fierceness about her features that only softened when Bolin told a stupid joke, or when he greeted her. To see Korra so gentle, with her lashes sweeping down her cheeks, and so vulnerable, with her arm draped lazily across his chest as if it was the most natural thing in the world. Mako’s chest tightened as he lifted a finger to wipe at Korra’s further smeared makeup. 

“When I saw you go into the bathroom with Tahno...I was going out of my mind.” Mako admitted. “Are you...seeing him?” He gently moved his hand in comforting circles on her exposed back. She reached up to push her falling hair out of her eyes, responding with a breathy and sincere “no”. 

“Honest, jealous Mako. I like it.” She scooted closer to him, turning on her side and pulling him into her, resting her head on his chest. He felt his arm stiffen under the weight of her head, and he bent it to hold her closer. She staggered her legs between his. Mako watched nervously as her too-short skirt rode up with her movement. Suddenly, his entire body turned beet red.

“Holy shit Korra, where’s your underwear!?” He whisper-shouted, her only response a faint chuckle as she nuzzled his chest and tightened her grip on his arm. He turned over, smashing into her face as he yanked the garment down to protect her modesty.

“Boo.” Korra mused as he rolled back over. She looked at him lazily, a faint smile turning her lips. Mako decided it was best to let it go, waiting for her to drift off so that he could safely lock the door behind him and try not to throw up when he saw Asami. What the hell was he going to do about that? Korra dipped her head back down, dropping it onto one of the pillows as Mako slid off the bed and pulled the blanket up over her.

“You’ll be safe in here,” he assured her. “I’ll lock the door.”

“I don’t wanna sleep without you here,” Korra begged sadly. Mako turned back to face her, brilliant blue eyes glowing in the dimly lit room demanding that he stay.

“Then don’t sleep!” He countered, pushing through the door and locking as he promised. He hated to leave her, and yet he hated to be near her. It was a complete and utter betrayal of everything in his life that had finally started going right, and yet, he couldn’t stop himself. 

  







7. Nervous


    
     


  “So, is beer not really your thing? Because, we have lots of different stuff. My brother Mako is really good at making drinks. We could get you something else!” Bolin rambled, still overly intoxicated from his keg stand earlier. Opal nervously looked at the red solo cup she was holding. 



  “Oh no, this is great!” She reassured him, forcing down a few gulps. She tried not to vomit at the putrid taste. 
  
    What’s a lady gotta do for some cocktails around here? 
  
  Bolin laughed at her disgusted face, smacking a hand on her bare shoulder. She grinned lightly at him, which he returned. 



  
    Are you proud of me, Korra? I think this is going pretty well!
  



  “So! You and Korra pretty close, then?” He asked emphatically, almost as if he had been reading her thoughts. His tone indicated a forced casualty that he hoped Opal wouldn’t pick up on.



  “Yeah! She’s one of my best friends.” Opal replied.



  “Nice. So, Uh, how’d you guys meet?” He asked as her brow furrowed. What was he getting at?



  “She came to a world leader summit with her dad to my home state.”  Opal remarked thoughtfully, the faint memories of Korra’s brazen nicety dancing in her mind for a fleeting moment. “I’m from Zaofu.”



  “Oh yeah, sometimes I totally forget she’s like, a princess.” Bolin remarked lazily, an inquisitive hooked finger placed on his chin. Opal noted his ignorance of her statement pertaining to herself in favor of discussing her roommate, the realization washing over her quickly.



  “Oh, I do too, sometimes... Opal reflected. “To me she’s just...Korra.”



  “Yeah, she’s the greatest isn’t she?” Bolin’s voice trailing off dreamily as his eyes glazed over. “She’s the smartest, coolest, buffest, prettiest-” Opal began to tune out his words, her eyes narrowing at what she was hearing. “Bravest, kindest-”



  “-Um, yeah.” Opal cut him off. Had Korra forgotten to tell her something? A tinge of embarrassment flushed her cheeks as she grit her teeth. All of the efforts she had gone through, the signals she had misinterpreted...



  “Hey, Opal right?” One of the guys from the team walked up behind them, saving Opal from Bolin’s uncomfortable rant about how amazing Korra was.



  “Hey, yeah.” Opal turned her back to Bolin.



  “You wanna dance?” the guy asked.



  “Oh, um…” She awkwardly turned back to Bolin.



  “No no, go right ahead. This guy’s trustworthy. Take care of my homegirl Opal, okay?” Her face fell visibly as he nodded exaggeratingly. To Opal’s chagrin, the guy carefully took her hand and led her back inside, Bolin’s droopy smile watching them for a moment before turning back towards the pool, his eyes glossing over from the reflection of the lights.









  Korra watched as Mako left the room, turning to the glass of water and sipping it slowly. She had so many things to think about. Was Mako going to dump Asami for her? Was he going to forget about his feelings for her in favor of Asami? And what would that mean for her and Asami? A friendship killed off before it even had the chance to start? Would she be losing one of her best friends either way? Her head ached painfully as every new thought formed. She let her mind wander a bit more, forcing herself out of bed to refill the glass in an attempt to minimize tomorrow’s inevitable hangover. As she sipped the glass, leaning over the bathroom sink and inspecting her appearance in the mirror, she heard her phone buzz. Her hair was sticking up in some places in the back, her top had twisted so far her chest was nearly falling out, and her skirt was halfway turned across her body. She attempted to remedy this, but her hands and eyes shook as she pulled at her clothing. 



  
    Opal’s gonna be mad at me for getting carried away…
  



  She made her way back into the bedroom, tapping her phone screen to see the message.


 


  From: lake tahno :P



  Im outside the door will u let me in?


 


  To: lake tahno :P



   whagt do yoi want????


 


  She typed out her reply sloppily as she heard a faint knock.


 


  From: lake tahno :P



  To check up on you. Please?


 


  Reluctantly, Korra staggered over to the door, yanking down on the heavy, ornate handle and peering up at the man waiting for her. Wordlessly, Tahno pushed past her into the room as she let the door swing close. He turned to face her expectantly, hands on his hips as he looked her up and down.



  “I must’ve been in the bathroom for what, 10 minutes? And you got this trashed? You’re such a lightweight.” He remarked. Korra folded her arms over her chest, suddenly chilled. The room had blocked off the sweaty heat of the party, and AC blasted over them. The sweat that glistened on Korra’s skin began to dry as she felt nauseated from the temperature change and alcohol coursing through her system. She shivered, turning her gaze away from him. 



  “Did you j-just come in here to lecture me?” She winced, rubbing her hands up and down her arms.



  “Are you cold? Get under the covers.” He instructed, walking over to the bed and lifting the sheets up. Korra obeyed, sliding past him and under the sheets. Gingerly, Tahno pulled the covers over her and tucked her in slightly. Korra watched as he moved, looking down at her with a soft smile as he pushed her bangs out of her eyes. They made eye contact and she looked away shyly. “I thought Mako would’ve taken better care of you…” Tahno remarked, biting his lip for a moment before rolling over her onto the other side of the bed. She turned to face him, pulling the covers over her shoulder as he adjusted to face her.



  “He wanted me to sleeeeep it off,” she said.



  “Ah, sorry. I just wanted to see for myself that you were okay. I was about to come save you when Mako-” Korra snorted at his words. 



  “Tahno, I didn’t 
  
    need 
  
  saving.” she retorted. “Especially from a 
  
    guy!
  
  ” 



  “Babe, you were about to take your shirt off in the middle of a party.” Tahno snapped, tucking his hand under his cheek, the other brushing up and down the bend of her waist over the blankets. “If that even qualifies as a shirt,” he teased.



  “Just making it easier for you to rip off of me.” Korra replied seductively, rolling closer to him and lifting her hand up slightly to place on his neck. Tahno lifted his arm, placing his hand over hers on his neck as he leaned in to press a soft kiss on her lips. “Ughhhh stop being cute,” she groaned. Tahno laughed, telling her to turn around so they could cuddle. She complied, pulling his hand over her waist and holding it there, desperately wishing he was Mako instead. They laid in silence for a few minutes, their breathing slowing down to match paces. Tahno’s mind raced, grateful to be so close to her in the moment but his feelings completely jumbled. He knew how she felt about him, he just didn’t want to admit it.



  “Korra?” He asked suddenly.



  “Hmm?” she replied. 



  “Oh, I thought you might’ve dozed off.” 



  “Nah…” she replied breathily. “This is the aftercare we didn’t get a chance to do earlier.” He squeezed a bit tighter, pulling her in even closer to form their bodies together. 



  “Can I ask you something?” He said gently, pushing her cascading hair out of his face. He took her silence as an invitation to continue. “Why don’t you ever want to spend time with me?” He bit his lip in anticipation for her reply.



  “Whatcha mean? We hang out all the time. We’re hanging out right now,” her tone took the defensive. 



  “No, I mean, like, 
  
    hang out. 
  
  With me and my friends. We’re friends, aren’t we? Or…” He was suddenly grateful that Korra was under the influence for this conversation; the thoughts raging in his mind for weeks finally spilling out in a rare moment of vulnerability. 



  “Yeah...we’re…friends…” she said softly. “But sometimes I think...you might want to be a little bit more than that, and I-.” She paused, breaking from his grip and whipping around to face him again. Tahno’s breath hitched in anticipation. “I get nervous. I know I don’t seem like it, but I-” she paused again, eyes growing wide for a moment. “I-” she felt her body tense, Tahno’s tense as well. “I’m gonna throw up!” She ripped out of his grasp, stumbling into the bathroom and retching into the toilet. Tahno sighed uncomfortably, walking into the bathroom and pulling her hair back as she continued to vomit. He knew exactly where she was going with her words. She knew how he felt about her, she was just too polite to do anything further to accidentally lead him on. He was always gonna be the guy she came to crying about other guys. The one that would hold her hair back while she threw up from drinking over another man. He would always be that guy. Dejectedly, he dropped her hair and watched as she leaned back and looked at him, wiping her mouth. 



  “Ugh, sorry,” she groaned, her back against the tub. 



  “I’m worried you might be concussed from earlier,” he bent down, tucking her hair behind her ear and lifting her to her feet. She fell into him as he helped her to the sink.



  “I feel a little better, I guess,” she remarked, gargling some water and spitting it out. She raided the cabinets and drawers, finding some mouthwash.



  “I’m glad…” Tahno whispered, exiting the bathroom and sitting on the bed.


  







8. The Weekend


    
    
  “Hey, Mako said-” Asami walked into the room following a gentle knock. “Oh!” She said in surprise, seeing Tahno sitting at the foot of the bed. “Do I have the wrong room? Is Korra here?” Tahno looked up from his phone, standing up from the bed as the party hostess walked into the room, letting the door swing behind her to drown out the noise of festivities. 



  
    Oh spirits. Oh FUCK. 
  



  Korra’s eyes darted to the half shut door of the bathroom and back to the mirror in a panic. This was far too embarrassing. 
  
    Asami? 
  
  She didn’t want Asami to see her like this. What would she think of her?



  “She’s in the bathroom,” Korra heard Tahno mutter as Korra quickly moved to push the door shut. But she was too late. 



  “Thank you,” Asami nodded. 



  “Knock knock,” Asami said softly, pushing the door open. Korra clenched her fists, nearly collapsing again in awe of the girl that stood before her. 



  
    FUCKKKK!!!!!
  



  She was astonishing: perfectly tight party curls swept up into a ‘relaxed’ hairdo that no doubt took no less than 30 minutes, a celebrity esque smoky eye and red lip complimented by a sheer blouse that left 
  
    just enough 
  
  to the imagination to pique some interest. Korra resisted the urge to let her jaw hit the floor. Why did Asami have to be so beautiful? “Mako said I’d find you in here.” She smiled sympathetically, holding two painkillers out for Korra to take and shutting the door behind her. 



  “Thanks,” Korra replied awkwardly, popping the pills into her mouth and tipping the glass of water back to wash them down. Mako told her? What else had he told her? She was suddenly regretting the fact that she had started to sober up. 



  “Of course!” Asami replied cheerfully. “Oh, there should be some makeup remover in the bottom right drawer!” She pointed out as she watched Korra grimace at her smeared eye makeup. Korra bent down to retrieve the wipes, thanking her again and swiping carefully under her eye in an attempt to salvage what she could of her eye makeup. Asami watched her intently, and Korra’s neck began to heat up from the unimposing tension she wasn’t sure the other girl could feel. She went for the glass of water again, sipping slowly to try to cool herself off from the pounding headache that had set in from the alcohol and heaving. Asami watched her carefully, sweeping lashes cascading down her cheeks as she blinked curiously.



  “So, is that your boyfriend?” Asami asked nonchalantly. Korra nearly dropped the glass as she began to choke on the gulp of water that had travelled down the wrong pipe at the woman’s words. “Are you okay?” Asami handed her one of the hand towels sitting on the counter as Korra attempted to stifle her cough, slamming the lid of the toilet down and sitting on it as she attempted to catch her breath.



  “I’m fine,” she choked out in a gravely tone. Despite her pounding headache, she felt herself steady as the majority of alcohol had been purged from her system. “I guess I got a little carried away. I’m sorry.” She turned to look at Asami again, trying her best not to let the woman’s intimidating beauty cause her to break eye contact in inferiority. 



  “Aw, don’t worry.” She put a comforting hand on Korra’s exposed shoulder. “I just wanted to make sure you’re okay!” She grinned lightly at her, which was met with a shy return. The water tribe girl thanked her again for her kindness. 



  “I hope we can still grab some tea sometime soon,” Korra offered, trying to ignore the nagging in the back of her head that this wasn’t a good idea.



  “Absolutely. Well, I think Mako was looking for me. I’ll see you at tuesday’s scrimmage?” Korra merely nodded, and Asami dropped her hand from their contact. 



  “I’m loving the outfit, by the way. So sexy!” She whispered the last bit, causing Korra’s cheeks to inflame in delight. A compliment from someone so elegant and glamorous was surely something to behold, especially in the current state Korra was in. Asami exited the bathroom, Korra’s shaking eyes glued to Asami’s impossibly long legs. Asami nodded politely at Tahno as she exited, as if this wasn’t her own home they had been galavanting around. 



  Korra exhaled deeply. Maybe she was in the clear and Mako wouldn’t say anything. She became concerned for the difficult situation she had created, and knew that some uncomfortable conversations awaited her. She couldn’t even comprehend what her next meeting with Mako would entail. And then there were her strong feelings for him. Did she really want to destroy his relationship? Asami had been nothing but kind to her in their limited interactions, wanting to be her friend and get to know her better. Did Korra really want to steal her boyfriend? To ruin any chance of a friendship with her? There was still so much she wanted to see and know about her, and yet she couldn’t understand why.



  “Ugh. Why does she have to be so fucking pretty and nice,” Korra groaned, exiting the bathroom. Tahno looked over at her, shoving his phone back into his pocket as yet another text from Ga Eun appeared, inquiring his whereabouts. “Is that your girlfriend?” She asked, slapping her hand to her head and sinking down onto the bed next to Tahno. She leaned her head on his shoulder and he gently rested his on top.



  “Feeling better?” He asked softly, ignoring her question.



  “A little. You might be right about that concussion though. I keep fading in and out of dizzy.”



  “Dizziness?” Tahno teased. 



  “Yeah, that’s what I said.” Korra retorted defensively. 



  “Nice response to Asami’s question, by the way.” He muttered, lifting his head from hers. Korra looked at him curiously. “Would I really be that terrible of a boyfriend?” He feigned a mocking tone, but Korra was sober enough to understand the sting behind his words, and remembered their unfinished conversation from earlier. 



  “Tahno…” She trailed off, turning to face him. 



  “I like you, Korra.” He burst out suddenly. “ I know you’ve got something complicated going on with Mako, but I just…” He turned away, running a hand through his hair frustratedly. “We get along, don’t we? I want to be more to you than a quick release when you need it.” He turned to face her, their blue eyes meeting intensely. 



  “Where is all of this even coming from? Post nut clarity should be making you feel the 
  
    opposite.
  
  ” She insisted. 



  “I’m not fucking around Korra!” He exclaimed. Korra’s eyes widened at the severity of his words. 



  “I want you to choose me.” He grabbed her hand. Her eyes darted down to his touch and back to his eyes.



  “You sound like a romance novel,” she grinned lightly, attempting to ease the tension with a bit of ill placed humor. Tahno groaned.



  “Can’t you just be serious for a second?” he begged, squeezing her hand tighter. 



  “I just...I don’t know. This is really sudden.” To Tahno’s dismay, Korra pulled her hand out of his. “I can’t- I can’t do this right now. I wanna go home.” She lifted herself off of the bed, trying her best to ignore Tahno’s crestfallen face as she went for her phone. “I’ll talk to you later…” Tahno didn’t reply, his hands curling into fists on his lap and his head bowed so that his hair covered his face. Korra pretended not to notice the tears dripping down to his hands as she left the room. 



  A mistake. This entire evening, every action Korra had taken had been a mistake. She desperately wanted to crawl into her bed, or perhaps wake up in it with the realization that this had all been a dream. She reentered the living room, attempting to find her shoes near the stairs. She located her left shoe, tears threatening to spill over as she bit her lip hard enough that it threatened to tear. She continued to search, pushing past the grinding bodies that danced around her. She pulled out her phone, noting the dangerously low percent as she ordered a car service to take her home, giving up on locating her shoe and dropping the one she held. The throbbing of her migraine only worsened as she pushed through the crowd back to the elevator to exit, her eyes meeting Mako’s just as he pulled away from Asami’s embrace across the room at the bar. Their gaze locked for a moment, only for Mako to rip away and force a smile down at his girlfriend, who had turned to chat with the person next to them, not noticing Korra as she left. 



  It was all too much. Korra shoved her way through the crowd, ignoring Ga Eun’s bait thrown her way as she practically ran to the elevator as soon as there was enough space allowed. She slammed her hand against the button rapidly, willing it to come faster and slip out undetected, her breathing increasingly rapid and her vision blurring as the doors of the lift finally opened. She stepped into the elevator, erratically hitting the ‘close doors’ button and sinking down to the floor, her emotions finally able to release. She cried despairingly, holding back her wails as she tried to steady herself enough to stand when the elevator made it to the lobby of Asami’s building. Her phone, now at 2%, buzzed with the notification that the ride she ordered was waiting out front for her, and she jogged outside, bare feet slapping against the pavement as she ripped the door open and climbed into the back seat, silent tears still streaking down her face.



  “Korra?” The startled driver checked as she buckled her seat belt. 



  “Yes,” she croaked out, and the driver simply nodded, turning forward to drive and understanding it was best not to ask. 



  When she made it to her apartment, she couldn’t bother taking off her makeup or changing as she normally would and instead fell onto her bed, sobbing uncontrollably into her pillow. Naga remained fast asleep at the foot of the bed, oblivious to her owner crumbling. Korra attempted to take deeper breaths, pulling the covers over herself and squeezing her eyes shut. Sleep. She just needed to sleep and then everything would be okay again. Her exhaustion surprised her as she felt herself drifting out of consciousness rather quickly, a final pressing thought forming in her mind, unable to wake her from drifting off. 



  Oh shit. 
  
    Opal.
  


  







9. Say Anything (Else)


    
    
  Korra was awoken to the sound of the television blaring in the living room. Her eyes, crusted over from last night's makeup, had melted her lashes together. She pried her eyelids open, forgetting who and where she was in the haze of waking up. She patted around for her phone, her blackout curtains preventing the majority of light from leaking into the room. 



  “What the fuck?” Korra groaned, rubbing her left eye and checking the time. 



  
    It’s past noon! I really slept that long? 
  
  She thought to herself, throwing the covers off. She padded over to her bathroom, not even attempting to check her appearance in the mirror as she turned her shower on. After brushing the taste of morning breath and stomach acid from her tongue, she stepped into her scalding shower and let the water drip over her head. The events of the previous evening were somewhat hazy as she tried to recollect everything; some moments sharper than others. She noted the significantly reduced hangover she was experiencing, most likely attributed to her friends plying her with water as she recovered in that bedroom. However, her head began to worsen as her thoughts drifted to Mako and the seemingly unending pit in her stomach began to expand. And then there was Tahno, and an overwhelming guilt clouded her brain. She rubbed her eyes under the shower faucet, the heat quickly warming her core uncomfortably as she kneaded the residual makeup off of her face. She wanted to crawl out of her skin, her internal temperature rising too quickly. The rush of water seemed to do the trick of waking her up and helping her recall things fully.



  
    Goddamnit. Had Naga been fed and let out? Did Opal- 
  
  the realization hit her once more. 
  
    FUCK. OPAL!!!???
  



  Korra anxiously finished her shower, the loud tv confirming that her roommate was, in fact, home, and most likely wanted her to know it. The watertribe woman wrapped herself in her robe, toweling the ends of her hair to get it to stop dripping as she took a deep breath and entered the kitchen. 



  “Hi...” She muttered, trying to find the right words to say as last night’s headache began to manifest for a sequel. Korra’s roommate whipped her head around from the couch, one hand petting her dog and the other flipping through tv channels. 



  “Oh, great,” Opal said sarcastically. “The princess is awake.” Korra noted the dark undereye circles that Opal was sporting, and the puffiness surrounding her eyes. Her roommate was seething, and Korra flinched at the spiteful tone Opal had used to condescendingly address the water tribe royal’s title. “Poor Naga was starving this morning.”



  “I am so sorry!” Korra said sincerely, hugging her arms tightly to her chest. “Last night was…” She lingered for a moment, searching for the appropriate adjective to describe the events of last evening.



  “Oh, and thank you so much for leaving without me and not telling me.” Opal grunted, her generally sweet voice dripping in sarcasm. “And for abandoning me to make a complete ass of myself in front of Bolin.” She began to escalate her tone. Korra’s eyes widened as she watched the frustration of her roommate build up. Had it really been that upsetting to her? “Oh, and I heard you made Mako rescue you from your 
  
    Benders Gone Wild 
  
  moment of stripping for half of the fucking party!” Opal’s venomous demeanor stung her roommate deeply as Korra hugged her arms against herself even tighter. “And was that before or after you hate-fucked Tahno?” She wanted to cry as her friend's words sliced through her, deeper and deeper. How did Opal-



  “I am so sorry.” Korra repeated, bowing deeply to respectfully request forgiveness. She couldn’t manifest the energy to argue, and despite her harsh tone, she knew everything she said was mostly right. She had fucked up, and Opal wanted her to know it. “I was way out of line. I should’ve told you when I left. But Tahno-”



  Opal leapt up from the couch, displacing Naga, who scrambled to her feet at the sudden movement. Korra winced, clamping her mouth shut and squeezing her arms even tighter as if she was physically bracing herself for Opal’s verbal assault. “First you get me to go to a party I don’t really want to go to, then you practically 
  
    force me 
  
  to talk to the guy I like BY. MY. SELF. While you go chasing after a guy who HAS A GIRLFRIEND, BY THE WAY.” Opals voice continued to rise as Korra slowly lifted her head, her chest tightening. 



  “Listen, let me explain. I’m trying to apollo-” Opal cut her off before she could finish.



  “Don’t. I can’t believe you just left me there and didn’t even fucking text me you were leaving. I had to get a ride home with Bolin after listening to him go on a fucking rant about how goddamn incredible you are.”



  “Wait, what?” Korra’s face twisted in confusion. 



  “Bolin likes 
  
    you
  
  .” Opal turned away from her.



  “No, I don’t think…” Korra protested weakly, her arms falling limply to her sides. Unfortunately, the argument made complete sense; the unsolicited gifts, group hangouts that conveniently turned into only the two of them. Korra tried to find any words to say that would retire this idea, but she came up empty handed, and snapped her mouth closed again.



  “Why did you make me think I had a chance? Don’t act like you didn’t know how he felt. He’s so obvious...That was so fucking embarassing for me. Spirits!” Opal threw her hands up again in frustration.



  “Opal,” Korra said in an even tone, her voice shaking as she attempted to steady it. “I’m so sorry.” She whispered again. “I was out of control. I didn’t mean to embarrass you. I was cutting loose from everything and I took it too far.” Opal said nothing, her arms crossed and her body turned away from Korra.



  “Uhuh. I’m so sick of- you just keep doing the thing that you always do.” Korra paused, a lump forming in her throat. 



  “What is...what is that supposed to mean?” She tensed, willing Opal to meet her gaze. 



  “Just...you...you talk a big game and then you jump ship when you don’t wanna deal with the things that you started or when you get even slightly uncomfortable, and everyone around you has to clean up the mess.”



  “What the fuck?” Korra felt anger rise inside of her. “That’s not true at all.” 



  “Oh, so you’re really gonna stand here and tell me you weren’t trying to make me your scapegoat to get out of feeling bad that you don’t like Bolin, but he likes you?” Opal shot back.



  “That’s...that’s bullshit!” Korra said defensively, averting her eyes.



  “You’re always dragging me to do things and leaving me out to dry. You force me to-”



  “Opal.” Korra attempted to remain calm. “I never forced you to-”



  “BUT YOU DID. And I ALWAYS go along with it because I try so hard to be a good fucking friend to you through all of your bullshit!” Opal seethed with rage. “Oh no! I’m Korra! I’m a literal fucking princess and star athlete and 3 really fucking attractive, sucessful guys like me and a literal fucking heiress wants to be my BFF and I get perfect grades and I can do whatever the FUCK I want!” Tears began to stream down Opal’s face as she choked the words out, her gemstone eyes red with fury. Korra heard a ringing in her ears, white hot anger for the verbal laceration she was receiving finally exploding out of her.



  “Oh yeah? Well I’m Opal! I’m so fucking terrified of being my own goddamn person and allways living in my siblings shadows that I feel like I can’t disobey my parents even though I’m twenty-fucking-three years old! I’m so above it all because I sit at home on saturday nights watching reality TV shows and eat kale ALONE because I don’t have any fucking friends outside of my own fucking family!” Korra was crying too at this point, chest heaving painfully as they stared at each other. Wordlessly, Opal stormed into her room, slamming the door shut behind her as Korra bent over, tears leaking from her eyes and quiet chuffs of emotion escaping her lips.



  “FUCK YOU, TOO!” Korra screeched, walking over to the door and smacking an open palm on the center of the door angrily. She didn’t receive a reply, stalking back to her room in a huff. She plopped down on the bed, Naga trailing behind lazily, a concerned look in her eyes as the pet leapt onto the bed and snuggled up next to her. Korra lifted her hand faintly, weak strokes down her pet’s back doing little to ease her nerves as new tears continued to form a wet puddle beneath her face. Despite her tough demeanor, she couldn’t help her deep sensitive nature spurring along the natural emotions that began to flow from the corners of her eyes. She hated being yelled at, and despite common consensus, she didn’t like yelling at other people either. After maybe an hour or so of sulking, Korra heard the front door open and slam close, and the sound of Opal’s car starting up. She turned to her side, shoving an arm under her pillow and willing her eyes to finally dry up. How was she going to fix this? How could they both use their deepest insecurities against each other like that? 



  
    If only I had been a better friend. If only I had known how she felt…
  



  Korra squeezed her eyes shut, the reality of the situation sinking in.



  “Naga, why do I keep hurting people I care about?” She whispered. Naga stirred beside her, lifting her head up and placing it down on the bend of her owner’s waist. “What’s wrong with me?”



  Korra reached for her phone, desperate for some kind of distraction as she blinked through her bleary vision to check her messages. 


 


  New Message



  Bolin my Bitch



  Get home safe? Btw, Opal is so fun! You should invite her to Hasook’s party next weekend :D


 


  
    Instagram
  



  @asamisato: hey Korra, just checking in. I hope you’re feeling better. I was wondering if you’d like to go for that tea tomorrow afternoon. I have some time after class, and we could go before your evening practice. Let me know!


 


  New Message



  Jinora my <3 



  hey you should come for dinner tonight and sleep over. mom is making macaroons! <333 and dad wants to catch up. U should call him


 


  New VOICEMAIL From: lake tahno :P


 


  Korra took a deep breath, tapping over to the voicemail tab and swiping her volume all the way up before pressing play.


 


  
    “...Hey, Korra.”
  


 


  Her heart sank at the familiarity of Tahno’s gravely, monotone voice coming through her phone. 


 


  
    “I guess I shouldn’t be reaching out to you like this. I just want you to know I’m sorry for dumping my feelings on you like that. I shouldn’t have done that. Maybe it was the alcohol or maybe I was just overly emotional because of some other shit going on...god I sound like such a girl...anyways, I’m sorry for making things awkward between us. I guess I’ll just leave it at that. See you at the match.”
  


 


  She sighed heavily as the dial tone beeped, the pain in Tahno’s voice evident. Korra understood that he was holding back, the embarrassment of last night’s events washing over her. She couldn’t even imagine how Tahno was feeling given how poorly she handled the situation. She didn’t even want to think about him for now.



  Korra rubbed her eyes, swiping back to her messages and typing a quick reply out to Jinora. 


 


  To: Jinora my <3



  Sounds like a plan! I’ll see you soon?


 


  New Message



  From: Jinora my <3



  YAY


 


  As for Bolin, she merely “liked” the message before plugging her phone back in and setting it on her bedside table. An evening away from republic city and the despair of her apartment sounded delightful, and the welcome distraction of her home away from home was an offer too good to refuse. She dumped the dirty clothes out of her gym bag, throwing in a pair of pyjamas, extra underwear and socks, and an exercise outfit just in case. After collecting her toiletries and safely securing them in the bag, she went for her phone. 



  
    Oh shit, I need to reply to Asami.
  


 


  @korrathelegend: sounds great! Jasmine dragon at 3?


 


  She hastily typed out her reply, the awkwardness of the entire situation weighing on her. She hadn’t spoken to Mako yet, and her full remembrance of last night's events only served to embarrass her further. She had no idea how tomorrow’s practice would ensue, however, the guilt that had been gnawing away at Korra’s insides would have to wait. She owed it to Asami to be as normal as possible. Shrugging out of her robe, she dressed warmly for the crisp, late fall air, sliding on her suede boots and fur coat. She shoved her electronics into her backpack, slinging it over one shoulder and her overnight bag over the other and walking out into the kitchen. Naga happily trailed behind her, wagging her tail as she ran over to her water bowl and lapped up the last drops. Korra refilled the food plus some for tomorrow morning, on the off chance that Opal wouldn’t be back by then, and replaced the water. She set down a second bowl of water and fed her pet a few extra treats. 



  “Be good while I’m gone, okay?” Korra scratched behind her best friend's ears before pressing down on the puffiness under her own eyes. Korra sniffed deeply, her congested nose creating a loud noise. She pulled out her phone to order a car service to the ferry, hoping she could make the next one without too much of a wait time. She wanted to make it to Air temple Island before nightfall, light spirit willing. 



  “Tenzin, Hey.” Korra mustered up a jovial tone as she began her call. “I’m on my way to the ferry.”



  “Korra! It’s wonderful to hear from you. What time should we expect you?” Her mentor replied in his usual diplomatic demeanor. 



  “I’m not sure. I’ll call you when I’m almost there?” She offered.



  “That sounds fine. I’ll see you soon.”



  “Okay, see ya.”


  







10. Northern Downpour


    
    
  The port was bustling with citizens making their ways home for dinner; fisherman docking with the day’s catch and businessmen trying to catch the evening’s trains. Korra thanked her driver and slung her bags over her shoulder once more, stepping onto the sidewalk and breathing in deeply as people pushed past her. The sky, just barely preparing to set, matched her somber mood as she exhaled, slumping over slightly as she readjusted the straps of her bags. Yue Bay, named for an ancestor within her royal lineage, was one of Korra’s favorite places in Republic City. She loved to stand at the docks for hours, watching the horizon for dolphin-eels or waving to sailors as they jetted by on their skiffs. She loved the salty air hitting her skin and frizzing her hair, and the carefreeness of it all. 



  The ferry boat was unusually empty for a weekend trip, but Korra paid no mind, grateful for the quiet as she checked her bags. Munching on some fire flakes she had purchased, she made her way to the top deck of the boat, attempting to clear her head of everything that had transpired. When and why did everything get so messed up? Her phone began to ring, startling her as she fished it out of her pocket. 
  
    Mako. 
  
  She hit snooze, biting her lip and shaking her head again as if the physical movement would clear her thoughts. Dealing with the embarrassment of the party was the last thing on her mind, and although she knew Mako was probably just checking on her and wouldn’t be discussing what had transpired between them, she didn’t have the heart to fake a cheerful voice. She needed to focus on her family right now. Just for one night, her life in Republic City would have to wait. 


 


 


  The rest of the boat ride soothed her immensely, her deep connection to the ocean washing over her peacefully as they inched closer to the destination. As the sun set, casting a warm glow over her skin and the boat lights began to twinkle, she felt herself finally exhale. Air Temple Island had been Korra’s home for a while before she began attending college, at the encouragement of her uncle Tenzin, and she had missed it greatly. There were so many things Korra longed for in her absence, despite her time away being relatively short. 



  Air Bison circled the temple lazily beyond the sky, the sun rapidly setting as the boat began to dock. 



  “Princess Korra of the Southern Watertribe, welcome back to Air Temple Island! We are so delighted to have you join us this evening.” Her official greeter bowed deeply as a crewmember retrieved her luggage.



  “Woah, you’re a princess?” He asked her, watching in disbelief as the air nomad collected her bags, bowing again as she walked forward to join him. Korra visibly cringed, her full title sounding foreign after being incognito as a regular college student for so long.



  “Ehheh…” she breathed out awkwardly. She wasn’t used to being addressed so formally, let alone in such a grandiose way. “Thank you,” she turned back with a polite nod. The worker watched in disbelief as he hoisted himself back up onto the deck.



  They made their way to the dining hall, the man explaining the new construction that was occurring in the greenhouses as Korra “hmmd” and “ahhd” politely. 



  “Master Tenzin and his family are in the mess hall. Dinner will be served soon. Shall I bring your bags to your usual room, Princess?” He turned to face her, stopping in front of the building.



  “Yes, thank you. And you can just call me Korra, Mr…” 



  “Namcho.” He bowed his head again respectfully before flashing a polite smile and taking her bags over to the women’s dormitory. Korra breathed in deeply, somewhat nervous about being back at the island after so long. And despite being in one of her uncle Tenzin’s classes that semester, their one on one time was virtually nonexistent. 



  “Korra!” The children sang in unison as Korra stepped into the entryway of the dining area. Other air nomads turned to see what the cause of commotion was as Tenzin’s family ran up to greet their long lost “big sister”. Korra embraced the children in a group hug, feeling her heart soften and her stress ease for a moment as she held them.



  “We missed you a lot!” Meelo, the elder son, remarked as they all pulled back. 



  “Seriously! You haven’t been here in like, forever!” Ikki declared, her middle childness the forefront of her personality. 



  “I know,” Korra remarked wistfully. “School and training have kept me pretty busy, but I’m really happy to be back.”



  “What about that handsome fire nation boy!” Jinora asked excitedly. Korra’s face fell slightly as she avoided the children's gaze.



  “Enough, everyone. I’m sure Korra is tired from her journey. Let’s settle down for dinner.” Korra shot him a thankful glance, offering her assistance in the kitchen, which Tenzin’s wife Pema politely declined. 



  Korra chewed her dumplings, steamed buns and rice quietly as she took in the atmosphere of the air nomads bustling about. Being an only child, it was a strange concept being surrounded by such a large family. She smiled softly to herself, catching Jinora’s knowing eyes. 



  After dinner and the promised dessert of macaroons, Korra returned to her bedroom, Jinora trailing behind her in anticipation of their reunion.



  “Ugh, finally we can get away from stupid Ikki and Meelo!” Jinora said exasperatedly, sliding the shoji door of Korra’s usual guest room closed. Korra had assumed the spacial change would give her some more time to clear her head; a different atmosphere and different people to air out her grievances. And despite this, her emotions only seemed more skewed. 



  “So how are things with the boyfriend?” Korra asked awkwardly, her feeble attempt to ease her inner tension failing miserably. 



  “Things are going well,” Jinora replied dreamily, a far off gaze clouding her vision for a moment before her attention snapped back. “But more importantly,” she crossed the room and sat down on the corner bed. “What’s going on with you? You seem kind of off.” Korra nodded awkwardly again, and despite her closeness with Jinora, she knew she had to be reserved in what information she divulged on the young teenagers ears. A stabbing pain emanated from her chest, and she wished Opal was there to speak with. 



  
    I’m so sorry.
  



  “I’ve just made a lot of really stupid choices lately...My roommate and I had a huge fight.” She shook her head, pressing the back of her hand to her forehead and sitting down next to the young air nomad.



  “Oh no! What happened?” Jinora asked worriedly, the sincerity in her voice calming Korra for a moment. It dawned on her that she had had no one to confide in for what felt like ages; things with Mako fragmenting and her current fight with her roommate being somewhat caused by said issues with Mako.



  “Well…” Korra paused, trying to choose her words carefully. “Let’s just say I got really carried away at a party, and I left my roommate there without telling her I was leaving.” Jinora shook her head slightly. “I went straight home and fell asleep. When I tried to apologize this morning, she was really upset. We both said some pretty terrible things to each other…” Korra’s voice trailed off as she stared at the floor. The child placed a careful hand over Korra’s, locking their eyes. 



  “It’ll be okay,” Jinora said sincerely. “Next time you see her, just apologize again. If you show her you really are sorry, she’ll come around. Fights are bound to happen when you live with your friends.” Korra nodded slightly.



  “It’s just so uncomfortable…she left the apartment not long before I did, and we haven't spoken since this morning.”



  “I think you guys just need a cooling off period.” Jinora’s kind eyes squinted reassuringly as she squeezed her “big sister’s” hand before pulling away.



  “Yeah,” Korra replied, unconvinced. “You’re probably right. Thanks.” She bit her lip, her brain going a hundred miles an hour replaying their fight over and over in her head, unsure of what to think. It felt different this time; raw, as if the things Opal had said were building for the longest time until they had an excuse to swallow Korra whole. And the worst part? That what Opal had said was true. Every word of it, despite the negative connotations. Everything Korra was insecure about being thrown back into her face. And she had done the same; their only intention to hurt one another as deep as possible, Opal as a release of building tension and Korra as a defensive revenge. 



  “So...Mako? That’s his name, right?” Jinora broke the prolonged silence that Korra had lost track of in her thoughts.



  “Oh...um, yeah. He got a girlfriend, so…” Korra’s lips stretched into a melancholic smile, the uncertainty of the situation rising again. Jinora frowned, taking out her phone as it buzzed.



  “Sorry, just replying to Kai really quick.” 



  “No worries,” Korra sighed, taking her phone out of her pocket and checking her notifications.



  “He got a girlfriend? That really sucks. Have you talked to him about how you feel?”


 


  10 New Messages from Bolin My Bitch


 


  3 Missed Calls from Bolin My Bitch


 


  2 New Voicemails from Bolin My Bitch


 


  2 Missed Calls from Makhoe


 


  2 New Messages from Makhoe


 


  Korra’s eyes widened at the influx of messages, swiping over to read the missed messages. 


 


  From Bolin My Bitch


 


  Hey hey wanna get some dinner



  Boooooo



  Are you going to Hasooks party



  Are you mad at me



  You’re starting to freak me out



  Mako said you didn’t answer his call



  Just tell us you’re ok



  Korra, I’m starting to get really freaked out



  KORRA



  ARE U GOOD


 


  From Makhoe



  Korra, please just call me when you can. I think you know we have some things to talk about. How much do you remember about last night? 



  Where are you?


 


  Korra groaned lightly at the spam, trying to ready herself to reply to the overwhelming bombard of messages.



  “Hey, Jinora I’m sorry, do you mind if I take a bath and catch up with you later? I have to take care of some things.” Korra mustered up a positive tone.



  “Oh, yeah! That’s totally fine. I’ll probably take a bath as well.” Jinora scooted off of the bed, shooting Korra a sympathetic grin. “Meet me in the courtyard in an hour and we can go for a walk.”



  “Sounds perfect,” Korra forced a polite smile, waiting until Jinora left the room before slipping out of her clothes and padding to the bathroom. She drew a steaming bath, the ornate tub handles glistening in the lowlight of the modest bathroom. She lowered herself into the tub carefully, holding her phone up to protect it from the water before sliding it open again. After taking a deep breath, she swiped over to Bolin’s barrage of texts and typed out a quick reply.


 


  New Message To Bolin My Bitch



  Hey sry, im at ATI for the night. I wasn’t checking my phone! Ill c u at practice tmrw.


 


  Almost immediately, she received another influx of texts full of relief. Korra smiled lightly at the kind, yet misguided, concern for her safety. And then it hit her again: Bolin had feelings for her. Unconfirmed, of course, but if people that didn’t even know him very well could tell, namely Opal, then it had to be true. Korra cringed deeply, setting her phone down on the floor and sinking her head further down into the water. She let her thoughts drift. Bolin was handsome and kind, and a loyal friend, but Korra couldn’t see him as anything more. Would his feelings destroy their friendship? She didn’t want to hurt him. And what did this mean for her relationship with Mako? Knowing him, he would completely step to the side if he discovered how his brother felt. And then there was the fact that he was already spoken for. 



  “Ugh!” Korra splashed the water slightly as she dunked her head completely under the water, the heat burning the sensitive skin on her face. If only Opal were there to talk to. She blew bubbles out frustratedly before breaking the surface, inhaling deeply and holding her head in her hands. Her body tingled the way it does after driving for hours and suddenly stopping: this inescapable loneliness confirming that history meant nothing between two people. 



  Mako. The person that she could rely on. The person that always kept her at an arm's length to protect himself. She felt like an outsider looking in, recalling their encounter and the confirmation of their shared feelings. Memories and emotions they shared but couldn’t quite cultivate in a way they could both agree on.  And yet, being half right was worse than being wrong. Overwhelming thoughts swirled in her brain, and the impulse to discover where she truly stood between them and air out every deep feeling and dark secret she harbored had overtaken her. With shaky hands, she pulled out her phone and pressed the dial button.



  “Korra.” His gentle voice practically whispered after picking up on the second ring. 



  “I-I have to tell you something. And I’m too much of a pussy to say it in person but I need to tell you. And I’m sorry if you can’t understand that and I’m sorry that I can’t consider your feelings at this moment but I-” she rambled, choking back tears and sinking down further into the tub.



  “Woah, hold on. Slow down,” she heard Mako move around, presumably into another room for privacy, and she heard the faint click of a door shutting. “What’s wrong?”



  “I can’t accept things as the way they are anymore. If you have absolutely no feelings for me, then I’ll have too. But if I’m burdening you, then just tell me to go. If that’s the case, I don’t want to cause you any more pain. I have feelings for you. I’m not afraid to say it anymore. I’m sorry for dropping all of this on you. It probably feels like it’s out of nowhere. But you’re my best friend, and I’m going through so much shit right now and I just really need you, in any capacity. And lately I feel like you’ve been slipping away from me and things can’t be the same because you have a girlfriend and I’m just the sad pathetic girl that caught feelings for you. But I guess that doesn’t really matter, does it? Your happiness is far more important than mine. I really want to be there for you and love you the way you need to be loved, but I can’t do that if you don’t let me in. I just need you to tell me what’s going on in your head. I keep causing all of these problems because I’m going in blind. The last thing I want to do is hurt you. I mean, fuck! I don’t even know what this is! I don’t know what I am to you because you haven’t told me!” Tears streamed down her face, spilling into the tub as her body temperature began to rise. She heard Mako sigh deeply, the instant regret of her emotional outburst directed to an emotionally stunted person clawing at her.



  “Korra…” She heard him practically wince. “Where are you? You can’t do this to me over the phone.” She heard the anger in his voice. 



  “Please don’t be mad at me. I- I need you so badly right now. I’m sorry for fucking everything up. I just keep fucking everything up, don’t I?” Her hands continued to shake, the threat of her phone plummeting into the tub water the least of her worries. 



  “I’m coming over.” He said sternly.



  “I’m not home. I’m on Air Temple Island.” She bit her lip, her throat burning from her tears.



  “Monkey-feathers!” Mako cursed. She heard him sigh deeply again. “Why are you doing this to me?” Korra pictured him pinching the bridge of his nose exasperatedly as he always did, an incredulous smile flashing across her face for a moment as her bleary eyes blinked away fresh tears. “First you dump this on me while you’re drunk, then you dodge my calls all day, only to call me out of the blue and drop an even bigger bomb? What the hell is your game?” He hissed.



  “Sorry.” She said quietly, pulling her phone down and moving to tap the hang up button, instant regret washing over her so abruptly she momentarily lost vision. She wanted to escape her skin.



  “Korra-” She heard faintly before ending the call. She stared at the phone in her hands for a few minutes, half expecting it to light up again with a call from Mako to finish their conversation, but it didn’t come. She felt conflicted having no one left to confide in, her heightened emotions and ineloquence with articulating her feelings burning everyone around her. Why did she keep driving people away? 



  
    I feel like I know a lot, and then I realize I know nothing.
  



  But what had she expected?


  







11. Trust


    
    
  Everything was spinning; the room, her head, her stomach. What was this feeling? It was as if every negative emotion she had suffered from suddenly leaked out of her; the deafening absence of presentiment drowning out everything else. After sending an apology text to Jinora, Korra feverishly crawled into bed, her reddened skin sweating from the heat she had internalized. Not even a trip to her home away from home could make her feel better. Regret poured over her like a rain shower as the mania of her phone call with her best friend replayed in her mind over and over. She just kept fucking up, and she was worried she was running out of chances. 




  The next morning was an uneasy blur of a quick breakfast and apologies for such a short visit. Tenzin’s family could sense her uneasiness, but knew it was best to leave it alone, reassured that they would see her again soon. Once she had gotten back to Republic City, trying to ignore the disappointment in the Air Nomad family’s eyes at her uncomfortable visit, she inhaled deeply in front of her apartment door. Although she hadn’t spotted Opal’s car in the parking lot, the possibility of her being there was very real, and Korra knew she was far too raw to accept another verbal lashing from one of her closest friends.



  To her relief, the only housemate that was home was Naga. She greeted her pet wearily, giving the inquisitive polar bear dog a treat before sinking onto the couch. In no headspace to attempt any homework in the fleeting hours of the day, she opened her phone to mindlessly scroll social media, desperate for a numbing distraction. She wondered who Opal was crashing with during their fight, as a new photo from Asami’s account popped up on her timeline; A gorgeous silhouette of the heiress against a backdrop of Republic City, the stunning horizon view from her patio that Korra recognized instantly. Having already missed her morning class, and the threat of confronting her embarrassing confession to Mako looming over her head, she figured she wouldn’t be very missed at practice. Except, shit. Tea with Asami. Korra shot her a quick message cancelling with a vague promise to reschedule. In reality, Asami was the last person she wanted to see at that moment. Why did she have to be so nice, understanding and pretty? Why did she have to be with Mako? Why did she want to be Korra's friend? After making herself a cup of tea and refilling Naga’s food bowl, she heard a knock at the door. Opal? No, her housemate would just walk in. Korra made her way to the front door gloomily, her eyes glazed over in exhaustion as her brain struggled to form any coherent thoughts. She opened the door slowly, angled downward to take in that gray jacket, familiar red scarf, and a fleeting pine and firewood scent. 
  
    Mako. 
  



  “Korra!” He exclaimed, pulling her into a hug. “I’m sorry.” Korra hugged him back hesitantly, her hands grabbing fistfulls of his jacket and pulling down slightly as Mako’s body weight nearly enveloped her. “I’m sorry.” He repeated again. “I...I shouldn’t have yelled at you.” Mako pulled away first, and they gazed at each other with a burning uncomfortability. Korra’s head felt like it would explode. “I’m sorry for showing up unannounced. We...need to talk about things.” Korra continued her deafening silence. It wouldn’t be fair to turn him away, after everything she had done in the last few days. However, she wasn’t sure she could take any  more heartache. That’s why he was here, wasn’t it? To dump her? She had exhausted her spiritual, physical, and mental reserves, and just existing was to be in pain. 



  
    But I guess you have to be together to be dumped…
  



  “I’m...sorry, too.” She rubbed the back of her neck, letting her eyes drop to the floor again. “I wasn’t thinking clearly. I shouldn’t have dumped all of those feelings on you over the phone.” Mako sighed, taking her hand gently and leading them to the living room couch. Naga trotted up, happily plopping down next to Mako for a few belly rubs as they sat in silence, collecting their thoughts. 



  “Look, I-”



  “I just think-” they both began. 



  “Sorry.” They said in unison again. 



  “You first,” Korra offered. Mako sighed again, reaching over to take her hand. He stroked the back of it gently with his thumb as he struggled to find the words to begin. 



  “I was up all night thinking about what you said...not being able to accept things as the way they are anymore. Like I said before, I’ve been feeling really confused about everything. I guess I just got so comfortable in our friendship, I didn’t realize these new feelings that I was having were...different.” Korra nodded slowly, unsure of where he was going.



  “And of course I wasn’t very good at hiding how I felt. It must have been uncomfortable for you.” Korra acknowledged, gritting her teeth and swallowing her pride.



   “The bottom line is, you were reaching out for help and I made it all about me, and I’m sorry. I’ve been a real dick lately. I know I’ve kept things from you.”



  “I guess...I’ve been doing that too. I just...you were slipping away from me and I didn’t know how to react. And I guess now you know how I really feel about you…” They both fell silent again, unsure of how to continue. “It wasn’t necessarily all about you, I just took out everything on you, and that wasn’t cool of me.” She breathed out. “I just…” Korra began again. “I just think you’re so incredible, Mako. And I guess a part of me has felt this way, pretty much our entire friendship.” She admitted, cheeks rouged with embarrassment. Mako’s eyebrows perked up a bit at her confession, and he squeezed her hand a bit tighter. “And I just kept lashing out because I didn’t know what to do. Again, It wasn’t fair to you. And it was the weirdest feeling because I spilled my guts to you as my best friend, but it was about you, too. I didn’t know what to do! Or where to turn. I’m sorry for dumping all of that on you.” 



  “I get it…” was all Mako could choke out. 


“There’s this...new space between us. Can you feel it, too?” She asked, and he nodded. “I’m sorry for saying what I did. I didn’t mean it. Well, you know what I meant. But, I’ll be a part of your life in any way you want me too. I’ve just felt so isolated and lonely, like I desperately need to reach out for help but no one is around to give it. And I’m not even sure why I feel this way.. I don’t want to overwhelm you, or make you feel awkward around me. I just...I want to be around you.” Korra said softly. If you’ll even have me. She looked up at him slowly. “W-what are you thinking?”


  Korra placed a hand on top of Mako’s that held her other as she anticipated his response.



  “You asked me how I felt about you…” Mako avoided her gaze. Korra sucked in her cheeks gently. Mako tried to start again, but the words caught in his throat. “Ugh, sorry. This is so awkward...I don’t really have a way with words.” Korra turned her head away from him, her hands pulling out of his. Mako turned slightly away from her as well, the eerie silence enveloping them to near suffocation. “Korra.” The sudden demanding tone in which he spoke her name nearly startled her. “I-” This was it. The moment Mako’s true feelings would finally be revealed, no matter how inarticulately expressed. Korra’s fried brain desperately attempted to prepare acceptance for the outcome, whether or not it was positive.



  “When we first met...I didn’t want to get close to you. It was always just me and Bolin, and I liked it that way. It was safer. I didn’t have to let anyone else in. But, you changed all of that for me. You showed me what it’s like to be...happy. For so long I was so alone, just worrying about me and my brother. But, you broke down so many of my walls. You proved to me that having a loyal friend and someone else to rely on and care about could...soften my heart.” Mako inhaled deeply. Korra’s eyes began to water at his words, and she still refused to meet his gaze. “All this time, I’ve been able to be a better person from knowing you. And I want to be there for you in every way I can. And I know we both make mistakes, and we’ll hurt each other sometimes...but, I want you to know....I’ll always be there for you. There’s nothing you could do or say that will make me go away, unless that’s what you want.” Mako reached over gently to wipe away the tears that were streaming down Korra’s face. 



  “Yeah,” Korra chuckled sadly, wiping at her other eye with the back of her hand. “Neither of us has to be alone anymore.” Mako nodded, a melancholy smile forming on his lips. 



  “I’ve got this bad habit of pulling away when things get too intense for me to handle. That’s what I did last night when you needed me, and for that I’m truly sorry. I’m really working on that…”



  “You have nothing to apologize for,” Korra muttered, pulling her hands away from him.



  “Last night I was thinking about things for so long...I was up all night, actually. And everything that’s happened lately...It’s made me realize something.” Mako turned to fully face her, grabbing her face with his hands and gently pulling her closer to him. Korra’s teary eyes widened. 
  
    Could this-? 
  
  “I love you, Korra.” slowly, he pulled her closer, their lips barely brushing as his hot breath grazed her skin. Korra’s eyes widened again in surprise, her mind blank and floaty as she took the plunge, leaning forward to kiss him softly. They both pulled away, blue eyes meeting brown as they stared at each other intensely. Korra sniffled, wondering if that very wet kiss had grossed Mako out at all. She took in his face: strong brows arched up, light eyes softened as they gazed at her, long slender hands clenched in anticipation and anxiety. 



  “I love you too” she said breathlessly. Was she dreaming? Had she drowned in the bathtub after that horrific phone call?



  “Come here,” he demanded, smiling genuinely as fresh tears began to spill down Korra’s cheeks. She shuffled over to him, his strong arms wrapping around her as she embraced him, willing the tears to stop. Everything was completely fucked up. Korra couldn’t bear to think about the implications of practicality in the situation. She wanted to go to sleep forever.



  “Sorry i’m crying so much. It’s a million different things and feelings finally coming out.” She sniffled. Mako didn’t reply, merely squeezing her tighter against him as he dropped his cheek to the top of her head. 



  “I don’t want us to be separated again. I really hate fighting with you. I hate hurting your feelings. I hate when you cry.” Mako said gently. “I can’t stand the fact that i’m the reason.”



  “No, no.” Korra reassured him, lifting her head to look up at him. “It’s not that...well, a lot of it is. I’m so goddamn embarrassed about my behavior. It’s such a mixture of so many other things, and I had so much misplaced anger, directed at you. I’m so sorry.” 



  “I guess I have a lot of things I need to figure out…” Mako muttered, and Korra had a pretty good idea what he was referring to. A cloud of guilt consumed them for a moment. 



  “I think we both do. But I’m really not in the headspace to talk about that right now, if you don’t mind.” Korra muttered darkly.



  “Yeah...Whatever it is, we can figure it out together. That’s what best friends are for, right?” He reassured her. Trying his hardest to sound sincere and confident in his words. Korra smiled tearily again, happily leaning down against his chest and snuggling even tighter. They lay like that for a while, and Korra noticed immediately as Mako’s breathing began to slow. He drifted off gently, the fear and anxiety of this conversation not completely gone but...like he said. They could figure it out together.w



  Korra couldn’t sleep, despite her terrible exhaustion, and only Mako’s embrace and quiet breathing could comfort her as she wriggled against him, doing her best not to disturb him but desperate for any contact. Her heart was exploding with love; appreciation for Mako’s friendship and honesty. He was the one that knew her best, the only one that could drive her crazy and calm her down in the same breath. The only person that truly knew her heart. Her soulmate.



  “I love you so fucking much.” Korra whispered. “More than you could ever fucking know.”


  







12. For However Long

Notes for the Chapter:CW: Smut!




    
    After a few hours, Korra stirred awake, surprised that she was able to drift off. She lifted her head, fully coming to and smiling down at the boy she had fallen asleep on. Mako twitched a bit in his sleep, re-wrapping his arms around Korra and pulling her back down to his chest with his eyes remaining closed. 

“Mako!” Korra giggled, pulling away from him again and sitting up next to him. Mako breathed out slowly, his eyes fluttering half open to a tired droop. 

“Ugh, what time is it?” He asked, rubbing his eyes and sitting up a bit. Korra checked her phone. 

“It’s like 7:30,” she remarked, yawning slightly.

“Damn, I passed out.” Mako sighed, leaning forward and stretching his arms up so that his shirt lifted up just enough for Korra to get a peek at his abs. 

“Mako,” Korra said suddenly. 

“Hmm?” He turned to face her. 

“Take that off.” She pointed at his shirt. Mako dropped his arms in surprise, an embarrassed blush on his face. 


   In due time, Korra.  


“What? Korra!” He snorted in feigned shock. Korra laughed halfheartedly as if she hadn’t been completely serious in her request. 

“Hey...how about tomorrow we go out for a quiet dinner, just the two of us?” Mako turned to face her, his sleepy amber eyes making Korra’s voice catch in her throat from his sincerity. Sometimes when Korra looked at him, she saw the brave little boy Bolin had told her so many stories about. But for the most part, Mako was the man she had fallen for, stoic and strong and always trying his best to keep everything together.

“Yeah, I’d really like that,” she smiled. Mako returned her expression, lifting off of the couch and strolling over to the kitchen, grabbing some instant noodles out of the cupboard and a pan from the cabinet. 

“Are you hungry? I’ll make us something.” He called over to her. 

“Yeah, thanks,” Korra mused, opening her phone to check her messages. 

 


  From: Mom



  Miss you, honey. Please call us when you get the chance.


 


  Instagram



  @asamisato



  No worries! Wanna grab lunch tomorrow? I’m uncharacteristically free for a monday :)


 

 Fuck. I forgot about Asami,  she thought, shaking her head. She aimlessly scrolled through her feed a bit more, contemplating how she would reply to her. Had she and Mako broken up? Surely she wouldn’t want to be friends if they had. Her mind raced with the different scenarios, her only way to clear up any misguided thoughts to ask Mako.  What the fuck was this chick’s deal? Did she know about her and Mako? 

Korra turned over to face her best friend, watching him move around her kitchen as he chopped some vegetables on her roommate’s bamboo cutting board. 

“Hey, is Opal around? Or will she be back anytime soon?” Mako asked casually, his thoughts drifting back to Korra’s previous demands as he cracked an egg into the noodles and twirled it around with a pair of chopsticks.

“I don’t know…” Korra’s face dropped. “We had a really awful fight yesterday and we haven’t spoken since…” Her mood soured again, and she disregarded his words as her thoughts clouded over with how awful she felt about the fight as her head began to pound.

“Oh…” Mako said quietly, ladling the food into bowls and grabbing another pair of chopsticks, wondering if Korra had gotten his hint. For such a perceptive person, Korra could be pretty dense sometimes. He handed her the food, smiling softly as he set his bowl down on the coffee table and went back to the kitchen for a glass of water for himself. Korra knew Mako wouldn’t press for any further details, and she shoveled the noodles into her mouth quickly, overwhelming hunger suddenly enveloping her with the realization that she hadn’t eaten since breakfast with Tenzin’s family. 

“But I’m guessing she probably won’t be home till tomorrow at the earliest. This is really good, by the way,” she said, chewing thoughtfully. “Why do you ask?” She turned to look at him as he walked back over, sipping his water.

“No reason…” Mako sipped his water quietly, and the air around them became weighted as it suddenly dawned on her.

“Should we...um…” Korra coughed awkwardly. “Watch a movie or something?” She offered, setting her bowl down and standing up quickly as he sat down next to her. 

“Okay.” 

“I’ll be right back. You pick.” She said hurriedly, scurrying into her bathroom without waiting for his response. 

“Oh spirits. Does he want to…? UGH opal I need you right now!” Korra whispered to herself fiercely, resisting the urge to turn around and slide to the floor against the wall. Hurriedly, she moved to the sink, washing her face and moisturizing to reduce the puffiness from her teary weekend. “Okay okay okay,” she said shakily, tripping over her gym bag and stumbling over to her dresser. “Ummmmmm…” she sifted through her underwear drawer, immediately going to the back where her more expensive articles lived. 


   Should I put on a bra? Or could he already tell I wasn’t wearing one? Which colors look like I’m not trying too hard?  


She settled on a tasteful matching lilac lace set, just casual enough to pass as what she was already wearing without looking suspicious, but a lot better than the ugly old comfortable panties she was already wearing. After slipping into a pair of loose pajama bottoms, she quickly ran a brush through her hair, fixing her part and spritzing a few dashes of perfume. Taking a deep breath, she stepped back into the living room, where Mako had queued a classic romantic comedy, paused at the beginning as he waited for Korra to return.

“A rom com? I thought you’d want to watch an action film or something.” She snorted, flipping off the lights and sitting back down onto the couch, an entire cushion space between them.

“I happen to love this movie,” he retorted defensively, brows furrowed at how far away she had sat. Had his implication frightened her? Korra’s hands began to cramp from how tightly she had them squeezed shut in anxiety. “Do you want to change it?” the integrity in his voice made Korra’s heart quicken as she caught his soft gaze. 

“No, haha. I like this movie, too,” she reassured him, relaxing her hands and shaking them. Mako hit play and they both turned to watch the movie, sitting in silence and eating quietly. Korra could feel her cheeks burning in anticipation. Had she misread his signals? And now they were sitting so far apart that it was embarrassing. Before they were...whatever they were...they’d sit closer than this! The princess was unable to focus her attention on the movie, mind racing with thoughts about the situation she had found herself in, occasionally drifting back to a certain heiress. Why was she so caught up on this? She barely knew her, and yet she wanted to know more. Mako was trying his best to act normal, and she was grateful for that, but the practicality of the situation was lacking. 

“M-Mako.” She burst out suddenly. 

“hmm? “ He asked, putting his dinner bowl down on the table and tearing his eyes away from the screen, chewing on his bottom lip absentmindedly. 

“What are we doing? I mean, am I...are you...did you…” She attempted multiple ways to start the tricky conversation. “Did you end things…with Asami?”

“Just before I came here,” he confirmed, turning to face her as the movie continued, now long forgotten. 


   Then that means... she messaged me about lunch even after Mako dumped her? Why? 


Korra pushed her thoughts of the heiress to the side. “Oh. Okay.” Was all she managed to get out. “S-sorry.”

“No need. It’s understandable why you’d ask.” He replied, draining his glass.

 SPIRITS this is awkward! Korra thought to herself. Korra didn’t want to push her luck and ask Mako where they were at, a conversation they would reserve for a later time. Everything was so fresh, so raw and uncharted. She was going in blind when it came to Mako, as per usual. “Korra,” his voice calling her name pulled her out of her trance. 

“Yeah?” she turned to face him, watching as he scooted closer to her. 

“It’s you.”

“What?” 

“It’s you,” he repeated. “It just took me a stupidly long time to realize it. It’s always been you, Korra.” He leaned toward her again. Korra’s cheeks lit up in flames as he closed the distance between them, kissing her ridgid lips. “What’s wrong?” he pulled back.

“Sorry.” She grimaced. I’ve wanted this for so long I think my body just doesn’t know how to process it.” She felt her heart swell at his swoon-worthy words.

“Cute,” he replied softly, brushing her bangs out of her face gently before leaning forward again. She kissed him back shyly, shaking hands finding their way to the short tufts of his soft dark hair. She pulled gently on the nape of his neck, inciting a soft groan from his throat. Mako deepened the kiss, wrapping his arms around her waist and lifting her into his lap. “Is this what you wanted?” he mumbled against her mouth. Korra quivered in response. Why was she so nervous around him? It was just Mako. Scratch that. It was Mako. She was kissing Mako. She was in Mako’s lap, kissing him in fact. “It’s just me. You don’t have to be nervous.” He reassured her, moving to her neck. He began kissing and biting carefully down to her collar bone, pulling the collar of her shirt to the side.

“That’s  why i’m nervous, idiot.” She grunted, her entire body heating up as his gloved hand trailed down her arm, the other on her back pressing her into him. 

“Haha, this is so unlike you.” He remarked, pushing her hair out of her face again and kissing her cheek, then her lips again. 

“Hah. You’ve never seen this side of me,” she countered, hooking her arms around his neck. She needed to focus. This was it. All or nothing. ‘Leaving it all in the ring’ as Mako liked to say. She tried her best to push her anxiety to the side. 

“True,” Mako conceded. “I’d like to see more, if that’s okay with you,” he said gently, fingertips tracing along the waistband of her pajama bottoms. Korra sucked air into her cheeks in surprise at his boldness. She had known Mako to be quite affectionate with his romantic partners, and to see such assertiveness directed towards her was making her a shaking mess. The anticipation, so many fantasies that had previously played in her mind. Endless possibilities in front of her, just within her reach; she need only ask. 

Wordlessly, Mako tugged at Korra’s shirt. She lifted her arms and he pulled the garment slowly over her head. 

“You put on a bra?” He asked quizically, cocking his head to the side slightly as he hooked a finger under one of the thick straps. 

“Oh spirits…” Korra dropped her head into her hands. “You knew I wasn’t wearing one before?” 

“Well, it was pretty obvious,” Mako tossed her shirt onto the floor. Korra cursed under her breath at her rookie mistake, reaching behind her for the clasp of her bra. “Wait, let me,” Mako insisted, pulling her closer to him as she straddled his lap, She leaned forward, wrapping her arms around his neck as he unhooked the bra with ease. She leaned back against the armrest of the couch as Mako carefully slid the delicate undergarment down her chest and off of her arms, Korra’s chest billowing out of the fabric. 

“Fuckkkk…” Mako groaned softly, tossing the bra to the floor and turning back to face her. He placed a hot kiss on her neck again, slowly trailing down until he reached her nipple. 

“Is this okay?” he asked, kissing and nipping her skin meticulously. 

“Ah! Mhm.” Korra moaned as he tugged at her nipple, teeth grazing her skin. He cupped her other breast with one hand, tugging and sucking as Korra’s skin began to heat up.

“You have the most perfect tits I’ve ever seen,” Mako said, almost matter of factly, as he lifted his head to kiss her again. Korra blushed in response, suddenly very aware of how exposed she was in comparison to him. 

“What about this?” He asked, hooking a finger in the waistband of her shorts. “Is this okay?” Korra bit her lip, nodding furiously as Mako instructed her to turn around. She repositioned herself in his lap, leaning her back against him as he cupped her breast again, his left hand trailing down. She lifted her arm, holding the back of his neck as Mako slid against her underwear, a single digit rubbing up and down slowly. 

“Someone’s certainly excited,” he remarked, tugging at her nipple again as she opened her mouth to snarkily reply, effectively shutting her up.

“Please…” she begged, pulling her shorts down along with her underwear.

“So eager... “ Mako chuckled, stroking his index and middle finger down the entrance of her sex. 

“Mako!” she whined, her frustration at his teasing quickly building. 

“You’re so cute when you moan for me,” he sneered, gliding his fingers into her.

“Ah! Fuck!” She moaned, her head rolling over Makos shoulder to the side. The sensation of Mako’s gloved hand added a bit of friction as he pumped in and out of her, curling his fingers just enough to make her buck her hips into them. “Just like that!” She cried out.

“Spirits, you’re a screamer, aren’t you?” his fingers glided out of her, webbed together from Korra’s juices. “Look at the mess you made of my gloves, babe,” he feigned a sigh, popping his fingers in his mouth and licking them clean, tongue brushing against the soaked fabric.

Korra twitched at the removal of stimulation, his words alone threatening to push her over the edge as she watched him taste her. Who knew awkward, bumbling Mako could be so...

“Sit up,” he commanded, lifting her from his lap and placing her on the edge of the couch. Korra watched breathlessly as he sat on the floor, roughly yanking her towards him and hooking her legs over his shoulders. They made eye contact, and Korra nodded squeamishly as he dove down, the permission granted. Korra shivered as he stretched her open, running his hands up and down her thighs as he slowly revealed his tongue. 

He started with one long lick, just enough to rile her up again before moving back up to focus on her center. Korra bucked into his face gently as he kissed and sucked her walls sloppily, eyes fluttering closed as he focused on his work. 

“F-fuck!” Korra sputtered out, her thighs slightly squeezing around his head as he continued, the slight pressure only turning him on more. Korra’s hands found their way to his head, grabbing fistfuls of his hair as he looked up at her, darting his tongue back and forth on her center. She panted, a small smile on her lips as she tugged harder on his hair. He lifted a hand up to her stomach, searching blindly for her breast again. As he began to suck on her clit, he tugged sharply on her nipple, causing Korra to cry out again in surprise. 

“Hmmm,” Mako moaned, circling his tongue rapidly over her clit, his thumb tracing her entrance. He lifted his head again, taking enormous pleasure in the shuddering mess he had turned his best friend into. Korra had turned her head away from him, arm covering her reddened face as she panted. Embarrassed by her squeamishness, she avoided his gaze.

“Look at me,” he commanded. She glanced over at him, wondering why he had stopped so suddenly, only for her eyes to roll back into her head as he plunged his fingers even deeper inside of her. He lowered his mouth again, sucking and licking rapidly as he began to pump faster, peering up at her as his lips curved over her pussy.

“H-harder…” Korra moaned weakly. Mako eagerly complied, curling his fingers a bit more and slamming into her. 

“Oh! Right there right there right there!” She yelled rapidly as Mako tilted his head slightly to the side, licking beside his moving fingers. 

“Right here?” he paused his movements, tracing a small lick on Korra’s sweet spot. Korra nodded rapidly, pushing his head back down as she saw a wicked glint in his eye. He began again slowly, tantilizingly as Korra complained. 

“I’m going to make you cum harder than you ever have in your entire fucking life,” Mako groaned inbetween sucks, adding another finger and increasing his pace. At those words, Korra felt an all too familiar pressure begin to build in her stomach.

“Mako-I-I-” she warned. Mako quickened his pace further, pumping wildly and swirling his tongue faster and faster around her clit. Korra’s hips began to shake, and Mako lifted up quickly to clasp his hand around her throat, the other rubbing her roughly as she reached her peak. The restriction of air caused Korra to go light headed and her eyes rolled all the way back into her head, her all encompassing orgasm drowning out all other senses except pleasure. 

“Ohhh!” Korra moaned, her legs twitched against Mako’s sides as he squeezed her throat tighter, cum leaking onto his fingers as Korra caught her breath. Mako dove down again, lapping up every last drop as Korra quivered into his touch, left a shaking mess. He released her throat, and she gasped for air as her vision began to return to normal.

“Holy shit…” was all she managed to get out, falling back on the couch as she suddenly became acutely aware of the movie, her nakedness, and that her best friend had just made her come.

“That didn’t take much,” Mako teased, peeling his dirtied fingerless gloves off of his hands and getting up to go to the sink. He tossed the gloves onto the floor next to Korra’s clothes as she lay on the couch still trying to catch her breath. Mako lathered his hands up with dish soap, pleased at how well she had responded to him.

“I’m curious, are you usually this quick?” Mako grinned at how long she was taking to recover. “Because,” he made his way back over to the couch, kneeling in front of her once more. “I still have some other things I’d like to try out on you.” He lifted her leg over his shoulder again, leaning over her to brush her bangs from her face again.

“I’m all tapped out…” Korra sighed heavily, lower body still hypersensitive to Mako’s touch. He rubbed her thighs softly. 

“You sure?” She nodded her head assuringly as he swung her leg back over his head and stood back up. He bent down to grab her clothing, handing it to her and watching as she regained her dignity. It wasn’t lost on her that Mako remained fully clothed, no obvious signs of the favor being expected to be returned. As if it was the most natural thing in the world, Mako sunk back down onto the couch, dropping his head to Korra’s chest to her surprise. He positioned himself between her legs, wrapping his arms around her and snuggling into her feverish skin. Korra wrapped her legs around his lower back, brushing her fingers through his silky hair as he refocused on the movie. 

“Do you want me to…return the favor?” she asked quietly.

“I already...this morning. I’m too tired to do it again, to be quite honest with you.”

“Oh…” Korra remarked, her thoughts instantly turning to Asami’s cherry red lips wrapped around Makos-

“No, no. By myself, I mean.” He reassured her, turning to look up at her. 

“Oh, yeah. No, I get it.” Korra nodded her head, the satisfaction and fatigue of her orgasm beginning to overtake her. She was still a mess of emotions, and despite it still being so early in the evening, she felt her eyes begin to droop as the comforting weight of Mako’s warm body lulled her. 

“Next time I will be taking you up on that offer.” He mumbled quietly, turning his head back to the TV. Before she felt herself start to really drift off, her curiosity overtook her as she reached for her phone to type out a quick message. 
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13. I Want To Know Your Plans


    
    She couldn’t tell him. How would it look to be meeting up with Mako’s ex for lunch after what they did last night? Not to mention the fact that he had basically confirmed he ended his relationship with Asami  for Korra. Which is why the water tribe woman was staring intensely at her boots, her fur lined sweater whipping in the wind as she waded through the crowds of downtown Republic City to meet her lunch date. What had compelled her to actually attend this meeting? Some sort of morbid curiosity? She had to know why the heiress had insisted on seeing her despite her ties to Mako being severed. What was the motivation?

Upon stepping into the restaurant that Asami had chosen, Korra looked around in a panic to realize she was horribly under dressed. Groups of patrons dressed in business casual and other levels of slightly sophisticated attire were scattered about the eatery, conversing over cocktails and elaborately plated dishes.

“Oh, fuck me.” Korra muttered under her breath, scanning the room for the heiress.

“Excuse me miss,” the host at the front of the restaurant testily addressed her. “Do you have a reservation?” 

“Oh...um. I’m meeting Asami Sato?” Korra turned to face the employee, who’s eyebrows raised slightly at the implication. 

“Right this way,” he said curtly, stalking off to the back of the restaurant with Korra stumbling behind. The host led her to a private room down the hallway, frosted glass windows only revealing the outline of a woman sat alone at a long, glass table, sipping a drink and scrolling through her phone. Korra took a deep breath, thanking the worker and receiving no reply as she swung open the heavy doors of the room.

“Korra!” Asami greeted her, standing up from the table. She hugged her politely, which Korra returned awkwardly. “Please, '' she extended an arm in gesture. “Sit down.”

“Thanks.” Korra slid into the seat, wondering if she should try to joke about her attire to ease her discomfort. “I hope you weren’t waiting too long.” She cursed herself for not googling the restaurant beforehand, or merely assuming it would be more upscale since Asami had chosen it. “Sorry about yesterday,” Korra offered, lifting the glass of water in front of her to her lips.

“Oh, it’s fine, honestly. We were pretty casual anyway-” Asami replied wistfully. Korra choked on her water as it went down the wrong pipe at the woman’s words. 

“Spirits. Are you okay?” Asami’s hand pressed to her chest in concern, her well groomed eyebrows furrowed. 

“Um...yeah. It went down the wrong tube.” Korra coughed into her fist again. “I was referring to canceling on you for tea.” Korra wiped the corner of her mouth on the sleeve of her sweater, running a shaky hand through her short hair to push her bangs out of her face. She was unable to meet Asami’s emerald gaze, intimidated in every sense of the word. 

“Oh, right…” Asami dropped her gaze, swishing her hair behind her shoulder. Korra peered at her over the rim of the water glass, studying her as she zoned out. Asami had chosen a see through silk button down shirt paired with a tight little skirt and stockings to match. Korra had never seen such a fine pair of legs, and judging by what she had seen the businesswoman in during their previous encounters, she liked to show them off. Korra swallowed as Asami’s eyes darted back over to meet hers, her sweeping lashes casting shadows down her cheeks from the moody lighting of the restaurant. “So then, Mako told you.” Asami’s gentle demeanor somehow projected a demanding presence, further intimidating Korra as she finished off her glass of water. The fire nation woman looked at her expectantly, twisting the celery stalk in her bloody mary around the rim of the glass absentmindedly.

“Yeah…” Korra nodded, her head whipping to the side as the doors to the room opened and a couple of waiters entered with trays of food. 

“Miss Sato, is there anything else we can get for you at this time?” One of the waiters asked as the other finished placing the various dishes on the table. 

“Would you like something else to drink?” Asami turned to ask Korra, who shook her head in response as a pounding flash of headache reminded her of her previous drunken stupor. 

“I’ll stick with water,” Korra nodded politely as the other waiter filled her glass.

“I think that’s everything, then. Thank you,” Asami smiled dazzlingly. Soon after they were alone again, and Asami’s face twisted expectantly again as she watched Korra stare intently at the table. “And what did he tell you, exactly? Everything? I suppose I shouldn’t be shocked, considering you’re-”

“He didn’t tell me anything!” Korra burst out frantically, causing Asami’s gaze to flicker back to the watertribe girl curiously. “I mean,” Korra swallowed. “All he said was that it was over. Mako is my best friend, but we don’t really talk about things like...like that. I mean, when you guys first started going out, he didn’t even tell me he was seeing anyone.” Korra cringed deeply, realizing she had chosen the wrong words as Asami’s face fell. She watched as the beautiful woman leaned forward wordlessly, spooning some noodles onto her plate and popping a small piece of meat into her mouth.

“He didn’t mention me at all?” she wondered aloud. Korra couldn’t reply, mentally chastising herself for her foot-in-mouth syndrome when it came to Asami. Why did she make her so nervous? Suddenly, Asami giggled quietly to herself. “Oh for Yangchen’s sake, this conversation wouldn’t pass the Bechdel test, would it?” She continued to giggle, taking food off of the various platters and loading her plate. “That’s not even why I invited you out. Let’s forget about that.” Her gaze flicked up to Korra again, who tried her best to meet her eyes. 

“O-oh?” Korra forced a casual tone as she snapped her chopsticks apart and started to load up her plate. 

“No. I get that you guys are super close, but that doesn’t have anything to do with us, right?” She sipped her drink. Korra shoved some noodles into her mouth.

“No, not really,” she said, chewing the noodles and swallowing slowly. The flavor was incredible, but she couldn’t focus on it to properly appreciate it as the air surrounding them became heavy.

“I’m so glad,” Asami remarked, setting her glass down. “Because, I think we could grow to be fast friends.” She picked at her plate absentmindedly, not watching Korra for her response.

“I’ve never really had a girlfriend before…” Korra admitted. 

“Really?” Asami leaned forward a bit in surprise. 

“Yeah, I um...I grew up pretty isolated. I didn’t really have any friends as a kid. When I came to Republic City, I was so obviously from out of town. Mako was actually the very first friend I made at school here. My first friend ever, actually…” Korra’s voice trailed off as the severity of the situation began to sink in. She had let her curiosity overwhelm her logic, being swept away by Asami’s charm. Wouldn’t Mako dislike them becoming friends? It would be way too awkward. And if Asami found out she and Mako were...whatever they were...surely she wouldn't want to be friends. But for some reason, Asami’s approval was something Korra had begun to crave. “And then Bolin, of course.”

“I grew up pretty isolated, too…” Asami remarked between bites.

“Oh really? Are you close with your parents, then?” 

“Me and my dad are. My mom passed away when I was little.” 

“Oh, I’m sorry…” Korra grimaced.

“Oh, no no. It’s fine.” Asami waved her hand. “It was a really long time ago. Are you close with your parents?”

“Yeah, I like to think so. I’m an only child, too. Apparently I was quite the handful. I think they would’ve had more if I wasn’t so rambunctious.” Korra laughed as she shoved more noodles into her mouth.

“I don’t know much about the Water tribes, but yes, I bet it was a major culture shock for you to move here. Your parents seem really laid back to let you come to school instead of immediately starting up with royal duties.” Korra’s mouth fell open slightly.

“Oh, yeah...you know about me?” Korra muttered shyly as she always did when her status was revealed. 

“Yeah, I don’t think you’re as incognito as you think you are,” Asami grinned, glancing over to her for her reaction. “But then again, we technically run in similar circles. I’m surprised your parents didn’t debut you in Republic City High Society before you came to school.”

“Absolutely not.” Korra said sternly. “I would’ve had to have security with me all the time and it would’ve been so much unnecessary attention. I don’t even want to think about it. Blech.” Korra stuck her tongue out slightly at the idea. 

“I know what that’s like,” Asami subtly tilted her head across the room to a back hallway that led to a private bathroom, the quiet outline of a man in a suit leaning against the wall. Korra nodded understandingly.

“The only reason I got away without the full security detail is because the average citizen doesn’t know shit about the tribes. We’ve been pretty separate in the recent years.” 

“For what reason?”

“A lot of political mumbo jumbo. I’m from the Southern Tribe, and the North is our sister tribe. There’s been talks of officially declaring independence in the south, but I’m not really sure how my father intends to deal with that. One day, when I’m chief, I suppose I’ll become more Involved. I want to stay as average as I can for as long as possible.” Asami nodded. “So, yeah, not that many people know I definitely like flying under the radar.” Korra concluded, reaching for the plate of steamed vegetables.

“No you don’t. If that were true you wouldn’t be a burgeoning pro athlete.” Asami retorted, a slight teasing revealing itself in her tone.

“Damn, I guess you’re right!” Korra laughed openly, the weight of the conversation lifting from the directional shift as she finally began to feel comfortable in the woman’s presence. “It’s different, though. On the team, I get to prove myself and be acknowledged for my own skills and accomplishments. Being a- a princess…” Korra paused to gag slightly. “It’s just because I was born into a certain family. I don’t really see any reason to be given special treatment or expect that automatically, just because of my lineage. It’s not really something I can control.” She finished thoughtfully. “Like I said, I’m just trying to get everything out of my system now before I have to take the throne and all that jazz.”

“I get that. Sometimes I worry that I won’t be able to uphold my father’s legacy once Future Industries is handed down to me. Like I’ll run it into the ground and ruin everything,” Asami admitted.

“Isn’t it so great to have our futures completely mapped out for us?” Korra said sarcastically, her falsely brightened tone earning a light smile from her lunch date.

“I’d just like to live up to, if not exceed my father’s expectations. I want to prove myself and be acknowledged, like you said.” She nodded thoughtfully, loading more food onto her plate.

“I guess we have more in common than I thought,” Korra remarked. They sat in silence for a bit as Korra let her thoughts drift. It would be nice to have a girl to hang out with. One that had a semblance of understanding in their respective positions as women with their destinies mapped out already. Perhaps it would be beneficial to talk to someone that actually knew the immense amount of pressures she was under.

“I had a feeling we would,” Asami flashed a brilliant smile at her, causing Korra to blush.  Her teeth are so straight and white! And that smile! Wow. Korra felt her heart thump as Asami let her gaze drift again. What was this feeling?

“Thanks for inviting me to lunch. I’m glad we got the chance to talk,” Korra smiled lightly, tipping her head to the side. Asami returned the gesture.

“We’ll have to do something again soon. Maybe you can come hang out at my place for a girls night.”

“Yeah, and maybe this time I can exercise some self control and not puke in one of your guest bedrooms.” Korra joked comfortably, clearing her plate. Asami giggled lightly at this, reaching across the table to touch Korra’s hand. 

“That party certainly got a bit out of hand, didn’t it?” Asami sighed, pulling her hand away from the gentle contact that electrified Korra’s skin.

“Yeah...my bad…” Korra pulled her hand away, flexing and stretching it under the table to get it to wake up.

“Who was that guy that was in the room with you? I know you said he wasn’t your boyfriend, but-” Asami cut herself off after seeing Korra’s wincing face. “Sorry. Touchy subject?”

“No…” Korra’s voice trailed off. “He’s… I don’t even know what he is. A fuck buddy that caught feelings?” She leaned her head into her hand frustratingly, a pout forming on her lips.

“Oh, I see. That always complicates things.”

“Yeah, and he dropped the bomb while I was completely inebriated. I feel really bad for how I reacted, though. I just don’t think we’re compatible in the long term.”

“He’s not prince material?” Asami teased lightly.

“Shut up!” Korra smiled at her. “Tahno would make a really good prince actually...And he’s of water tribe descent, so- ew, why am I thinking like this. I hate you!” Korra picked up a piece of bread from the table and gently tossed it at Asami in a playful manner. 

“Hey now!” Asami grinned, lifting her hand to swat away the food as her hair swished behind her. “Have you guys talked since then?” 

“He called me and left a voicemail, but I haven’t responded. I just have no idea what to say. Everything is so awkward now.”  And not just with Tahno, either. 

“Yeah, I bet. Maybe the next time you see him will help you figure it out, though.” 

“Ah, I hope so!” Korra replied, lifting her head from her hand. “It’s so weird, since coming to RC I’ve had so many new experiences. I never had this kind of social interaction growing up. Dealing with emotions and things feels icky sometimes,” Korra stuck out her tongue playfully. 

“Hah! I know exactly what you mean. Especially when it comes to romance.” Korra waved her hand off in agreeance. 

“Modern romance is an absolute sham,” Korra remarked. “No one actually says or does shit they really mean. I’d be hard pressed to find-” her thoughts instantly turned to Mako. “Anyways...I’d like to return to my state of repose, or something near it. I’m tired of being stressed about other people all the time. How they think and feel towards me. Overthinking my words and actions because of other people’s reactions. I thought my time away from princess duties would be the  opposite. But it turns out life as a college student and life as a princess is eerily similar, in certain ways.”

“I never would’ve guessed that, to be quite honest. It must be lonely not having someone to relate to in that regard.” 

“Well, I have my cousins…” Korra’s thoughts drifted to her extended family and their strained relationships. “But we’re not very close. They honestly kinda creep me out. And they smell like a grandma’s attic.” Asami chuckled at this, finishing off her bloody mary and moving on to crunching down on the celery stick. 

“You’ll have to explain how the tribe’s hierarchy works. The only experience I have with watertribe culture is one of my father’s business associates, and I don’t think he’s a very good example…”  Do the thing! Asami thought.

“Absolutely. That reminds me, one thing I’ve loved since being in the city is being able to experience the different cultural influences of all of the nations. I really love fire nation food!” Korra exclaimed excitedly. 

“Oh yeah? What’s your favorite dish?” Asami asked.

“Can’t go wrong with a good Komodo-chicken stir fry. And some fire flakes sprinkled on top, of course.” Korra grinned.

“I put fire flakes on everything!” Asami’s hand gestured towards her chest in agreeance.

“Right? It even goes great on water tribe food! I really like to cook, and learning about all of these new techniques and recipes from all of the nations has been really fun for me. I love trying out new fusion dishes.”

“Wow, you cook?”

“Yeah, my mom taught me everything I know. She wanted me to still have some practical skills, and I guess that came in handy since I ended up going to college pretty far away from home.” Korra sighed contentedly. “Had to learn how to take care of myself.”

“I’m absolutely hopeless in the kitchen. Maybe you can teach me the basics sometime?” Asami asked, leaning forward in her chair.

“I’d be happy to!” Korra said excitedly, always ready to flex her skills. 

The two women continued to chatter away happily, and Korra was pleasantly surprised by how easy the executive was to talk to. They parted with tentative plans for another meeting, and Korra felt lighter on her feet than she had in days. 

It was late afternoon when she returned to her apartment as she noticed Opals green Satomobile parked in the designated spot. This was it, the confrontation. She clenched her jaw, unsure of what to say or how to go about things. There were so many things she wanted to tell her roommate, but she needed to apologize first. It was the worst fight they had ever had, and she hated to consider how much suffering her actions had caused to both parties. After taking a deep, shaky breath, she unlocked her front door and stepped inside. 

“Opal?” She called out.

  







14. Only Friend


    
    
  Korra stepped into the apartment, every step more painful than the last as she peered around the corner of the entryway. Her roommate was sitting on the couch in her usual spot, the room eerily silent as she scrolled through her phone. 



  “Opal.” Korra repeated. She heard Opal inhale sharply before standing up and turning around. 



  “Hi…” Opal said awkwardly, unsure of where to begin.



  “If it’s okay, I’d like to talk about things…” Korra began, forcing the words out. Opal nodded slowly, a worried look stretched across her face. 



  “My last apology wasn’t a good one, and I’m really sorry for that. I want to apologize for everything up until now. Everything I said before was out of anger. I used things you told me in confidence against you. That was really fucked up of me.” Korra stopped to catch her breath, attempting to articulate her thoughts properly. “I’m really sorry for overstepping boundaries with your family and stuff. I’ve been thinking a lot these past few days, and everything you said about me was right.”



  “No wait,” Opal interrupted. “Korra, I-”



  “Let me finish,” Korra dismissed her, and Opal’s mouth snapped shut. “I’m not saying that to garner any pity. I’ve been a really bad friend lately. I know it’s not an excuse, but I’ve been really struggling. And I don’t know why exactly…there’s so many things, I guess. I’m trying to figure that out. I just know I’ve been taking it out on everyone around me, and it’s not fair at all. So I want to properly apologize for hurting your feelings and for making you feel like I was dragging you around and forcing you into things.” Korra stepped closer to the girl. Opal had wrapped her arms around herself protectively as she looked at the floor, unable to meet Korra’s eyes. “I’m going to try harder to understand people’s feelings and comfort levels. I feel bad that I’ve just been steamrollering over people in favor of my own thoughts and desires, and making people feel like they just have to go along with whatever I want. It’s really disrespectful of me. That’s not what friends do.” Opal remained silent. “Anyways, I really am sorry, for leaving you at the party, and saying those things...and I’m sorry for yelling at you, and I really hope that you can forgive me for everything up to now, because I love you a lot and I don’t want things to change between us.” Tears began to spring from Opal’s eyes as she rushed forward and closed the distance between them. 



  “I’m so sorry!” Opal’s sweet voice cried out as Korra surprisedly wrapped her arms around her friend. “I’m sorry for all of those horrible things I said! I should’ve told you what was bothering me instead of letting it build up and lashing out at you!” Opal sobbed into Korra’s chest. Korra patted her back awkwardly, shocked at how emotional Opal had gotten. “I took out my frustrations on you too. The truth is, I was so hurt and embarrassed about the Bolin situation, and I know that wasn’t your fault. And I know you would never purposely try to hurt me or embarass me. You were just trying to help me out by giving me a little push, and I honestly need that sometimes, so you don’t have to be sorry about that. I don’t feel like you drag me around. Not for the most part, anyways. Please forgive me, Korra.”



  “It’s okay, Opal. Thanks for saying that. It’s a big relief,” Korra smiled half heartedly as her roommate pulled away from her, their arms still wrapped around each other. 



  “Everything I said was out of jealousy…” Opal said admittedly, dropping her arms and stepping away from Korra. “The Bolin thing was just the last straw I guess, but that doesn’t make it ok. I’m so sorry. You’re just so confident and pretty and cool and talented, I just-”



  “Woah, woah, woah,” Korra held her hands up, closing her eyes. “Opal. You are one of the most beautiful, intelligent, and talented girls in the entire world. If Bolin can’t see that, then he’s a complete idiot.”



  “Thanks, Korra,” Opal blushed in embarrassment, green eyes blinking as long lashes swept up and down her cheeks. “But you-”.



  “Nuh-uh-uh!” Korra tutted her tongue and wagged a finger to stop the girl from continuing. “You are Opal fucking Beifong, the baddest bitch I know. There’s no need to compare. Just because we have different talents doesn’t mean one of us is better than the other. You think I don’t get jealous of how pretty and feminine and sweet you are? Sometimes I feel like people-especially on the team-view me as one of the guys. And I wish I was more like you. Just because I’m ‘confident’ doesn’t mean I don’t ever get insecure. So don’t get it twisted,” Korra grinned lightly, placing a reassuring hand on Opal’s shoulder. “I say we just forget everything we said and move on. I forgive you, and I hope you forgive me.” Opal nodded slowly. 



  “Of course I forgive you.” Tears formed in the corners of her eyes again. Korra smiled reassuringly at her again.



  “I feel like we needed to have a conversation like this to understand more where each other is coming from. Granted, I could've gone without the fight. I hate what I said, and I hate the contention it caused…”



  “Its my fault, I shouldn’t have-”



  “Nobody’s at more fault here. We both said shit we didn’t really mean. I just want us to be cool,” Korra insisted.



  “We are now,” Opal confirmed. They shared another hug, Korra nearly shedding tears at the elation that the relief of their makeup brought on.



  “I missed you very much,” Korra noted. “I have so much to tell you.” 



  “Oh?” Opal replied excitedly. They made their way to the couch and Korra filled Opal in on everything with Asami and Mako.



  “Of course on the weekend we’re beefing, all this shit goes down.” Opal buried her head into her hands. “I’m sorry you had to deal with all of that on your own.”



  “It’s fine, Korra sighed, leaning back into the couch. 



  “But, holy light spirit! Mako likes you back!” Opal said excitedly. “Then are you guys…?”



  “I don’t know!” Korra threw her arms up in the air exasperatedly. “When I asked him about Asami, he just quickly said it was over, and that was it. And when Asami glossed over it at lunch, she seemed really dismissive of it as well. I’m getting the feeling that they’re not telling me something. And I feel weirdly guilty about everything.”



  “Do you feel like you broke them up?” Opal asked gently, but probingly.



  “I mean, I guess I technically did…” Korra sighed. “I do feel bad about that, but Asami said they were only casual? I dunno...when it was brought up, she looked so crestfallen. I guess I just feel guilty and weird about 
  
    everything. 
  
  I have no idea how Mako’s going to react about my friendship with his ex. I’m not sure if I wanna tell him, but isn’t it bad to start a relationship keeping secrets?” Korra turned to face Opal, her eyebrows furrowed. “Does he even want a relationship? UGH!” Korra threw her body back against the couch again, shutting her eyes and rubbing her temples. “And, I feel bad for Asami too. This poor girl just wanted to be friends with me, and I went and stole her boyfriend. And she still wants to be my friend? She’s going to drop me like a hot potato when she realizes Mako dumped her for me. I feel like shit.” 



  “Well, don’t get too worked up over it just yet. You should talk to them, first. Get the full story on the breakup, then maybe you can come clean about things, if that’s what you want to do. I don’t know how Mako will react to a friendship, but Asami needs to know the truth about you and Mako if you’re going to pursue one  with her.” Opal said smoothly. 



  “You’re right,” Korra conceded quietly. “I’m just worried there won't be a friendship to tell Mako about, after I confess to her.”



  “It’ll be okay,” Opal said weakly, unsure of what other comfort she could offer her friend. 



  “It’s just, having someone like Asami want to be friends with me is so…” Korra’s voice trailed off. “She’s incredible, Opal. She’s so gorgeous and successful. And she has the most perfect legs I’ve ever seen. How are they so long? I just-” Korra cut herself off, blushing as she caught Opal’s questioning gaze.



  “And, ugh...you’ll never guess what happened with Tahno.” She coughed awkwardly, changing the subject from gushing over the heiress.



  “Oh spirits…” Opal groaned, letting Korra change the subject with ease and dropping her head into her hands again. “What happened?”



  “Well, I made a big show of us going to hook up in the bathroom in front of Mako.” Opal grinned knowingly at Korra’s insanity. “And after we...finished…” Korra blushed as Opal anticipated the rest of the story. “He got all weird and clingy. He wanted me to go hang out with his friends and stuff.”



  “What do you mean? That’s not that weird?” Opal wondered. 



  “No but listen,” Korra continued. “So I was getting sick and going kinda buckwild in front of a bunch of people, and Mako rescued me, and that’s kinda where everything started. Because remember how I said in our fight in Asami’s dad’s office I kept telling him he had feelings for me and he was denying it? Mako finally admitted that he had feelings for me and we kissed. And then he told me to sleep it off and left. And I guess Tahno saw me making an ass of myself when Mako rescued me, because he came into the room to check on me too. And then Asami came in with some meds for me and asked me if Tahno was my BF, and T was 
  
    pissed 
  
  when I said he wasn’t.” Korra said.



  “What the hell?” Opal replied in confusion as Korra nodded.



  “And he was like, ‘oh now’s the perfect time to tell Korra I caught feelings!’” Korra imitated Tahno’s low, smooth drawl. Her roommate giggled at the impression.



  “Sprits, is he insane?” Opal asked incredulously. 



  “Dude I just feel so bad. My brain was so fried from everything, that’s when I just got up and left. He was 
  
    crying. 
  
  I didn’t know what to do. Fuck.” Korra rubbed her head again, a headache beginning to manifest in the front left of her forehead. “Like, it was so obvious it was JUST a hookup. That’s what it’s always been. But I feel bad I’ve been so mean to him...I’m just so confused…”



  “I’m so sorry...If I had known…” Opal trailed off.



  “It’s fine, Opal. Seriously. I should’ve at least texted you I was leaving. My head was just spinning. Anyways, I think that just about catches you up.” Korra huffed.



  “Damn. A girl goes home for a weekend and misses literally everything.” She sighed jokingly.



  “Oh, yeah? How did that go,” Korra took the opportunity to change the subject.



  “Oh...it was fine. Nothing newsworthy…” Opal replied unconvincingly. Korra decided it was best to not pry.



  “Well, sometimes that’s better than drama, right?” Korra forced a smile.



  “Right…” Opal replied. “More importantly, when are you seeing Mako again?” 



  “Ugh...we were supposed to get dinner but he hasn’t messaged me all day. But we have the scrimmage tomorrow, so I guess I’ll see him then…”



  “I bet you guys are gonna fuck in the locker room after the match.”



  “OPAL!” Korra smacked her roommate's arm for her crassness. Opal laughed, her hand gently draped over her mouth as Korra stared at her incredulously, before breaking out into a smile and laughing along with her. The weight between them had lifted, and Korra was grateful to bask in the forgiveness of the Zaofu native. As if on command, her phone began to ring.



  “Oh my spirits it’s him!” Korra practically squealed. 



  “ANSWER!” Opal squealed back.



  “Fuck. Okay, Okay,” Korra answered, clicking the call on speaker mode as Opal sat with her hand over her mouth.



  “Korra,” Mako’s gentle voice greeted her. “I’ve missed you all day...maybe because I’ve touched you.” Korra’s cheeks burned at his words as she quickly took him off speaker and pressed the phone to her ear, trying not to die of embarrassment as Opal tried to stop her howling laughter with her hands. 



  “WHAT. THE. HELL!” Opal whisper-shouted, her face stretched into a wide grin.



  “Haha, um, yeah,” Korra said awkwardly. 



  “Do you still want to get dinner?” Mako asked with quiet sincerity. 



  “Yeah, do you wanna pick me up in say, an hour?” Korra offered, trying not to get too excited. 



  “Yeah, sounds good.” Mako remarked. “Did you-”



  “Okay see you then bye!” Korra cut him off, quickly, hanging up and flinging her phone away from her onto the carpet.



  “Holy light spirit! ‘Maybe because I’ve touched you’?” Opal erupted into a fit of giggles.



  “Shut up and help me pick something to wear,” Korra playfully smacked her, lifting off of the couch and sliding into her room, Opal trailing behind.
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Korra smacked her lips nervously in the mirror as Opal twisted a strand of hair around the curling iron she wielded. 

“Do I look too done up?” Korra wondered aloud, watching as Opal let the tendril fall into a soft wave. 

“Absolutely not. You look super hot!” She exclaimed. 

“But I don’t even know if he’s taking me to a fancy restaurant. What if he shows up in jeans and a t-shirt?” Korra said anxiously, rubbing her finger up her still-wet eyelashes and reaching for her mascara tube again to reapply another layer.

“Nah, he’s probably gonna take you somewhere more upscale since he’s trying to get laid.” Opal said matter of factly, twisting another section of hair around the barrel of the iron.

“OPAL!” Korra shouted, her cheeks turning redder than the blush she had applied. 

“Don’t worry, I’ll make sure to be out of here by then. You’ll have the place to yourselves.”

“Spirits...where are you running off to?” Korra groaned.

“Gonna get a headstart on this essay I have coming up. I’m just gonna chill at the library till pretty late,” her roommate confirmed. 

“Do you really think he’s gonna try to initiate sex tonight?” Korra muttered in a hushed tone, screwing the cap of the mascara closed.

“Close your eyes,” Opal instructed, reaching for the hairspray and applying a light dusting over Korra’s hair. “And yes.”

“But he was so weird last night when I tried to escalate things…” The princess remarked, running her fingers through her hair to break up the waves.

“Well, you know Mako. He’s probably just waiting to make things official before you guys take the next step or something. You know how he’s been with his past partners.”

“Ugh, yeah. He was so annoying.” Korra rolled her eyes. “Sometimes he acts like such an old man.”

“Aw, I think it’s sweet how responsible he is. And he’s so respectful.” Opal remarked absentmindedly, redoing a strand of hair that had fallen a bit too loose.

“Are you sure Bolin is the brother you like?” Korra teased, tapping a fluffy brush into her compact to dust a coat of setting powder over her skin.

“You’re hilarious,” Opal said flatly, piecing Korra’s hair to frame her face.

“Don’t worry, I’m going to make that happen.” Korra said firmly.

“Korra!” Opal protested in a warning tone, which Korra waved off.

“Shhhh, just let me work my magic.” She said dismissively.

“I told you, he likes y-”

“Ah ah ah!” Korra tutted. “Even if that’s true, which it’s not,” she said through gritted teeth, willing Opal to be wrong. “We will fix that.”

“Oh, spirits,” Opal grinned, knowing it was useless to argue once Korra set her mind to something. With the added weight of their argument and eventual mutual understanding, she knew Korra would make a more conscious effort to not trample any boundaries, so she wasn’t overly worried.

Suddenly, a knock came from the front door. 

“I’ll get it,” Opal said in a teasing tone as pins and needles washed over Korra’s entire body. She exhaled deeply, attempting to regain her confident composure as she stepped into a pair of strappy black heels. 

“Hey, Mako!” She heard her roommate greet the boy with an overly nice voice before she stepped back into Korra’s bathroom.

“His old man ass came all the way to the front door? He could’ve just texted.” Korra snorted, slipping her phone and keys into her purse and giving her appearance one last look. She tossed her hair behind her as she turned to face Opal, who was giving her a thumbs up.

“Stopppp. Be grateful he’s such a gentleman!” Opal whined. Korra grinned, rolling her eyes. As she stepped into the living room, Mako couldn’t help but let his mouth unhinge at the sight of her. 

 


  [image: Makorra Date Night Outfits]


“Oh spirits. Too much?” Korra groaned, slinging her purse over her exposed shoulder. Mako’s mind went blank as he attempted to formulate a response to Korra’s satin black number; a spaghetti strap ruched bodycon dress with side tassels that came up to the middle of her thigh. Her breasts were exposed just enough to pique a bit of interest, and her hair was curled in loose waves that Mako had never seen on her before, in addition to the tasteful makeup that was another rare sight on his best friend. She was breathtaking. Opal came up behind her, grabbing her bag off of the living room couch and swinging her keys in her hand. 

“You kids have fun!” She grinned, shuffling past Mako and out the door, flashing Korra a silly face behind him as she left. 

“Uh...no! No! It’s not, uh… it’s not too much!” Mako stammered, shifting his weight between his feet as he desperately tried to stave off the explicit thoughts running through his mind. The dress was lovely, but he wanted to rip it off of her right then and there. Korra nodded slowly, unsure of how to proceed. “You look really, really beautiful,” Mako said sincerely, stepping toward her and kissing her cheek in greeting. 

“Ok, good.” Korra said embarrassedly. “I mean, thanks. You’re looking pretty handsome yourself,” she remarked, Mako’s gray suit making his eyes even more piercing. He grinned lightly at her as she reached up to touch his crunchy, gelled hair before planting a kiss on his mouth. He smiled deeply as she pulled away, any reservations melting away at her reassurance. 

“After you,” Mako flirted, opening the door for his date. After locking the door behind them, Mako hurried over to his car so he could open the passenger door for her.

“You’re such a dork,” Korra teased, shaking her head lightly and ignoring her racing heart as Mako smiled at her again. She wanted to make sure it never left his face again. 

They arrived at the restaurant, the valet taking Mako’s car as they made their way to the host stand. As Mako relayed the reservation information to the employee, Korra let her eyes wander. The restaurant was certainly upscale indeed; intricate glass walls and tasteful, modern decor accenting the overall vibe. Through the low light of the eatery, Korra’s eyes suddenly darted over to a familiar, washed out complexion and dark curly hair. 

“FUCK!” Korra whisper-shouted under her breath, her grip on Mako’s arm tightening. On the far end of the restaurant sat none other than Tahno, across from his not-girlfriend Ga Eun. Korra’s alarm bells sounded as she watched the man poke disinterestedly at the food on his plate as his companion animatedly spoke to him. “Mako!” She turned to him frantically as the host signaled for them to follow him to their table. “We need to leave right now.”

“What? Why?” Mako’s annoyed whisper stressed Korra out further as he pulled her along.

“Tahno is sitting right. Over. there.” Korra enunciated, her throat going dry.

“So?” Mako asked, his grip on Korra’s hand tightening as the host led them in the worst possible direction. 

“So we need to LEAVE!” Korra whispered fiercely. 

“Your server will be with you shortly,” the host informed them, gesturing to a table mere yards from Tahno’s.

“Mako!” Korra whined desperately, watching him pull her chair out for her. 

“Just sit!” Mako commanded. “You’re not even facing him. He won’t even notice,” he promised, sliding into the booth side and placing his phone down on the table.

“You don’t understand!” Korra plopped down into the chair Mako had pulled out. “Something happened after you left me in Asami’s guest bedroom, and-” Korra noticed Mako visibly stiffen at the mention of his ex-girlfriend. 

“Well, it can’t possibly be any worse than fucking him in the upstairs bathroom, could it?” Mako hissed. “Now relax and just ignore him. I’m trying to take you on a proper date.” Korra’s mouth fell open at his words.

“What the fuck?” She seethed as the waitress came up to the table.

“How are you two doing tonight?” She asked as Korra crossed her arms angrily. 

“We’re doing well, thank you,” Mako gave her a polite nod. Korra’s pout deepened. 

“Can I start you out with something to drink?” She asked, handing them menus and  turning to face Korra.

“I’ll have Manhattan,” she said flatly.

“And I’ll have a gin and tonic,” Mako replied. 

“Alrighty! I’ll be back to take your order.” Mako smiled politely until the waitress turned, his face instantly twisting into a frown as he looked at Korra’s sour disposition.

“You’re being an asshole,” she muttered. “That was completely uncalled for.”

“Ugh. Look, I’m sorry. I just wanted to take you out for a nice dinner, and I don’t want anything to ruin it. Please, just ignore him. You think I wanna see his stupid face here? All I can think about is…” Korra turned to face him, lips twisted into a slight grimace. Mako closed his eyes tiredly, shaking his head. “Forget it. Anyways, they look like they’re finishing up soon. Just keep your head down and hopefully he won’t notice. Let’s just try to enjoy ourselves, okay?” Korra remained silent, turning her head away again. “I’m sorry. You’re right, what I said was out of line.” Mako admitted. “It just...pisses me off.”

“Well, good.” Korra replied, uncrossing her arms. “That was the point. To get your attention.” She huffed.

“Well, it worked. Spirits, I was pissed when I saw you go into the bathroom with him. Ugh. I don’t wanna talk about it anymore.”

“And how do you think I felt seeing you with Asami?” Korra shot back, watching Mako’s face contort again at the mention of her name. “Look, the reason I don’t want him to see me is because he told me he likes me and wants to date me. And I just ran away and It was really awkward and I feel super bad.” Korra groaned, dropping her head into her hand. “If he sees me here with you…”

“So what? You were gonna see him at the scrimmage tomorrow anyways, right? Just ignore him. C’mon, Korra. Just focus on me. Us.” Mako smiled, reaching out to take her hand. “They’re gonna leave soon anyways. Just keep your eyes on me.” Korra smiled weakly at him, lifting her head out of her hand as the waiter came back with their drinks and some glasses of water. 

“I think we need a bit more time to look over the menus,” Mako said carefully.

“Absolutely! I’ll come back in a bit,” the waitress nodded before departing. Korra ripped her hand away from Mako’s, and he looked at her awkwardly as she began to pour over the menu. 

“What looks good to you?” Mako replied in a forced cheerful tone as Korra’s eyes scanned the menu. “I made sure to pick a place that has water tribe food.” Korra’s eyes darted over the menu to meet his, and he smiled gently at her. 

“Ugh, stop saying assholish things so I can enjoy your cuteness,” she groaned, her eyes returning to the menu. Mako smiled to himself again, scanning the pages himself. After a few minutes of silence spent sipping their drinks and weighing their options, the waitress returned once again.

“I’ll have the two-headed fish soup, please.” Korra asked, handing over the menu. “With fireflakes, if that’s alright,” she added, watching the waitress scribble on her notepad. Her thoughts drifted to the conversation she had with Asami about mixing flavors of the four nations in different dishes, and she smiled lightly to herself. 

“And I’ll have the roast turtle-duck,” said Mako. They sat in an awkward silence, Korra’s anxiety causing her rigid demeanor. “Are you mad at me?” he suddenly asked her.

“No,” she huffed. “I get that you were trying to make our first date special, I just don’t appreciate the rude comments about my past trysts. I don’t think it’s completely unreasonable to be upset when we are seated so closely to him given what happened.”

“I know, I know,” Mako said soothingly. “That was a dick move. I’ve just been really stressed about this. I wanted this to be perfect. I’m sorry again.” His gaze dropped to his lap.

“It’s fine…” Korra rolled her eyes, trying to relax the tension in her upper body. 

“Oh, they’re getting the check,” Mako remarked over the rim of his glass, his eyes shadily darting over to Tahno’s table. Korra dipped her head again in an attempt to camouflage herself. “And...they’re standing up…” Mako’s play by play made Korra want to jump out of her skin. “And they’re walking over to the front…”  Just leave, already! “Grabbing the lady’s coat…”

 Go go go! “Aaanddd….gone.” Mako set his empty glass onto the table, grinning at Korra as she lifted her head, exhaling deeply. 

“I feel like I can finally breathe!” She exclaimed, her shoulders instantly relaxing. 

“Finally!” Mako smiled. They locked eyes for a moment, the intensity of his gaze causing Korra to rip her eyes away and blush.  Was Opal right? Was he expecting sex tonight? Of course, Korra wasn’t opposed to the idea, but- 

“What are you thinking about?” Mako asked her, reaching across the table for her hand again and picking up his water.  Hmm... 

“How much I want to suck your dick under this table right now,” Korra said casually, causing Mako to snort and gasp at the same time, his water spilling on the front of his red dress shirt and creating a wet spot. Mako ripped his hand out of hers and used the napkin in his lap to wipe his flustered face. Korra giggled quietly at how badly she had riled him up.

“Spirits, Korra!” He hissed, glaring at her from across the table. 

“Hehe, look at you. What a mess you’ve made of your shirt, babe,” She teased, using his previous line against him. 

“Oh-ho-ho, so that’s how you wanna play this?” Mako’s eyes darkened as his tone became more serious. “Don’t be such a brat.”

“Ha. What are you gonna do about it?” Korra challenged him, their eyes locking again as she found her confidence where it shone best. 

“Keep this up and I’ll make sure you find out.” Mako practically growled as the waitress returned with their food. Korra airily thanked the waitress, dumping the fireflakes into her soup and stirring it around with a spoon as she smiled to herself, Mako’s tense frame watching her. She had half a mind to ask him to meet her in the bathroom and have his way with her right then and there, but she held off. She wanted to have a bit more fun with him before they did the deed, and the teasing was a pleasant distraction from the anxiety she was pushing down. 

“Oh? Tell me what you want to do to me,” Korra whispered, leaning over the table and letting her chest spill out of her dress just enough to distract him. Mako’s eyes darted down for a moment before he forced them back up again, catching on to her.

“You’re playing a dangerous game, princess.” he threatened, shoving a piece of turtleduck into his mouth and chomping down, his growing erection causing his pants to tighten. 

“Ooo , throwing my title around? Maybe I should be the one to punish you,” Korra said nonchalantly, sipping her soup daintily as she watched Mako’s eyes darken again, a devious glint appearing in them. 

“You’re impossible,” Mako groaned, chewing his food in silence as Korra kept up her act, shooting him tantalizing glances over her dinner, bending down needlessly and touching his hand or cheek often. He was making this far too easy. 

They finished dinner quickly, and Korra’s eyebrows raised at how eagerly Mako refused the dessert menu and impatiently tapped his foot as they waited for the valet. 

“Who’s the impatient one, now?” She teased again, lacing their fingers together as she huddled closer to him, the late night air chilling her exposed skin.

“Keep this up. See what happens,” Mako said simply, his intense gaze making her turn into a puddle. Finally, the valet driver returned with the car, and after collecting his tip from Mako, they were on their way back to Korra’s apartment. 

“Is Opal coming home anytime soon?” Mako asked, fastening his seatbelt and putting the satomobile into drive. 

“Nope,” Korra replied, leaning over the center console and unbuckling Mako’s dress pants. 

“Korra, what are you doing?” Mako asked. “Put your seatbelt on!”

“Hush,” Korra said, unzipping his pants and reaching inside. “Holy shit.” She breathed, the sheer size of him causing her breath to hitch in her throat.  What. The. Fuck. 

“W-what? What’s-” He said in a panicky voice.

“You’re fucking huge.” Korra whispered. Mako blushed furiously at her words. “I’m kind of scared.” 

“Korra, we’re in public, you can’t-Oh, ohhhhh,” Mako moaned as Korra’s lips made contact. They pulled up to a stoplight, Mako trying his best not to swerve the car from how distracted he was. Korra began to move up and down, the tip of Mako’s cock hitting the back of her throat easily. She tried her best not to gag as the car bumped along the road, hitting the back of her throat harder and harder as he hit pot holes and other things in the road. The streets were mostly empty, but at this point Mako could care less.

“Hit one more bump in the road, and I bite down,” Korra threatened, a slight popping noise forming as she lifted her head. Mako nodded breathlessly, his cheeks already red from the excitement as he drove more carefully, trying his best to focus on the road as Korra worked her magic. 

“Korra, I think I’m gonna-” Mako warned. Korra sped up, bobbing up and down rapidly as he squirmed beneath her. “I’m gonna-Ah!” She quickly pushed her head down as he shot down her throat. She swallowed, lifting her head up and grinning at him. He shot a quick glance at her, her mascara slightly smeared and her curls in disarray from the movement as they pulled up to another red light. 

“Fuck…” Mako whispered, pulling her into a hot kiss. The light turned green and he made the last turn into her apartment complex, parking crookedly and grabbing her face again. They kissed sloppily, Korra’s lips swelling from the friction as Mako pulled her into his lap, pinning her between himself and the wheel. She could feel him begin to harden again as she grinded against him, the only thing separating their skin a thin pair of lingerie panties. 

“Let’s go inside,” Korra said between kisses, climbing out of the car and pulling her dress down where it had ridden up. Mako quickly pushed himself back into his pants, following her eagerly as she fumbled for the keys in her purse to unlock her apartment. They kissed some more, Korra pulling him into her room and slamming the door behind them as she pinned him up against the wall. Feverishly, he pulled at the flimsy straps of her dress, sliding it off of her in one fell swoop. She guided him over to the bed, quickly unlacing her heels and sliding her panties down as Mako ripped off his suit jacket and shirt, kicking his shoes off as he made his way towards her. Eagerly, she pulled his pants and underwear down to see he had hardened again, and she leaned herself back down onto the bed to stare up at him.

“I have condoms in my nightstand,” she said breathlessly, running her hands along her body in anticipation as he stared at her. Suddenly he stopped, his face falling awkwardly. Korra sat up quickly, suddenly alert.

“What’s wrong?” She asked. “Do you not want to?”

“No, that’s not it. I really, really want to.” He emphasized. “There’s just...I just haven’t been totally honest with you.” He turned away, sitting on the edge of the bed.

“Well, what is it? I’m sure it’s fine,” she scooted over towards him draping her arms over his shoulders and pressing against him from behind in an embrace. 

“Okay, uh…” He took in a deep breath, meeting her expectant gaze. “Well, you see, I uh…” He hesitated. “Haven’t really ever done this before.”

“What? What do you mean?” Korra asked.

“I’m a virgin, okay! There! I said it!”
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  “What?” Korra asked, wondering if she had heard him incorrectly. She shook her head slightly to clear it, as if something was physically blocking her hearing.



  “Don’t make me repeat myself!” Mako said frustratedly, pinching his nose the way he did when he was extremely agitated. 



  “You’re a...you’re a virgin?” Korra asked slowly, pulling away from him and sitting down next to him. Mako nodded uncomfortably, and their eyes met in an intense gaze. Korra held the contact for a moment before suddenly bursting out into a fit of giggles, flopping back onto the bed and crossing her arms over her exposed chest, continuing to laugh.



  “HAHAHAHAAHAHAHAH!” She gasped for air, the deep and guttural laughs overtaking her entire body.



  “Korra!” Mako frowned deeply, his entire face blushing a red deeper than his signature scarf. “It’s not fucking funny!” He growled angrily, grabbing her arm and yanking her up. 



  “I-it’s hilarious, actually,” Korra gasped, wiping a tear from her eye, her makeup unsalvageable at this point.



  “I’m trying to be honest with you and you’re laughing at me!” Mako said defeatedly. “This is 
  
    exactly 
  
  how I always pictured my first time. The girl I love 
  
    laughing
  
   at me.”



  “Makoooo! Stoooopppp!” She whined, trying not to get distracted by his 
  
    girl I love 
  
  comment and pulling his head down against her chest in an embrace. He kept his arms limp at her sides, not wanting to react to her touch as he continued to seethe at her reaction. “It’s not the fact that you’re a virgin that’s making me giggle,” Korra said soothingly, letting her fingers gently sweep down his back. “It’s that you were talking such a big game before. I mean, you’re honest to Raava telling me you’ve never had sex before?” He lifted his head from her chest and their eyes met again, Korra biting her lip slightly in anticipation for his reply. 



  “No, I haven’t,” he said flatly. 



  “You and Asami…?”



  “What? No. At least, not all the way.” The visual of Asami’s lips wrapped around Mako flashed across Korra’s vision again for a moment, and she wasn’t sure which of the two she would rather be.



  “I gathered that part,” Korra nodded slowly, pushing the fantasy to the back of her brain. “Well,” she leaned back on the bed again lazily, peering up at him. “That explains why your head game was 
  
    sickening.
  
  ” She grinned flirtatiously.



  “What?” Mako said in a panicked voice. “I-I thought you liked it! Now you’re saying it made you sick?” He asked her frantically, eyebrows furrowed in self doubt.



  “Oh my spirits, Mako, NO! Sickening is slang for 
  
    really good. 
  
  You need to RELAX. You’re such a tightwad.” She groaned, sitting back up again. “But what was all of that dom talk? And here I was expecting the best fuck of my life.” Korra said flippantly. 



  “All of these insults are really getting me in the mood,” Mako retorted sarcastically, his face twisting into a pout again. “I was just copying what I’ve seen in porn, I don’t know!” He threw his hands up in frustration.



  “Sorry, sorry. I’m sorry for laughing. You just caught me by surprise.” She scooted closer to him, wrapping her arms around him again. “I don’t mind at all that you’re a virgin.” She said sincerely, reaching for his hand. “Also, the dom stuff was good. You totally had me fooled.”



  “I wasn’t trying to fool you! Stop trying to make me feel better,” he ripped his hand away, pulling away from her and standing up from the bed, reaching for his underwear.



  “Mako!” Korra said his name disapprovingly. “Cut it out right now.” She leaned forward on the bed. "I would love to have sex with you. In fact I’ve wanted this for a long ass time,” she admitted. “I wasn’t trying to make fun of you. I was really nervous about tonight too. The way you made it seem at the restaurant- was like I wouldn’t be able to walk tomorrow!” Korra said exasperatedly, clambering over the bed and grabbing his arm again. Mako sighed deeply, dropping his shoulders and letting his underwear fall to the floor. “I’m just a little shocked is all!” 



  “I just wanted tonight to be really special...Is it really okay? Do you... really want to?” He asked for reassurance carefully. 



  “Please?” She whined, pouting her lip. Mako’s lips twitched into a smile as he climbed on top of her, pushing her back down onto the bed and kissing her fiercely, moving down to her neck and then to her chest. Korra grinned and began to moan lowly, the anticipation of Mako’s touch electrifying her skin. He got right down to business, making his way to her sex, doing what he did best as he slid a digit inside of her. Korra could tell the vibe was different this time around, less playful and much more intense as the stakes were higher. She let her eyes flutter closed in an attempt to shake off the awkwardness of before as she focused on the sensations Mako was causing with his hands and tongue; the only sound was their deep breathing and slight creaks of her bed. Mako added another finger, his tongue doing most of the work as he attempted to get Korra more riled up. Was she even into this? His performance anxiety began to manifest in the awkward silence of their movements. 



  “You okay?” He stopped for a moment. Korra opened her eyes and looked at him, nodding reassuringly and spreading her legs open further. 



  “You don’t have to be nervous. It’s just me,” she reassured him with his own words. Mako’s eyes softened at her sentiment, and she grabbed at the nape of his neck, pushing his head down again, for which he eagerly complied. 



  “Mmmm right there,” Korra instructed as Mako remembered the familiar spot he had stimulated the last time around. He began to rapidly apply pressure, fingers pumping harder and faster as he watched his lovers eyes roll into the back of her head, this time no warning as she climaxed around his fingers quickly.



  “How did you get so fucking good at that?” Korra panted as she came down. Mako merely grinned, about to shove his sticky fingers into her mouth so that she could taste herself. “Lots of practice.”



  “Nuh uh, this time around, I’m in charge.” Korra said sternly, twisting his hand back over to himself.  Mako’s eyebrows raised in surprise as she sat up, grabbing his shoulders and flinging him over to where she was just laying as he popped his fingers into his mouth. Mako leaned against the headboard and watched as Korra made her way over to him, swinging her leg over his as she began to grind her hips against him.



  “F-fuck-” he moaned as Korra’s body melted into his, chests pressed together as she leaned forward to touch their foreheads. The anticipation was so overwhelming it almost 
  
    hurt. 
  
  He needed to be inside of her.



  “You ready?” She panted, lifting herself onto her knees and gesturing towards the nightstand. Mako leaned over, careful not to disturb Korra too much as he quickly grabbed a condom. He tore open the side with his teeth but was stopped by Korra, who rolled it onto him herself, much to Mako’s delight; her enthusiasm only turned him on more. Carefully, she lifted herself up to her knees and placed her hands onto his shoulders to steady herself. Mako’s hands gently rested on her hips, his heart beating rapidly in excitement. 



  
    This is it! 
  
  He thought happily.



  “Okay.” Korra breathed simply, lowering herself onto him slowly. She sucked in a sharp breath, throwing her head back in agony as she reached just past the tip of his cock. Mako’s breath began to quicken.



  “What? What’s wrong? Are you okay?” Mako’s panicky voice caused Korra’s head to tip back to face him. 



  “Y-yeah, I’m fine!” Korra insisted with a painful smile, biting her lip as she slowly lowered herself down more. “You’re just really fucking big. Like, biggest I’ve ever had, big.” Mako let out an involuntary groan as she successfully pushed him all the way inside of her. She paused for a moment, panting deeply and surprised that she was able to take all of him. 



  “R-really?” he asked shyly, an involuntary goran escaping his lips and his hands gripping Korra’s hips tighter as she lifted up slightly. 



  “Yes!” She moaned. “I just need a second to adjust.” She leaned forward a bit, dropping her head into his shoulder, shuddering and lifting up again slightly before coming down. Carefully, she began to increase her movements, sliding up and down his shaft. Eagerly, Mako attempted to guide Korra’s hips, shoving her down onto him. She felt so 
  
    fucking good 
  
  wrapped around him, bouncing up and down gently to increase the friction. 



  “I told you I’m in charge,” Korra growled, the pathetic puddle of a woman he had made her once before now gone. “Shut up and let me have you,”  Mako’s breathing quickened again as Korra sunk down, spelling random letters with the direction of her hips as he began to shake, watching her work. “How. I. Want.” He wanted to freeze in this moment forever, feeling so utterly connected to someone else; their mutual possession and the love he felt in his heart swelling it to twice its normal size, almost distracting him from the pleasurable sensations he was finally experiencing for the first time. He would do anything for her. He was putty in her hands.



  All too soon, the pressure of an orgasm quickly built into his core. “Fuck, I’m about to-” before he could finish his sentence, Korra quickly halted her movements, letting her weight sink onto him slightly. The urge to spill over began to subside as they locked eyes in silence. Wordlessly, Mako nodded for her to continue, catching on to what she was doing. Slowly, she continued her movements, looking up at him through her pants and smiling before dropping her gaze again to focus. 



  “You’re beautiful…” Mako sighed happily, his breath quickening again as he squeezed her hips roughly in warning. She paused again, looking up at him quizzically to make sure she had read his movements correctly. The sensation began to build again, this time more threatening as Mako realized they wouldn’t be able to keep this up.



  “I don’t think I’ll be able to last much longer,” he said breathlessly. 



  “In that case,” Korra said tauntingly, lifting herself up slightly again before slamming back down onto him over and over, thoroughly enjoying how quickly he lost his composure.



  “F-fuck!” Mako cried out, the intensity of his climax building up at lightning speed and bursting out of him. Korra continued her movements through his orgasm, taking pleasure in the low, guttural groan escaping his lips as she lifted herself off of him.



  “How was getting put in your place?” Korra grinned, scooting over to him and laying her head on his shoulder, her rapid breaths ghosting over his skin. Mako didn’t respond, his chest rising and falling rapidly as he came down from the euphoric sensation as he removed the condom and tossed it into the trash bin under her night stand. 



  “Sorry…” he sighed disappointingly, his fallen face causing concern. 



  “What? What’s wrong?” Korra lifted her head and looked at him. “Did you not like it?” 



  “No, no. It was amazing. it was just so short. It’s embarrassing…” Mako blushed furiously, turning his head away from her and pouting.



  “It’s just because it was your first time. You actually lasted longer than I would’ve thought. And don’t worry, you’ll get better with some practice,”  She grinned up at him, her cocky voice relieving a bit of Mako’s anxious tension as she lifted a hand to his cheek and guided his face to hers. “So we’ll have to do this again soon.” Mako chuckled at her flirting as she pressed their foreheads together again before going in for a gentle kiss. Mako twisted his fingers into her short locks as he kissed her passionately, tasting her over and over again. Finally, she broke away, gesturing for him to lay down and dropping her head down to his chest to drape herself over him. They sat in silence for a long time, chests rising and falling as the elation of finally having sex for the first time began to wash over Mako. 



  
    I did it! With Korra, of all people! 
  
  He smiled lightly to himself as he gently ran his fingers down her arm, her eyes fluttered closed and her breathing slowing to match his. As he contemplated it a bit more, he reflected on how grateful he was for Korra’s eventual graciousness about the situation. He couldn’t think of someone he could trust more, nor someone he had loved more, to give all of himself to in this way. Someone he could trust so fully to see him at his most vulnerable. They had forever connected.



  “I really love you,” he mumbled into her hair, assuming she had dozed off.



  “And I really love you back,” she breathed into his chest, his eyebrows raising in surprise before a relieved smile relaxed them once more. He hugged her closer to his chest, letting his eyes close from his exhaustion. They could talk more tomorrow.


 



  
    Saturday Evening, Asami’s Penthouse
  


 


  “Everything alright?” The heiress asked her boyfriend as he padded back over to her. They had been enjoying a leisurely night swim on the terrace when he had gone inside to use the restroom. When he hadn’t returned for an unusually long time, Asami considered going in to check that he was okay.



  “Yeah, I just got a call from Korra. But it’s nothing,” Mako said unconvincingly. 



  “Then why do you seem so stressed out?” Asami said knowingly, wading over to the edge of the pool where Mako stood and lifting herself on the edge to get out. 



  “It’s nothing!” Mako insisted. Asami decided to drop it, knowing her boyfriend wouldn’t be willing to divulge any more information despite her immense curiosity involving the Water Tribe Princess. 



  “Babe, you’ve been so tense lately. What’s going on? You know you can tell me.” Asami insisted, walking over to the towel she had left on the lounge chair and wrapping it around herself. Mako had no idea how to respond. What could he even tell her anyway? 



  
    Hey Asami, I know you’re my girlfriend and all, but I just recently found out my best friend has feelings for me, and I’ve been super confused and sort of feeling the same way for a really long time and I think I might love her.
  



  “Oh, just the usual I guess. School and the match coming up.” Mako replied dubiously, avoiding Asami’s piercing gaze as she walked over to him. She wrapped her arms around him from behind, dropping her cheek to his shoulder. Mako awkwardly accepted the embrace, and his words spilled out before he could connect his brain and his mouth properly.



  “Korra’s going through a really hard time right now. I’m really worried about her.” Asami lifted her head curiously, willing Mako to continue. However, he remained silent, biting his lip and looking at the floor. 



  “Oh? What’s been going on? Is there anything we can do?” She asked soothingly, rubbing down his arm affectionately. Mako shook his head, still not lifting his gaze. 



  “I don’t know anymore…” He said under his breath. Realizing she wasn’t getting anywhere with him, she opted to go inside, suggesting they watch a movie. Taking his hand, they made their way into the penthouse; Mako trailing behind her as he looked at his phone distractedly. He felt absolutely horrible for yelling at her. She was reaching out to him and he had slammed the door in her face. He needed to see her, but she was so far away. 



  Asami’s sultry voice forced him back into reality as he followed her into her bedroom where they had left their clothes, the door shutting behind them quietly as she pulled at the string of her bathing suit top. She threw her towel on the floor next to the bed, turning around to face a surprised Mako.



  “I know what’ll make you feel better,” she said seductively, letting the top of her suit fall off of her and walking toward him. 



  “Oh...you don’t hav-” Mako began, but Asami was already ripping down his swim suit, her mouth enveloping him before he had a chance to finish. Mako watched in shock as she moved, trying her best to get him hard. A low moan escaped his lips, and he dropped his phone on the floor as Asami gripped the back of his thighs,



  “There we go,” she said, feeling his erection form on her tongue as the vibrations of her speech caused Mako to twitch. Despite Asami’s best efforts, she couldn’t get Mako to focus on her, his thoughts occupied by another girl. 



  
    Spirits, I was so awful. Why did I yell at her like that? I’m punishing her because I can’t handle my own feelings. 
  



  Mako’s thoughts drifted back to the party, Korra’s hot skin against his and her tongue swiping against his bottom lip. He thought of how he had seen her exposed, and how she wasn’t shy about him seeing. Everything was so confusing; he liked Asami. He was with Asami. But Korra. Korra was his best friend, so strong and beautiful and he cared for her so much. And she had feelings for him? Feelings that were matching the ones he had been trying to push down for so long, out of fear that she didn’t feel the same way? 



  “Ohhh,” Mako moaned. Asami’s tongue swirled at the tip, and she watched him for his reactions. Mako’s brows had furrowed in concern, still unable to concentrate on the excellent, impromptu head that he was receiving. Why couldn’t he just relax and enjoy this? He laced his fingers in his girlfriends curly hair, guiding her head up and down his shaft. Asami was so kind and wonderful and understanding. She was making an effort to get to know his brother, his friends, his hobbies and interests. She was gorgeous and intelligent. So why was he so hung up on his teammate?



  “Ohhh Kor-” Mako stopped mid moan, realizing his mistake, and dropped his hands. Asami froze, lifting her head and peering up at him.



  “Did you just-?” Asami’s face was devoid of emotion, somehow more terrifying than if she had been screaming and crying and raging at what she had just heard; her boyfriend moaning another girl’s name.



  “No! I-I!” Mako stammered, unable to comprehend the absolute and utter fuck up he had just comitted. 



  
    DID I JUST MOAN KORRA’S NAME?!?!?! 
  



  His brain was on fire, vision dizzying as he watched Asami slowly lift to her feet, staring at the ground.



  “You just moaned Korra’s name…” she whispered, turning away from him.



  “NO! No I didn’t! I was…” but there was no sense refuting. They both knew what he had done.



  “I think you should go.” Asami said coldly, biting her lip to stop the tears that were threatening to spill over. Mako’s hands shook as he lifted his swim trunks back up, quickly grabbing his phone from the floor. He couldn’t think clearly, relying on autopilot for his legs to carry him out of the room. 



  “Asami…” he reached the door, turning back to face her. She looked up at him, the tears successfully spilling down her cheeks as they made eye contact. Mako winced painfully, slamming the door behind him in anguish as he booked it to the elevator, scooping up his shoes and wallet and slamming the button to get out of there as quickly as he could. He couldn’t worry about his clothes, he just needed to get out of there. He forced his way into the elevator, panting heavily as his heart rate increased rapidly. He felt his head go light as he reached the bottom floor of Asami’s building. 



  “What. The. Fuck.” He breathed, hopping into his car and sitting blankly in silence. 



  “What the FUCK!!” He screamed, slamming his hands on the sides of the steering wheel. “WHAT THE FUCK!” 


 

  







17. I Think We Should Stay In Love


    
    
  “Tell me EVERYTHING!” Opal squeeld immediately upon her roommate exiting her room. It was just after noon, and Opal presumed that Korra had skipped her morning classes due to her preoccupation with...other activities. 



  “Not so loud, I just woke up,” Korra groaned, her short hair splayed out on the back of her head as she made her way to the kitchen to help herself to the cooled pot of coffee Opal had brewed earlier.



  “Korra, it’s like, noon!” Opal retorted, watching her roommate fill a mug and pop it in the microwave. She went for the fridge to retrieve the creamer and stood impatiently in front of the appliance, waiting for it to ding.



  “So? That doesn’t change the fact that I just woke up.” She sniffed, rubbing her tired eyes again. They stung slightly from her ruined makeup, and she knew she desperately needed a shower. Mako had left before she had woken up, although she was unsure when, and when she checked her phone immediately upon waking, there was nothing from him. She was trying her best not to overthink things, but as per usual, Mako was being aloof when they had gotten closer. 



  “Is he-?” Opal asked, gesturing towards the door to Korra’s bedroom. Korra shook her head, turning back to the microwave as it dinged and dumping a generous amount of creamer into it. “Oh. When did he leave?”



  “Dunno,” Korra said nonchalantly, making her way to the cupboard and grabbing a bowl and some of Opal’s cereal. She lifted her arms above her head, stretching as the bottom of the shirt she had hastily thrown on rode up her stomach. 



  “He didn’t spend the night?” Opal asked carefully. 



  “Guess not.” Korra said flatly, pouring the cereal into the bowl and following with milk. 



  “Did something happen?” 



  “No, why?” 



  “Because...I don’t know...I figured you’d be more excited, or something.” Korra sighed deeply, grabbing her breakfast and making her way over to the couch where Opal sat. She set her mug down on the coffee table, shoving a few spoonfuls of cereal into her mouth before responding to her roommate’s inquiry.



  “It was...nice…” Korra chose her words carefully, not wanting to spread Mako’s private business around like it was hot gossip. “I guess I’m just more so annoyed at the way he reacted.”



  “How do you mean?” Opal asked politely, clicking off her phone to give Korra her undivided attention.



  “Well, for starters, he was being kind of a dick at the restaurant.” She finished chewing her cereal, swallowing hard and reaching for the coffee, the immediate change in temperature making her teeth sting.



  “What? Was he rude to the waiter? I didn’t peg him as the type…” Opal remarked.



  “No, it wasn’t that but HOLY SHIT! Fucking Tahno was there with Ga Eun of all fucking people!” Korra said frantically.



  “WHAT!?” Opal practically jumped out of her seat.



  “YES. And the host had us sit at a table like SUPER CLOSE to them. They left not long after we got there but I literally told Mako I wanted to leave and he just forced me to sit and stay.” Korra huffed, sipping her drink.



  “Ummmm…that was a really dick move. What the hell.” Opal leaned back again. “Do you think he saw you?” 



  “Spirits, I hope not. I already have to go to the scrimmage tonight and see him. And I haven’t responded to any of his messages. I have no idea what to say...And I don’t even know what Mako and I are, yet. Or if he wants to like, keep things under wraps for now? Ugh.” Korra set her bowl down on the table, running her fingers through the roots of her hair frustratedly.



  “Mmm, yeah. You need to talk to him about that. And like, what does that mean for you and Asami? Are you still gonna keep hanging out with her? And are you gonna tell him?” Opal asked quizzically, the pros and cons of each decision weighing in her mind.



  “Fuckkkk, I have no idea!” Korra said exasperatedly. “I think she’s so cool! But like, I don’t want to make Mako uncomfortable. I wanna ask him about the break up, but I don’t want to upset him. Do you think it would be totally crazy of me to ask Asami about it?” she wondered.



  “Umm… I would wait until you guys are a bit closer, maybe. The way you said Mako danced around the subject makes me think it wasn’t a very clean split. And didn’t Asami get kind of weird at lunch when he was mentioned?”



  “I guess so, yeah. But I figured that was just residual break up awkwardness. Cause, she knows Mako is my best friend and all. She just doesn’t know about the other stuff. At least, I assume. Wait...now that you mention it, Mako was being super fucking vague about the entire thing.” Korra dipped her head into her hand. “Like, I didn’t even really know that Asami was his full on girlfriend until I met her in the library. He had briefly mentioned dating someone casually, but like, they were actually exclusive and shit. Why wouldn’t he have introduced us?”



  “Yeah, that’s honestly pretty shady,” Opal agreed.



  “Shadier than Shady Shin!” Korra exclaimed, the weight of the situation crashing down on her. 
  
    What are they not telling me?
  



  “I think you should talk to him about it. And probably come clean about meeting up with Asami. If you want this to go anywhere, you should be honest about everything you’re feeling. And he needs to be honest with you too.” Opal said sincerely. 



  “Damn...you’re right. I kinda want to talk to Asami first, though. I don’t want to set him off.” Korra lifted her head again.



  
  “Being this worried about his reaction isn’t really a good sign, Korra…” Opal said quietly. 



  
  “I’m not like, afraid of him. I just know he has a lot going on right now and I don’t want to cause him any problems, is all.” Korra sighed, pulling out her phone. 


 


  
    Instagram:
  



  
    @Korrathelegend: Hey, are you coming to the scrimmage tonight?
  


 


  Only moments later, the typing bubbles popped up as Korra anxiously waited for her reply. 


 


  
    @asamisato: umm, I wasn’t planning on it. I don't really want to see Mako, haha.
  


 


  Korra took a deep breath before typing out her response.


 


  
    @Korrathelegend: oh true, I get it. What does your early evening look like? Wanna grab dinner? 
  


 


  
    @asamisato: I’d love to! Wanna come by my place, say 5ish? We can order in :)
  


 


  
    @Korrathelegend: sounds perfect :)
  


 


  Opal scooted over to read her phone over her shoulder. 



  “Are you insane?” she asked incredulously. Korra bit her lip, catching her roommates gaze.



  “I’m not going to tell her about Mako and I. Not yet, anyways. I just want to hear both sides of the story. Mako tends to be overly dramatic about things like this, judging from past relationships.” Korra sighed again.



  “But you’re going behind his back!” Opal insisted.



  “Ugh, please stop being the voice of reason for a moment and understand the position I’m in. I have to know if she knows about Mako and I. I don’t think she does, but...
  
    if 
  
  she does, I need to know why she wants to be friends with me. What could her reasoning be?”



  “Isn’t that a lot of pressure to put on one hangout?” Opal retorted.



  “UGH Opal!” Korra groaned.



  “Okay I’m sorry, I’m sorry. I support you in whatever decision you want to make, even if I think it’s fucking insane,” Opal backtracked. Korra grinned at her halfheartedly. What the hell was going on?


 


 

 


  
    Sunday Morning, Asami’s Penthouse
  


 


  
  “Just LET ME IN!” Mako screamed over the phone. Asami yanked the device away from her ear as Mako shouted. 



  
  “Go AWAY!” She yelled back into the phone.



  
  “Just give me 5 minutes and I’ll explain everything, please!” Mako pleaded with her. Asami bit her lip anxiously. Did she even want an explanation? What was there to explain? He moaned his best friend’s name while she was going down on him. It was pretty self explanatory. But in typical Asami fashion, she buzzed him in, waiting for his reasoning and putting her feelings aside for the sake of others, even if they didn’t deserve it.



  
  “Asami, I am so fucking sorry!” Mako ran out of the elevator the second the doors were open enough. The heiress ended the call on her phone and stood in the middle of the living room with her arms crossed, her purple nightgown flowing behind her as the gentle early morning autumn wind breezed through the terrace window. 



  
  “Uhuh,” she said disinterestedly, turning away from him.



  
  “I don’t know what happened! I guess I was just distracted thinking about the call, and I got my wires cros-”



  
  “Did you ever stop and think that maybe this wasn’t the only issue between us?” Asami spun around angrily. 



  
  “What do you-?” Mako began, but Asami interrupted him.



  
  “Korra Korra Korra. You’re always talking about Korra. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you had feelings for her!” She yelled, her heart leaping into her throat as she saw Mako’s face drop and his eyes focus intently on the floor. “So that’s what it is…” Asami stalked forward, slapping Mako cleanly across the cheek. He just looked at her, his golden eyes meeting her teary green ones. “Why didn’t you just tell me?”



  
  “I don’t know!” Mako pinched the bridge of his nose in frustration. “I just, I was feeling so confused. I like you, Asami! I really do! But I just kept trying to push these feelings for her away because I didn’t want to screw things up with you!” He insisted.



  
  “And look where that got you.” Asami spat. Mako reached out to touch her, but she slapped his hand away, causing his face to fall again. “Don’t fucking touch me, asshole.”



  
  “Please tell me what I can do to fix this!” Mako begged. His brain felt like it would melt out of his ears. How could he have fucked up this situation so badly? He needed to fix this. He needed to be good.



  
  “Oh please. Just stop. Things have been off for a long time, and now I know why. Completely ignoring me at my own party, playing white knight to Korra right in front of me? It was so fucking embarassing. You couldn’t have been more obvious.”



  
  “I’m sorry…” Mako said weakly, unsure of what else he could say. Everything Asami had said was true. He was an asshole, and he knew it.



  
  “You know, I’m not even that upset about you moaning her name while I was going down on you, or about my party, or anything else for that matter,” she said angrily. “It’s that you couldn’t be honest with me.” Mako looked up at her, no refuting words reaching his mouth.



  
  “I’m sorry! Tell me how I can fix this, please!” Mako begged. 



  
  “You can fix it by getting the fuck away from me. What kind of man can’t be honest with himself like this? Face the fucking facts and grow up already. I don’t want to be collateral damage for whatever the fuck is wrong with you that you refuse to deal with.”



  
  “Asami, I-” Mako was completely and utterly taken aback by her words. 



  
  “All this time,” she said so angrily that her voice shook. “I tried to be a good girlfriend to you. You know what the worst part is? 
  
    I like Korra. 
  
  I think she’s great! And she cares about you so deeply. And then she acts shocked that we were even exclusive? You didn’t tell your best friend about me? What the FUCK is that, Mako?” She stalked over to him again, pushing against his chest. “What is that? WHAT IS THAT?” She pushed against him harder.



  
  “Asami, stop!” Mako begged, wrapping his arms around her in a tight embrace, forcing her to stop.



  
  “You’re an asshole. I hate you. I hate you so goddamn much!” The tears finally escaped from her eyes as she slammed her fists against his chest. 



  
  “I know…” Mako sighed quietly, his hand running down her hair soothingly. “I know…”



  
  “Just go.” Asami pulled away from him. “We’re done. Get out.” understanding that there was nothing more he could do, Mako left. When he reached his car, he sat in silence for what felt like ages, his eyes too tired to even close before he finally started the engine and made his way back to his apartment. 



  
  “Hey bro!” Bolin greeted him as he walked through the door, not looking up from the videogame that he was currently invested in displayed on the TV. Mako ignored his greeting and ran to his room, slamming the door behind him and attempting to steady his shallow breaths. He made his way over to his bed and shoved a pillow against his face.



  
  “FUCK!” he screamed.



  
  Asami retreated to her room, the tears stopping immediately when he had left. She gazed in the mirror of her vanity, fixing her slightly smeared makeup and forcing a smile on her face. 



  
  “Whatever!” She said in a forced cheerful tone. “I didn’t do anything wrong!” She smacked her cheeks in the mirror, fixing her lipstick and smacking her lips together. 



  
    
  
  
    Oh, shit! 
  
  She exhaled with her eyes closed, suddenly remembering that she had scheduled tea with Korra that day. Should she cancel? No, it wasn’t Korra’s fault that Mako was an ass. Did she even know about Mako’s feelings? Could it really be that they were just such good friends? Asami shook her head slightly, opening instagram and scrolling through her timeline to numb her brain. After a few minutes of mindless scrolling, a message popped up from none other than Korra.


 


  
    @Korrathelegend: Hey asami, I’m so sorry but something came up, so I won’t be able to make it. Let’s reschedule for something soon!
  


 


  Asami breathed a sigh of relief, typing out a response.



  Instagram



  @asamisato



  No worries! Wanna grab lunch tomorrow? I’m uncharacteristically free for a monday :)


 


  She had to find out what Korra knew, and nothing, not even Mako, was going to stop her.


 

  







18. This Is Home

Notes for the Chapter:some broken down Asami, with a healthy dose of hurt/comfort. <3




    
    “Hey!” Asami greeted her friend as she exited the elevator. “How are you?” They embraced, this time much more relaxed on Korra’s part despite the ulterior motives for which she had come to the business woman's home.

“Ah, i’m okay. How are you doing?” Korra asked, her hand on the back of her neck.

“I’ve been better,” Asami admitted, turning away from her guest and going into the living room, gesturing that she followed. “So, are you hungry? What are you in the mood for? It’s my treat, of course.” Asami assured her.

“Oh, you don’t have to-” Korra began.

“It’s my pleasure!” Asami assured her. “There’s this great little restaurant down the street. I remember you saying you like fire flakes. We could get some elephant koi sushi and-”

“I have to be honest with you.” Korra suddenly burst out. Asami turned around slowly, her blood going cold at the seriousness of Korra’s tone and mannerisms.  Fuck. 

“I think you’re really nice and cool.” Korra said, her eyes squeezed shut in anguish. “But Mako is stonewalling me and I want to know what happened between you two. I want to be friends with you, but I don’t want to make him uncomfortable. I know you said what happened between you two has nothing to do with us, but I can’t help but feel like it does. And of course, I know that’s honestly insane of me to ask because it’s really not my business and we don’t know each other very well, but I’ve just been so stressed about the whole situation, and I want to be sensitive to your needs and-” Korra rambled, unable to stop for a breath.

“Oh for Yangchen’s sake.” Asami rubbed her temples in frustration. “I guess I knew this was coming. I wanted to talk to you about it, but I wasn’t sure how to go about it. It’s really...awkward. And I’m not sure it’s my place to say…” Asami muttered. “I don’t like thinking about it.”

“I’m so sorry,” Korra bit her lip. There she went again, unable to hold back her thoughts and voicing her opinions or asking for things that weren’t hers to have. She felt so guilty, retraumatizing Asami and trying to protect Mako when she could sense he was the one that had fucked up. And what would Asami’s reaction be to finding out Korra and Mako were now ‘together’? Korra didn’t even want to consider it. Opal was right, this was a mistake.

“Wait...Is that the only reason you wanted to hang out?” Asami asked defensively. 

“NO!” Korra insisted in a panic. “I want to get to know you better! I just...can’t help but feel bothered being so out of the loop with things.” Korra’s thoughts drifted back to this morning, waking up alone. “I’m worried...he’s drifting away from me.” Asami sighed heavily. 

“I can see you care for him very deeply.” She remarked quietly. “I can’t say I’m surprised he hasn’t told you...And, I can’t help but still care about his well being, too. My feelings haven’t completely changed towards him...But I’m worried that if I tell you, it’s just going to cause problems in your friendship. And I don’t really want to look like the vindictive ex that’s trying to fuck with him after the breakup.” The heiress sat down onto her designer couch, elegantly draped across the arm rest. Korra was enamored by her; the epitome of class and respect.

“If he did something bad, I want to know. Do you...still have feelings for him?” Korra asked carefully, sitting beside her. She felt worse with each passing second, watching Asami breathing deeply to try to collect her thoughts.

“Not in that way. Like I said, our romance was casual, but our friendship...I don’t really want to be hurt by what he did. And I guess in a lot of ways I’m not, really. It’s just, -and I’m assuming you already know this- Mako is a really troubled person. He doesn’t let people in, no matter how hard they try. Well, I guess,” Asami turned to face Korra, her green eyes clouded over. “Except for you.” Korra’s heart leapt into her throat at Asami’s words. “Usually, at least.” Korra had no idea that they had gotten so close, hearing next to nothing from Mako and the insistence of casualty from Asami. In fact, she knew pretty much nothing. “I tried so hard to break down his walls. But it just ended up breaking him more. Did you know when he told me what happened to his parents, he didn’t shed a single tear? It frightened me, honestly. I guess it's been so long that maybe he has no tears left to cry? But I’ve never seen him cry. Not once. Not even during our worst fights where I was sobbing and shaking, saying the most dreadful things that I’m constantly wishing I could take back. He was always so...cold. And every time things got rough, he’d want to pull away. He has such a...mechanical way of going about fixing things. Like he was never taught how. But I guess he wasn’t, considering he raised himself, basically.  And, I feel so guilty about the entire situation. I want to hate him and be upset about what he did more than I am. I can’t help but worry for him.”

Korra’s heart raced at Asami's words, realizing that in their years of friendship, she had never seen Mako cry either. It couldn’t be that strange, could it? But then Korra recalled learning about what had happened to Mako’s parents as well, and how unnerving his blank expression was when he told the tale and the things he had to do to help him and Bolin survive. “Just...just tell me, please.” Korra squeezed her eyes shut again, bracing herself. Asami bit her lip again. “You’re freaking me out, here.”

“Alright, well...he was over here hanging out, and we, um…” Asami blushed in embarrassment. “I was going down on him.” she said bluntly. “And, he um…” She debated on how far she should go. “He moaned... another girl’s name.” Mako’s feelings for Korra were his to deal with. Asami had half a mind to wash her hands completely of the entire situation, but as Korra’s eyes fluttered open in shock, she couldn’t bring herself to end things. 

“He did WHAT!?” Korra shouted. “Asami, what the hell do you have to feel guilty for?” Asami’s face dropped instantly. “Wait, don’t answer that. That’s not my place to ask. You can’t help it. I’m sorry for asking about any of this. I had no idea…” Korra fell silent again, and the air became weighted around them as Korra couldn’t help but wonder if hers was the name Mako moaned. And, if it was, what the hell did Asami want with her?

“Forgive me, but-” Asami broke the silence. “Mako has informed me on more than one occasion that you can be pretty...brash with your decision making. I have to ask you to keep this between us. I don't want to cause any more drama. I’m exhausted, to be honest with you.”

“Oh...yeah, of course…” Korra replied, trying not to let the comment about her impulsivity sting. She of course desperately wanted to go yell at Mako for being such a dick, and a whole other slew of emotions that were clouding her thought process at the moment. She wanted to hit him, kiss and hug him, and run away all at once. “I’m so sorry… I had no idea he would do something like that…” Korra leaned back, pondering Asami’s story further. The overwhelming guilt began to feel suffocating as she looked at Asami’s crestfallen gaze, intently focused on the floor as the silence between them resumed. 

If she was being honest with herself, Korra felt quite disgusted by Mako's actions. By how coy he had been about the situation, she had assumed it had been a messy break in the sense that Asami was upset about it and yelled, or something. Not  this. She had basically confirmed in her mind that it was her name he had moaned. And then there was the fact that they had jumped into things so quickly. Had the insanity of his split with Asami pushed him into Korra’s open arms inauthentically? Could she even trust a word he said at this point? She hated the implications. 

“Me either.” Asami muttered. 

“I guess I just don’t understand how you can be so okay, considering things…” Korra stated.

“Like I said, romance wise, it’s sort of whatever. But friendship? I’m fucking crushed he would do something like that, especially to me. And he came back to try to fix things, but I didn’t want to. It made me feel so pathetic. And I really hate that somehow,  I’m the one that feels guilty. I just care about him very much, and maybe he didn’t mean to do it, but he did. He doesn’t deserve the benefit of the doubt, but I compulsively give it. I think he’s been lying to himself about some things for a very long time. But I guess you already knew all of this…” Korra nodded weakly, unsure of what she knew anymore. “I guess I just sort of fell for the way he made me feel, you know? Like, even though I can take care of myself, there was something so comforting about how well Mako takes care of the people in his life. It’s like he'd do anything for them. And for a while, that was me. But even so, I could never come first.” Asami gritted her teeth bitterly.

“Yeah, Mako will always prioritize Bolin. It’s really sad that he was parentified so yo-” Korra sighed. 

“I wasn’t talking about Bolin.” Asami said blankly. Korra sucked in her cheeks. She didn’t like where this was going.

“What do you mean?” She asked carefully. 

“Well, it would be disingenuous to pretend like you weren’t one of the most important things in Mako’s life, wouldn’t it?” Asami said, turning to face her houseguest. Korra swallowed hard, unsure of how to respond. 

“It certainly doesn’t feel that way…” Korra muttered. Asami bit her lip. She took a deep breath, bracing herself for Asami’s reaction. “It was me, wasn’t it. It was my name?”

Asami’s jaw dropped at Korra’s boldness, a million different scenarios and implications running through her mind at Korra’s words. She simply nodded to confirm, and Korra felt like she couldn’t exhale. 

“He’s just...such a complicated person. I guess he couldn’t figure out how to balance things in his life properly and everything just sort of blew up. But, in a way, I’m happy that’s over. I don’t know what that means for you two, and I guess I really don’t want to know. But, like I said, I truly do want us to be friends and not let what happened with him get in the way of us.” She reached out and grabbed Korra’s hand.

“Yeah, It’s just...the only thing I can ask is, why? Why do you want to be friends with me? I know you said we have things in common, but I just...Isn’t it awkward? Why not just cut your losses and move on completely?” Asami pulled her hand away, thinking deeply in order to craft her response. 

“I guess I don’t completely understand it myself. I’m just drawn to you in some sort of way. I’m still figuring it out, I guess.” Her words caused Korra to bush profusely.  Drawn to me?  

She thought. Korra felt sick with worry from how Asami would react to finding out about her and Mako. She had absolutely no desire to tell her at this point. And on so many levels, she felt the same. Drawn to her, and she couldn’t figure out why. But there was a trail of breadcrumbs leading right to them, and Asami was hot on their tracks.

“Okay.” Korra said simply. “I feel the same way. I just don’t want to upset you, somehow. Anymore than you already have been.” 

“I’ll be fine, you don’t need to worry about me!” Asami faked a reassuring smile at her.

“Somehow, I feel like you have to say that a lot, Asami.” Korra said honestly. Asami’s brows furrowed in surprise at the princess’s words. How had Korra gotten a read on her so quickly? So many others that came before her were easily fooled. 

“What do you mean?” Miss Sato asked her quizzically. Where was the water tribe girl going with this?

“I’ve been feeling so confused about everything. About why you would want to be around me, especially given what has happened. I wasn’t sure if it was because you wanted to scope me out, or get back at Mako, or whatever. But I can see now that you’re a really generous, kind, beautiful person. Inside and out. And It hurts me that you care for Mako so deeply because now I know how badly he has hurt you. My heart is aching for you. And the only logical conclusion I can come to about you wanting to be friends with me despite everything is because you want to make sure that Mako is okay. Somehow, despite everything, he has solidified a place in your heart. And I don’t blame you, because he really does have that effect on people.” Korra reached for Asami’s hand, much to the hostess’ surprise. “I know we haven’t known each other very long, but I want you to know I’m there for you. I know it didn’t seem like it, but I think I know that Mako cares for you very much, and I’m sure he hates how much suffering he has caused in this situation.” Korra looked into the woman’s green eyes. They began to glaze over with tears as Asami gripped her hand tighter. How had Korra read her so fully and completely? Asami was completely broken, and Korra knew it. And the fact that Mako was the catalyst was something she couldn’t even think about right now.

“He doesn’t deserve it. He doesn’t deserve my tears or my worry. I’m just so goddamn lonely. I thought if I could be friends with you, I’d have someone who finally understands me and my heart. I know that’s a lot of pressure and hope to put on someone I don’t know. Wishful thinking, I suppose. Someone so close to the situation who also has the understanding of being from such a suffocating background. I don’t know how to make things not awkward given what has happened. At this point, I don’t want to even think about things anymore. I don’t want to know anything about you and Mako, or how you feel about what he said and did as it pertains to you. You have feelings for him, don’t you? It hurts too much. But I desperately need you around me, even if you do. I wanted to keep reaching out, but… I guess that’s just me being selfish. I’m sorry this is so intense… Are you scared?” Asami wept. Korra’s heart began to shatter. How could a woman be so fragmented and lonely like this? Someone as gentle and caring as Asami Sato? Wordlessly, Korra leaned forward and embraced her friend. 

“No. You don’t have to apologize for anything. We don’t ever have to talk about Mako ever again if you don’t want to. I want to be honest with you about things, but I think I need some more time to figure things out. I know I don’t know you that well yet, but, I’d like to. I’ll be here for you in any way you need.” Korra’s promise touched Asami’s heart as she slowly returned her embrace. Korra couldn’t figure out why she felt so attached to this woman she barely knew, why she wasn’t overwhelmed the way she should be, or where such a desire to protect and care for her had come from. Asami pushed away the anguish of the possibility that Mako and Korra being together romantically caused her deep down as the magnetic pull between the women manifested into something indescribable. Korra would spend every moment thereafter trying to figure it out. Despite her own problems to deal with, the multitude of issues with Mako that kept mutating and taking new lives, in that moment, there was only Asami. Korra had finally found the strength to be there for someone else, and started being there for herself again.


   This is me being honest. 


  







19. CAN’T GET OVER YOU


    
    
  Korra returned back to her apartment hastily, stomach rumbling from not eating as she and Asami had only talked, expressing their thoughts on what they wanted out of their friendship and coming to the conclusion that they wouldn’t speak about Mako anymore. It was simply too painful, and the hurt and confusion that Korra was experiencing was nearly unbearable as she forced her way into her home, quickly refilling Naga’s food bowl and changing into her taekwondo uniform. She could think of a million places she would rather be than a sports match with a fuck buddy that caught feelings, the brother of the guy she loved that she was pretty sure liked her, and the guy she loved that was hurting her so deeply. She couldn’t focus properly on any given thing; her mind solely concentrated on the devastation that graced Asami’s elegant features. 



  Because, what was the reason? Why did Mako continue to pull away from everyone that cared about him, appearing as if it was so simple? Why leave before Korra woke up when they had done something so intimately personal together? Why didn’t he want to be close to her? Why hadn’t he spoken to her all day, or given some sort of explanation? Why had he hidden the real reason he and Asami had broken up? Korra had never felt so conflicted in her entire life. She wanted to be put in a coma just to have a break from everything.



  “You ready to go?” Korra knocked softly on her roommate's door. Opal emerged, donning a republic city university shirt with a homemade “GO KORRA!” sign, which only made Korra smile embarrassedly. 



  “Yep! Let me just grab my keys,” Opal said with a smile. “Oh, how was dinner with Asami?” She asked casually. Korra’s throat closed up as her stomach rumbled again slightly. Despite her hunger, she was too upset to eat. Opal turned to face her, instantly getting a read on the situation. “Oh.”



  “Let’s just go…” Korra slung her gym bag over her shoulder, pulling the belt of her uniform tighter around her waist. Opal clenched her jaw shut, worried by her friend’s ridgid behavior. She didn’t want to cause any more problems for her, aware of how difficult the scrimmage was going to be.



  The ride to the school gym was silent, with Korra’s head leaning on her hand in contemplation as she stared out the window. As they made their way to the gym, Opal asked her if she would be alright, and if there was anything she could do.



  “Just you being by my side is enough,” Korra reassured her, a weak smile turning up the corners of her lips. “Thanks for being here.” 



  “Of course,” she reassured her. Taking a deep breath, Korra entered the gym, instantly spotting Mako as he talked to Hasook and Bolin near the entrance to the locker room. She let her eyes scan the room further, watching as Tahno spoke to their teammates Ming and Shaozu. Ga Eun hung off of him like usual, but he didn’t seem to mind as much as he usually did, much to Korra’s relief. The sound of the door caused the boy of water tribe descent to glance over at the source, and their blue eyes locked uncomfortably. She pushed through the crowd of teams and friends, nodding at Opal and glancing her eyes to Bolin. Opal shook her head, but Korra grabbed her hand and yanked her towards the small group. 



  “Hey…” she said quietly. 



  “KORRA! I MISSED YOU!” Bolin said excitedly, scooping her up into a hug. “Hey Opal! It’s good to see you again!”



  “Yeah, you too. G-good luck tonight!” Opal blushed.



  “Thanks! I hope you’ll cheer me on!” Bolin grinned, setting Korra down.



  “Y-yeah!” Opal blushed. Hasook greeted them politely before excusing himself to talk to some other teammates. 



  “Mako, can I... talk to you for a sec?” Korra asked slowly. The boy’s eyes narrowed before they broke away from his brother and Korra’s roommate, who continued a polite conversation in their absence. 



  “What’s up?” Mako’s false nonchalance easily deconstructed by his lover.  



  “I don’t want to fuck up the match by distracting you from things, so let’s talk after, okay? Can you come over?” 



  “Fine,” he said flatly, turning away from her arm just as it began to reach out, not even attempting to ask for more information as he usually would. Korra had been worried he would be an anxious mess if she had merely informed him that they needed to speak, and yet his answer was so...Why was he being so cold? Why was he pulling away when she needed him now more than ever? What did she do wrong? Biting back tears, Korra ran into the empty locker room, slamming her open palms against the lockers and breathing heavily. Just then, she heard footsteps against the tile floor, and she whipped around to see the dead last person she wanted to.



  “Oh, you scared me.” She breathed, dropping her arms to her side and avoiding the person’s gaze.



  “Yeah, I tend to do that a lot.” Tahno’s soft voice muttered. “Um, hey…” He said awkwardly.



  “Hi…” Korra responded, equally as uncomfortable.



  “I just...um…” He brushed his long hair out of his face. “I’ve been thinking a lot, and I-”



  “Tahno-” Korra began, wincing.



  “Just let me finish, Korra.” He sighed deeply, looking to the side. “I just-I  wanted to apologize for putting you in such a tough spot and dumping all of my feelings on you. It was really...lame of me.” Tahno turned away from her slightly, his squinting eyes focusing on his feet. “That was it. When I saw you at the restaurant yesterday with Mako-”



  “Fuck.” Korra muttered under her breath.



  “-I got the message loud and clear. I won’t disrespect you further and ask to be friends or anything. But yeah...I just wanted to say sorry for acting like a freak. You’re a really special girl, and I hope we can at least be cool since we have to see each other all the time.” Korra bit her lip, surprised at how mature Tahno was being with his response. Had she built up this eventual confrontation so hard in her mind for nothing? Wordlessly, she walked forward, wrapping her arms around the boy. 



  “Thank you…” Korra said quietly. Tahno placed his hands gently on her back in surprise at her reaction. “I was really dreading talking to you. I should’ve been more upfront and not run away or avoided your messages. I just didn’t know what to say…” Korra pulled away, their eyes meeting again. “And I’m sorry for acting insane at the restaurant. I shouldn’t have run away. I’m just...I have a lot going on.”



  “Don’t worry about it,” Tahno waved off her concerns, reassuring her with a genuine, albeit small, smile. “So...you and Mako…”



  “I don’t even know, anymore…” Korra trailed off. Tahno’s face fell at her words. “So...you and Ga Eun…”



  “No.” Tahno said firmly. “It’s...going to take more than a weekend to get over a girl like you,” he smiled again, and Korra returned it faintly. He placed a hand on her shoulder, and she gripped it softly. 



  “Friends?” Korra asked him sincerely.



  “Friends.” Tahno confirmed, eyebrows raised in surprise at her sentiment as he pulled his hand away. They held hands for a moment, a lingering touch slipping away as he turned and left the locker room. Korra breathed a sigh of relief, but resolving things with Tahno did little to ease her overarching anxieties. She desperately needed to talk to Mako, to resolve whatever had happened between him and Asami, if not for them then for herself. She wanted to reach out and pull him back into her, but he was doing little to give her any faith.



  After splashing some cold water onto her face, she tied her short hair back into a low ponytail, shoving her bag into a locker and exiting the locker room, hands shaking as she made her way to the bench where her team sat. She sat at the end, sandwiched inbetween Ming and Hasook, trying to ignore the irritating whoops and howls of Tahno’s fangirls as he reentered the gym. 



  “Are you alright, Korra?” Hasook suddenly asked her. She nodded tiredly, and Hasook clasped his hand on her shoulder, nodding before removing it and turning to face Mako, who had begun gathering the team’s attention for a pre-match pep talk. Korra was too distracted to give any of Mako’s words weight, and she couldn’t hear a single thing he said as she scanned the bleachers for Opal. They locked eyes, and Opal laid her hand over her heart, which Korra matched, as they always did. Filled with strength from the reassurance that Opal was there for her, Korra tried her best to ease her mind, and prepare for the match. 



  “Good evening folks! I’m Shiro Shinobi, and this is the United Republic of Nation’s Collegiate Taekwondo season-opener scrimmage!” the announcer’s voice suddenly came over the loudspeakers. The crowd cheered in response, and Korra’s brain felt like it was pounding against her skull, her limbs numb and shaking. 
  
    Just get through the match. You can do this, Korra.
  



  “Let’s give a warm welcome to our teams that have come out to compete! Representing the Fire Nation, we have the Royal Fire Academy!” After letting the crowd die down, Shinobi continued. “Representing the Earth Nation, we got Ba Sing Se University!” 



  Korra’s breathing became shallow, and her vision felt spotty as she began to feel sick. She tried to catch Mako’s eye, but he looked away quickly when he saw her staring.



  “Korra, are you sure you’re alright?” Hasook asked. “You don’t look so good.” But she couldn’t respond, leaning forward in her seat and trying to catch her breath. Why couldn’t she breathe? It was too much. Everything was too much. 



  “From the Northern Water Tribe, Tui and La College!” Korra swallowed hard, trying to focus. She just needed to get through the match, then she could breathe. Mako would explain things, and everything would be okay again. It had to be.



  “Yeah, just a little lightheaded,” Korra choked out.



  “And finally, our hosts, representing the United Republic of Nations, Republic City University!” Korra stood up shakily with her teammates, watching as Opal flashed her sign and cheered for her. She watched as Bolin hammed it up for the crowd as he usually did, and Mako’s stoic gaze at nothing in particular, a stone sheet of nothingness. The thought made her quake in fear.



  ---



  The matches dragged on for what felt like ages, and Korra had almost passed out from stress by the time she was called. 



  “Up next we have Koza, representing the Fire Nation Academy, versus Republic City University’s Korra!” 



  Korra raised from her seat, putting on her protective headgear and taking her place on the mat. The boy she was facing was wiry and tall, with pale golden eyes that shone through his face covering. They shook hands respectfully before taking their beginner positions. Korra’s head still felt light, and she desperately wanted to throw up despite there being nothing in her stomach. Once the referee gave the ready, the match began.



  Koza began to attack, throwing a left kick at Korra’s side, which she easily doged. The movement made her stomach gurgle as she ducked and dodged his punches and kicks, avoiding and doging him without throwing any punches herself.



  “Korra is a senior here at Republic City University,” the announcer began his introductions on the competitors. “She has earned the nickname “The Avatar” for her mastery in the fighting styles of all of the nations. 



  “KICK HIS ASS KORRA!” She heard Bolin yell from the bench, distracting her for a moment, Koza landed a kick to her side, causing her to stumble to the side and the ref to step in. 
  
    Fuck. You’ve gotta focus, Korra.
  



  “Koza is here representing the Fire Nation Royal Academy. Originally from Ember Island, Koza is well known for his aggressive, offensive style that is common in the Fire Nation, and has quickly made a name for himself on his team, quickly becoming a co captain as just a sophomore.” 



  Shaking her head, Korra waited until she saw an opening, lunging forward and landing a hit on her opponent's chest, dropping her arm on the ground and launching a high powered kick towards the Fire Nation boy. He kicked forward, breaking her stance and knocking her to the floor. Quickly, she rolled over, narrowly missing his forthcoming strike, and leapt to her feet, vision beginning to dizzy further as her skin began to prickle. Her gaze flicked over to the bench, where Mako avoided watching. What the hell was his problem? Was he upset with her? What had she done wrong?



  “It looks like Korra is off her game tonight, folks! She can’t seem to land any solid hits on Koza.” She was fading quickly. She needed to finish this. They circled each other again, daring each other to be the first to strike. Korra made her move, ducking forward and attempting a roundhouse kick. 
  
    Fuck you, Mako. 
  
  Koza blocked her kick again, landing another hit onto her side as she landed, dropping to the floor in agony. “Oh and it looks like Korra might be down for the count! This could be it for her, folks.” Korra doubled over in pain, again looking over to the bench where her captain sat and desperately willing him to look at her. She needed to get up. She was better than this. Her vision began to blacken, the voices of the crowd and the announcer becoming distorted as her eyes shook back and forth; the last thing she remembered was her opponent's concerned voice asking if she was okay. Then everything went black.


  







20. Line Without A Hook

Notes for the Chapter:This chapter is inspired by this quote by Suzanne Rivecca:

“The San Francisco therapist kept telling me I shouldn’t be terrified of creative experimentation.

“I don’t know what’s going to come out of me,” I told her. “It has to be perfect. It has to be irreproachable in every way.”

“Why?” she said.

“To make up for it,” I said. “To make up for the fact that it’s me.”

Also, I made another sketch that I embedded. Enjoy the angst :)




    
    
  Everything was white. The room, the bright lights over her head, and the sheets that rustled beneath her as she stirred awake, a hand that gripped hers pulling back in surprise as her eyes flew open.



  “-wha?” She rubbed her eyes turning over and seeing the person who had been holding her hand as she slept.



  “Oh thank Raava,” Mako leaned forward, wrapping his arms around Korra in a tight embrace. “I was so worried. Thank Raava.” Korra lay limp against him, taking in her surroundings as he pulled away. 



  “What happened?” She asked groggily, rubbing her eyes.



  “You passed out in the middle of your match. The doctor said it was dehydration and exhaustion.” He sat back down in the chair that was scooted up next to Korra’s hospital bed. “I’m just gonna text Bolin that you’re awake.” He informed her, looking down at his phone. 



  “H-how long was I out? Where’s Opal?” Korra looked down at her arm to see an IV. Her head was pounding so badly it felt like it would burst from her skull. 



  “She’s just grabbing coffee with Bo in the cafeteria. It’s around 2am. How are you feeling?”



  “Agh!” Korra groaned, feeling the bruise that was beginning to form where her opponent Koza had made contact. 



  “Hey, take it easy. Do you want me to get you anything? I could-” He leaned forward to touch her hand again, which she ripped away.



  “Don’t.” She said, turning away from him.



  “What?” Mako attempted to touch her again.



  “I said DON’T!” Korra yelled, just as Bolin and Opal appeared in the doorway.



  “Korra, what the hell!” Mako said severely. Opal lifted her arm to stop Bolin from entering, and they quickly backed out of the room, with Opal quietly suggesting they return back to the cafeteria. “What’s wrong?”



  “You ignore me at the match where I’m obviously upset. I wake up after we HAVE SEX FOR THE FIRST TIME and you’re NOT THERE.” 
  
    Not to mention the shit you pulled with Asami. 
  
  Korra heaved, lifting herself up weakly before bursting into a fit of coughs.



  “Korra, what the fuck? I’m not doing this right now. I refuse. You’re not feeling well, and-”



  “THAT’S JUST IT THOUGH! You NEVER want to actually talk! I have to fucking beg you for the bare fucking minimum! Why have you been keeping so many things from me! Why did I wake up this morning and you weren’t there!  You keep pulling away from me! Why?” Korra leaned back into her bed, eyes locked with Mako’s as his face fell and he grit his teeth.



  “I told you, I’m not fucking doing this right now. You just passed out for hours, and you aren’t thinking straight.” Mako spat, standing up from his seat.



  “I’m thinking completely clearly!” Korra said erratically, throwing off the covers of her bed and jumping off, wobbling at the sudden lightheadedness. Mako stepped forward to catch her.



  “Get back in bed. Now.” He demanded. 



  “Get off of me!” Korra shoved him. “Answer me! Stop trying to run away!” 



  “Fine. You really want to do this right now? Fine. I needed some space, okay? I’ve never…” He paused. “I’ve never been that close to someone before. I needed some time alone to decompress and think about things.” His eyes focused on the floor.



  “That’s such bullshit, Mako.” Korra grunted, slapping a palm to her pounding forehead. “Why have you been so cold? I mean, you didn’t even check on me about seeing Tahno or ANYTHING!” her voice fell at the end, tears threatening to form. “It feels like you don’t even c-“.



  “I’M SORRY. IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED TO HEAR?” Mako yelled. “I HAVE A LOT GOING ON TOO, YOU KNOW!” He got up in her face, screaming directly at her.



  “NO, I WOULDN’T FUCKING KNOW BECAUSE YOU WONT TALK TO ME!” Korra shouted back. Their screams began to draw the attention of the hospital staff, who awkwardly glanced into the room as they passed by. “How do you think I felt to see you gone in the morning? Why couldn’t you have just stayed with me? It was a big deal for me, too.” And then there were tears spilling down her cheeks. Mako’s angry demeanor softened at her tears, and he felt his face fall flat again as his shoulders relaxed. “If you need space, just tell me. I keep going in blind to everything. I-I-“



  Korra seethed, dropping her hand from her head. Mako’s chest began to tighten at her words. He had made a mistake. Letting someone in was a mistake. “You-you keep punishing me for things outside of our control. I don’t know what you want me to do.” He felt suffocated, as if he wanted to run away and never look back. Letting someone in meant he would eventually hurt them. He couldn’t be the perfect son, the perfect friend, the perfect brother, the perfect boyfriend, that he desperately needed to be. He took a shaky breath, meeting Korra’s burning gaze. 



  “I don’t know what to say.” He felt his walls begin to crash in as he was faced with more of his mistakes.



  “I want to talk to you, to try to hear your side of things and figure it out together. But you just keep shutting me out and pulling away from me. I can't keep chasing you like this. It’s like pulling teeth!” Korra’s watery eyes clouded her voice in emotion, and Mako felt his heart breaking at the sight. Another beautiful, strong woman reduced to tears because of his mistakes. 



  “Just tell me how to fix it and I will! I’ll do anything you want!” Mako insisted.



  “I just need you, Mako! I need you to be around me! I need you actually with me, up here!” Korra insisted, pointing to her head.  “If you need space just say that! If you don’t want to see me just say that! I can’t just keep guessing and being wrong. I just need you to tell me what you’re feeling inside!” 



  “I DON’T KNOW HOW!” Mako burst out. “I don’t...know how... to-to go about things in a way that won’t hurt people. It’s like, I hurt people just by existing. Because I don’t know how to deal with my own shit and It comes out at others. I didn’t mean to pull away from you. I never realize what I’m doing is wrong until someone tells me. I don’t...I don’t know how to be close to anyone. Especially you.” He stepped towards her, testing the boundary of physical touch as he leaned forward and took her hand, which she allowed. “I’m going in blind too, and I just get so anxious and overwhelmed at the thought of losing you. I end up doing the wrong thing. I keep thinking about every fucked up thing I’ve done and I’m so fucking terrified that I’ll do it to you, too. I can’t lose you. I just can’t. You’re my best friend! I love you!” He insisted. “But sometimes, I just... I get so deep inside of myself that I don’t see a way out. I don’t know how to be better, but it’s so hard for me to talk about. I hate it. I hate it so goddamn much.”



  “And yet you’ve been keeping secrets from me, pushing me away when all I want is to be there for you. You pull away because you think you’re just going to end up hurting people anyways, so you might as well end things preemptively. That way, you won’t feel as bad as you would if you fuck up later on.” Korra deduced from his mess of words. “You wanted to pull away and make me upset so it would be my choice to go away. You’re just trying to punish yourself for your mistakes you’ve made.” 
  
    The mistakes you made towards Asami. 
  
  “That’s so lonely…”



  “I just...I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing.”



  “What you’re doing is living in the past. And at the same time, you’re jumping into things before properly dealing with what has already happened, so it messes up the situations you’re currently in. You have a complete and total disregard for those around you, mixed with a hypersensitive awareness of how you affect people negatively. It’s like it’s compulsive. And it gives you an excuse to punish yourself and isolate from the people that love you.”



  “I keep fucking up. Do I push people away because I feel like I don’t deserve them? I don’t know. I just know I need to be perfect but I keep fucking everything up.” Mako shook his head, biting his lip in anguish as his eyes clouded over. “I need to be irreproachable in every way, and all I’ve done is the exact opposite.”



  “What? Perfect? Irreproachable? Why? We all make mistakes.” Korra asked, willing him to explain further.



  “I can’t. I have to make up for it.” Mako’s eyes began to fill with tears. Korra’s eyes sprung fresh tears in shock at the sight, and she tried to blink them away so as not to lose focus. She had never seen the man cry. Not even when he told her about his parents deaths, or the horrible things he had to do when he was homeless and starving. Not a single tear leading up to this moment. 



  “For your mistakes?”



  “To make up for the fact that it’s me.” 



  Korra felt her heart shatter into microscopic fragments, watching as silent tears fell from Mako’s amber eyes and down onto his republic city university hoodie as he began to shake, deep sobs erupting from his chest as she wordlessly pulled him close to her. She felt as he tucked his head into her neck, which became wet with his tears as she held him tighter so that he would not break.



  “Oh, Mako…” She sighed. “Everyone is entitled to make mistakes. Just like the people that are affected by them are entitled to not forgive. We’re all just learning and growing, and sometimes that means we hurt each other. “But,” Mako lifted his head, staring into her eyes. “If you love each other enough, you can fix it.”



  “I’ll try harder! I promise I’ll try! Just please, don’t go away. I won’t pull away anymore, I promise.” He sobbed, gripping her tighter. Korra held him against her, trying to shush his wails and soothe her as best as she could in the moment. How long had he been feeling this way? There was so many things he had done, so many aches and pains he had caused, not just for her, but for Asami as well. And through his personal deceptions and self hatred, he was unable to properly convey his motivations and feelings towards her. He didn’t know how to be loved. Not in a way that was so unconditional without necessity. When it came to his time on the streets with Bolin, they forgave eachother out of necessity, not by fixing things. He had never learned proper forgiveness. Mako only knew a love that was all encompassing; single chances being ruined and love being revoked without a second thought. 



  “Fuck. I’m sorry. I hate crying so much.” The boy lifted his head from her chest, furiously wiping at the tears that fell from his face. “Here you are in the hospital, and I manage to make it about me. I’m so sorry, Korra.” He reached forward, gently brushing her bangs from her eyes as he always did.



  “I’ve never seen you cry. Not once. It hurts me that you’ve been suffering so deeply and I had no idea. I’m so sorry.” Korra bit her lip to will the new tears forming at the corner of her eyes to stop.



  Mako turned away from her slightly. “I’m sorry, too. You don’t have anything to apologize for. I haven’t been a good person lately...I’ve got a lot of things that I need to work through. I thought I could do it all on my own, but I guess I can’t.” Korra reached for his hand.



  “And how are you going to improve from here on out?” She asked him sincerely.



  “Can we come up with a plan together?” Mako asked, interrupted as a nurse came in. 



  “Hey sweetie, how are you feeling?” The woman asked Korra. Mako quickly lifted off the bed, turning to the corner to hide his tears as the nurse checked Korra’s vitals. 



  “I’m just going to have the doctor check in on you, and she’ll tell you if you’re okay to go home.” Korra thanked the health care provider, who gave her a sympathetic smile before leaving. Mako turned back to face her, his eyes piercingly orange from emotion as Korra smiled at him weakly. 



  “Can I stay over?” Mako asked suddenly, making his way back over to her side. 



  “Really?” Korra asked in surprise. 



  “Yes. I want to... be there when you wake up.” He insisted, eyes falling to the side in embarrassment. Carefully, Korra leaned forward and pressed her lips to his, her left hand gently placed on his cheek. 



  “Thank you for trusting me,” Korra whispered. They would figure things out together, she was determined. Despite the uneasiness she felt, she was sure about one thing: she loved him. She wanted to be there for her best friend in any way that she could. And although she was unsure of what this meant for her and Asami, she was determined to find a solution that was best for everyone. She would be there for Asami and do her best to be there for Mako. She would figure out a way to heal things. She had too. 



  After a quick check up from the doctor, Korra instructed Mako to text Bolin and Opal that they could meet them at the front of the hospital. 



  “Did anyone get my stuff?” Korra asked as Mako helped her to her feet again. 



  “I think Opal did.” Mako confirmed. “I’m...really glad you have a friend like her. She insisted on riding in the ambulance with you and she did all the talking with the doctors and nurses while you were out. She’s really wonderful.” 



  “She is, isn’t she?” Korra said airily. She didn’t need anyone to tell her how incredible Opal was. That was something she carried with her every single day inside of her heart. After checking out properly, they made their way to the front of the building, where Opal and Bolin were chatting animatedly. 
  
    Maybe Opal doesn’t need any help, after all. 
  
  Korra smiled to herself faintly, the throbbing of her headache easing up a bit. 



  “I’m so glad you’re okay,” Bolin said, yawning as he enveloped Korra into a bear hug. 



  “Easy now, I’m still feeling pretty wobbly,” the watertribe girl giggled. Bolin pulled away, grinning at her lovingly. 



  “Bo, I’m gonna stay over at Korra’s tonight to keep an eye on her. We’ll drive back to the school so Opal can get her car and then you can take mine h-” Mako began.



  “Actually, why don’t you stay over too, Bolin!” Korra suddenly piped up. “I could really use my friends right now.” She snickered at his enthusiastic response, flashing a grin at Opal who blushed furiously.



  “Sleepover!” Bolin said in a singsongy voice, turning toward the door and clapping a hand on Opals back. 
  
    I’m going to kill you, 
  
  She mouthed behind them at Korra as Bolin guided her along. Korra merely smiled, lacing her fingers with Mako’s as they walked to the car. 



  “Do you have my phone?” She asked. Opal reached into her pocket and handed the device over to her, sliding beside her in the backseat while Bolin called shotgun. She opened her phone to a barrage of messages from friends and family, concerned by what they had seen on social media. She saw multiple missed calls from her parents that made her stomach drop.



  “Did anyone tell my parents what happened?” Korra sighed defeatedly, worried about the repercussions. 



  “Yeah, I called your dad. I convinced him he doesn’t need to come down, I think. But you should probably call to check in,” Mako confirmed.



  Korra tapped through the rest of her messages, quickly responding that she was alright to several.



  Instagram



  @asamisato: Are you okay?? I saw on the match livestream that you K.O.’d!!!



  @korrathelegend: I’m totally fine. Thanks for checking in :)


 


  She knew her response was somewhat cold, but her mind was still reeling about their conversation earlier over their would-be dinner. There was some sense of obligation and loyalty that she felt toward the heiress, however, it didn’t supersede her feelings toward Mako. She wanted to find some sort of happy medium, a common middle ground where she could satisfy the needs of everyone, she just wasn’t quite sure how to go about it yet. It felt like she was being pulled in a million different directions. She wanted to be there for her friends, but did that also mean she couldn’t be there for herself? Her mind was swimming.



  “Okay everyone be quiet, I’m calling my dad.” Korra said. Mako turned down the radio as they prepared to take the correct exit towards the school.



  Tonraq answered on the second ring, and Korra had to pull her phone away from how loudly he was yelling.



  “KORRA TELL ME YOU ARE ALRIGHT I WANTED TO BUY A PLANE TICKET RIGHT AWAY BUT THAT FIRENATION BOY TOLD ME HE WAS TAKING CARE OF YOU AND THAT OPAL WOULD WATCH OVER YOU BUT-”



  “DAD!” Korra interrupted her father’s rant, and the other end of the call fell quiet as she heard her father take a deep breath. “I’m alright. It was just dehydration and stress. I wasn’t taking care of myself properly. I’m sorry to worry you.”



  “Korra, you promised us that if we let you go to school in the city that you would be responsible. I don’t think-”



  “And I have been! It was just a hard week. I’m sorry I haven’t been returning you or mom’s calls. I’ll be better about that, okay? You don’t need to come down. I’m coming up for the glacier spirits festival so soon, dad. I promise you I’m fine.”



  “Just, I-fine.” Tonraq huffed. “Just promise me you’ll take better care of yourself, or I’m coming up there.”



  “I promise, I promise. I’m sorry I worried you and mom. Is she awake?” Korra bit her lip.



  “No, she fell asleep about an hour ago. She’ll be so happy to hear you’re alright.”



  “Okay, I’ll call again tomorrow. I’m sorry again.”



  “I love you, sweetie,” Tonraq sighed. 



  “I love you too, dad. I’m on my way home from the hospital. Mako and Bolin are gonna stay with us tonight, so you don’t need to worry.” Korra breathed.



  “You’re having two boys stay overnight at your apartment? Now wait just a minute young lad-”



  “Ok love you bye!” Korra said quickly in one breath, hanging up her phone. Opal squeezed her hand reassuringly for the rest of the car ride, which was full of chatter from Bolin and quiet nods from Mako. Korra was overwhelmed with gratitude, the people she loved most all together like this in support of her. She could feel herself pushing her anxieties away as she looked down at Opal’s hand that firmly clasped hers. How did she get so lucky? It was around 3am by the time they reached the empty school parking lot, and everyone was exhausted. 



  “Bo, why don’t you go with Opal in her car since it’s so late. I’ll just stay with Mako,” Korra suggested. 



  “Oh! Good idea!” Bolin agreed. Opal rolled her eyes at Korra before shooting Bolin a nervous smile as he opened the back door for her. Korra watched carefully as they went to Opal’s car, with Bolin opening the driver’s side for her like the gentleman that he was. 



  “Playing matchmaker I see,” Mako remarked as Korra clambered into the front seat, yawning deeply.



  “But of course,” she replied, leaning her head on her hand. Mako waited for Opal to peel out of the lot before opening his mouth again. They sat in silence for a while, Korra’s eyes fluttered closed and Mako’s right hand gripping her thigh comfortingly before moving to grab her hand. 



  “I don’t think I properly apologized before.” Mako said suddenly. The princess opened her eyes and looked over at him, her interest in his words waking her up. “I’m really, truly sorry for making you feel like I don’t care about what you’re going through. I care so fucking much, I just don’t know how to express it. I kept letting my own shit take precedence instead of being there for you. If you could tell me what you need me to do for you and make you happy, I’ll try my best to do it. I don’t ever want to make you feel that way again. I love you.” Korra’s heart panged at the sincerity of his words, and she couldn’t help but feel the slightest bit of resentment that Asami wasn’t afforded the same treatment. She hated that the heiress was popping up so frequently in her thoughts. Was it guilt? Shame? Embarrassment? She couldn’t be sure. “I promise you i’m going to learn how to express myself better, and not keep things so bottled up inside. The LAST thing I want to do is hurt you of all people.” He glanced over at her.



  “Thank you…” was all she managed to get out. She leaned over, pressing her lips to his cheek comfortingly before settling back into her seat. Korra was now wide awake, and by the time they got on the road and entered the apartment, Bolin and Opal had already posted up on the couch, a random movie playing as Bolin leaned on her shoulder, snoring softly as Opal sat rigidly, afraid to disturb him. Mako and Korra quietly made their way into her room, and she immediately stripped off her uniform as Mako stood there awkwardly, the only light in the room the small bedside lamp Korra had forgotten to turn off earlier. 



  “I’m so tired, but I’m wide awake at the same time.” she remarked, sitting down onto her bed and putting her hand on her head. She reached for him, and he set her bag down on the floor before making his way towards her, sitting beside her and pulling her close to him.



  “I forget, do you have classes tomorrow?” He asked quietly. Korra lifted her head and shook it no, running her fingers through her hair to push it out of her face.



  “Then…” Mako stood up suddenly, slipping off his hoodie and untying the belt of his uniform. “Let me show you how much I love you.” 



  
    [image: Let Me Show You How Much I Love You]
  



  Korra’s heart leapt into her throat as he came back to her, leaning her back slowly and kissing her slowly. “Can I?” He breathed into her ear. She knew he was only trying to distract himself from their earlier conversation with a physical release, but at that moment she didn’t care. She needed to be close to him in any way possible. 



  “Yes,” she answered. Mako clasped their hands together as he kissed her again, climbing on top of her slowly, trailing kisses down her skin as her breath became shallow. “Show me.”


 

  







21. 18

Notes for the Chapter:Another quick doodle for the story :)




    
    
  It was early afternoon when Korra finally stirred awake, turning over to her side in a confused fog and seeing Mako sleeping serenely next to her. She smiled faintly at his uncharacteristically soft face, gently stroking his cheek as he breathed in and out deeply. Her thoughts turned to the night before, blushing profusely at their shared intimacy. She knew it was because she was somewhat delirious from her fainting spell earlier, as well as how late it was when they had gotten to bed, but the night was special to her nonetheless.



  Korra was beginning to understand that Mako liked to use his body when he couldn’t use his words, and that was proven to her last night as he loved her. In the heat of things, as he slowed to a stop and caused her to open her eyes in concern, she was met with his intense gaze as he leaned over her.



  “What’s wrong?” She whispered, reaching out to touch his cheek.



  “Nothing...I just…” He looked away from her in embarrassment for a moment before their eyes met again. “I’m just so in love with you,” he admitted, pitching forward and continuing again, leaning down to kiss her as her heart melted. And they remained like that for a while, continuing to claim ownership over each other again and again until they fell asleep in eachothers arms.



  As she looked at his sleeping face, ghosting her hand gently down his flushed skin, his eyes suddenly fluttered open. 



  “Ugh, what time is it?” He groaned, pulling her closer to him and kissing her. She winced slightly as he touched where she had formed bruises from her opponent's contact.



  “Blech, morning breath,” she muttered, rolling away from him and sitting up on the edge of the bed. She felt him slowly get up, pulling her back to him and rolling her onto his lap. “Mako!” She protested, giggling as he lifted her onto him.


 


  
    [image: Mako holds Korra]
  



  “Goodmorning, my love.” He grinned up at her as she straddled him.



  “Don’t be cringey,” she blushed deeply, hopping off of him again. Mako rolled his eyes contentedly, hopping off of the bed. “Hah. I assume that’s your hoodie now?” He joked, watching as Korra made her way to the bathroom, leaving the door open as she ran a brush through her hair.



  “I was going to end up stealing one of yours sooner or later,” she shrugged, making eye contact with him in the mirror. “I still have those old sweatpants you left here ages ago if you want,” Korra pointed to her closet, assuming Mako wouldn’t want to wear his taekwondo uniform until he left. Her head felt heavy, and a dull ache was manifesting, but nothing could kill her mood that morning as she reached for her toothbrush. Not even the admittedly important conversation they needed to have that she couldn’t put off any longer.



  “Got a spare?” Mako suddenly poked his head around the corner of the bathroom door, wearing nothing but the sweatpants Korra had directed him to.



  “In the cabinet,” she said between brushes. Mako helped himself, scrubbing his teeth as Korra returned to the bedroom to slip on some pants. “Can you bring me some pain killers,” she called out to him. 



  “I’ll get you some water, too,” Mako replied, finishing brushing his teeth and walking past her into the living area. He padded his way over to the kitchen, glancing over at the couch in slight disbelief to see his brother entangled with Korra’s roommate, both of them sleeping soundly as they were wrapped around each other. 
  
    Matchmaker Korra will be so pleased,
  



  Mako thought to himself, quietly reaching for a glass from the cabinet and filling it for Korra. At this commotion, her pet Naga’s head perked up and trotted over to Mako for some headpats, which he happily gave before returning to Korra’s room and quietly shutting the door behind him. After handing her the pills and water, he sat down beside her on the bed and sighed contentedly.



  “What?” Korra questioned him.



  “Nothing, It was just...nice to wake up next to you.” Mako said shyly.



  “It’s not like you haven’t slept over before,” Korra teased.



  “Well, the sleepovers you’re referring to were 
  
    just 
  
  sleep,” Mako joked, leaning over and planting a kiss on her cheek. 



  “You’re such a dork,” Korra deflected his remark. “Any weirdness? Or-” She wanted to check on how he was feeling, worried he might be overwhelmed at their shared intimacy from the night before. She didn’t want him running away again.



  “Surprisingly, no.” He said honestly, grabbing her hand. “Thank you for being patient with me.” Korra nodded and smiled softly in response, her overarching concerns clouding any regular thoughts she had. 



  “I’m glad. But then, there’s a lot of things we still need to talk about.” Mako looked at her with that familiar gaze of concern and anxiety as he anticipated her words. “The first thing that’s been really bugging me…” Mako looked at her expectantly. “What even is this? Like, what are we?” Korra burst out suddenly. Mako’s face dropped at her words. “I know it’s kinda out of left field but, I’m just confused. Like, obviously Opal and Bolin know-” 



  “Bolin doesn’t know about us…” Mako interrupted.



  “WHAT?” Korra yelled. 



  “SHHH!” Mako hissed. “They’re still sleeping out there!” 



  “Why the fuck haven’t you told Bolin yet?” Korra whisper-shouted.



  “It hasn’t exactly come up in conversation!” Mako shot back.



  “What the hell? Are you scared to tell him for some reason?” Korra retorted, ripping her hand out of Mako’s grasp, much to his annoyance. Had she been right about Bolin’s little crush? The thought made a pit form in her stomach.



  “Look, I just...It’s only been a few days since the break up with Asami, and I just feel that it would look really bad if I immediately became exclusive with someone else, let alone my best friend. It would look really bad for the both of us.” He repeated slowly. Korra bit her lip in frustration, unsure of how to approach the topic of his breakup in a delicate way. She wanted to come clean about things.



  “I guess? Well, as long as we’re being honest…” She inhaled deeply, turning to face him head on. “I...met up with Asami.”



  “You WHAT!?” Mako shouted, completely disregarding his earlier warning.



  “She told me what happened.” Korra said flatly. “And to be quite honest, I’m still pretty upset with you for it.” She attempted to keep her emotions in check as she watched Mako’s amber eyes light up in panicked flames.



  “You met up with Asami and talked about ME!?” Mako asked frantically, ignoring her words and leaping up from the bed to pace the floor. 



  “Mako, please calm down.” Korra begged, standing up from the bed and stopping in front of him.



  “Fuck…” Mako breathed trying to take a deep breath. “Fuck fuck fuck.”



  “I would like to hear your side of things, please,” Korra said in a warning tone. Mako swallowed his panic and anger, plopping back down on the bed and dropping his head into his hands. 



  “It was a mistake...the worst one I’ve ever made, even. I feel awful.” He shook his head. “I can’t believe she told you...why did you meet up with her?” He asked, lifting his head. “To talk about me?”



  “Because we’re friendly, and I wanted to ask her what happened since you kept dodging all my questions about the breakup. Mako, you need to make things right with her.” Korra stated, sitting down next to him again.



  “Friendly? You’re telling me you’re friends with my ex girlfriend?” Mako felt the tension rise between them. 



  “I really like her, Mako. She wants to get to know me better, so…”


“No.”

 “What?”


  “I said no! That’s so weird, Korra! What is the motivation for that? It makes me so uncomfortable!” He said exasperatedly. “Is she trying to get back at me? Did you tell her about us? This is so fucking weird.”



  “No, what’s weird is you hiding things from me. I knew I was essentially the cause of the breakup, but not like...like 
  
    that.
  
  ” Korra lectured. Mako merely frowned, realizing the truth in her words. “I’m sorry if it makes you uncomfortable, but you don’t get to control who I hang out with.” 



  “I know…” Mako said dejectedly. “It’s just really...odd. I really...hurt her…” Korra nodded in agreement. “And...we?”



  “It makes me really uncomfortable too. And to answer your question, she doesn’t know about us. But I can’t help but assume she knows something is probably up considering what...happened…” Korra muttered as they both fell silent again.



  “I mean, I understand why she wanted to be friends with you when she was my girlfriend...but now? After what happened? Even if she doesn’t know about us...that’s weird!”



  “I’m not totally sure, either. But, I think she’s great, and I’d like to be friends with her.” Korra said firmly.


“She is. I just keep fucking up…” He repeated his words from the previous night, and he got the same worrisome look on his face, which Korra resolved to nip in the bud immediately.

 “Nuh uh uh, do not fall back into that self destructive mode again.” She maneuvered herself to her knees, leaning against his back and hugging him. “I just want you to make things right with her. I’m not asking you guys to be BFFs again, but she deserves an apology. And I guess I wont tell her about us until we go public, if that’s what you want…” Korra offered a bargaining chip. Mako took a few moments to mull it over.


  “Okay.” He said simply, holding her arm with his hand. 



  “Really?” Korra asked in surprise. 



  “Yeah. I need to fix things with her. Or at least, apologize. It’s been eating me up. I’ve been thinking about it so much...She’s such a great girl…I care about her a lot.” His voice trailed off. “I really fucked up. I was just feeling so confused about your confession and then we kissed at the party, and I-” He rambled. “I just went about things in the worst way.”



  “I’m proud of you for admitting that,” Korra said, squeezing him against her. “It makes me sad that you couldn’t be honest with me before. Like, why did you not tell me that you were full on exclusive with her? I had no idea you guys were that close, even from a friendship standpoint.”



  “Spirits, did she tell you everything?” Mako groaned. 



  “Just the basics...I’m sorry for going behind your back.” Korra stroked his hair.



  “Nah, you had every right to,” Mako sighed. “I guess I was just so messed up over everything, I didn’t know what to do. I feel bad that it took me fucking up this badly to have you.” He acknowledged. 



  “I think she’s the one that needs to hear that…” Korra remarked, scooting away from him and sliding off the bed, unsure of his sentiments. “Thank you for being mature about this. Is it going to be too weird for you if I’m friends with her?” Korra asked carefully. Mako swallowed hard. 



  “N-no.” He said as firmly as he could, knowing he had no right to ask Korra to avoid her. “Just...please don’t talk about me. It makes me so fucking anxious.” 



  “Of course. Seriously, Mako. Thank you. You have no idea how proud I am of you, right now.” She pushed off the edge of the bed, standing up to face him and kissing him gratefully. “I love you.” Mako nodded distractedly in agreeance. “I’m not a fan of hiding things, but if that’s what you think is best…” Korra pouted. Mako sighed, standing to his feet. 



  “Alright, we need to move onto a new topic before my head explodes. Uhh...breakfast? Those two should wake up anyways.”



  “Yeah, Opal totally missed her morning class,” Korra giggled, allowing Mako to direct them away from the heaviness of the conversation. She felt slightly guilty for the anxiety and discomfort she knew the conversation would inflict on Mako for the days to come, but she was pleasantly surprised that the conversation had gone as well as it had, surmising that Mako would've freaked out much harder upon learning of her friendship with Asami. Her heart was swelling with love and appreciation for his efforts to truly improve.



  “Goodmorning!” They both heard Bolin’s cheerful voice greet them as they entered the living room, Mako’s demeanor slightly rigid still as his mind reeled over Korra’s words. There wasn’t really anything he could do at this point except for what she told him to. He had hurt everyone around him enough. It was time to take charge and fix things, even if he had to do it kicking and screaming. “Did you sleep in Korra’s room?” he asked quizzically as Opal sat up beside him and rubbed her eyes.



  “On the floor!” Korra said quickly. Bolin nodded unsuredly at this.



  “Hey…” Opal said quietly. 



  “Good morning, Opal. Sorry for falling asleep on you! You could’ve just woken me up and had me move so you could sleep in your bed! I feel bad,” Bolin said with a soft frown, turning to face her. 



  “That’s okay...It was...nice!” Opal blushed furiously. Bolin grinned politely at the girl before turning back to face Mako and Bolin.



  “Is that Mako’s sweatshirt?” Bolin asked.



  “You know I always steal you guy’s clothes,” Korra forced a laugh. She wasn’t sure if they’d be able to hide things for much longer. She glanced over at Mako, who was gazing intently at the floor. She needed to get the Bolin and Opal train off the tracks already so her lover’s brother would get off her case.



  “Okay! Um...I’m going to make breakfast.” Mako clapped his hands together awkwardly. “Or, um...lunch.” 



  “Oh, shit...I should really go to my class.” Bolin said, checking his phone for the time. 



  “You can take my car and pick me up after,” Mako offered. 



  “Oh, perfect. I think I have enough time to stop by home and get changed. Thanks bro!” Bolin clambered off the couch, scooping his belongings into his arms and swinging his gym bag over his shoulder. Mako grabbed his keys from where they hung at the doorway and tossed them to his brother.



  “Bye bro! Bye Opal! Bye Korra! I hope you feel better!” He waved cheerfully, slipping on his shoes and slamming the door shut behind him. The three remaining friends let out a collectively held breath. 



  “TELL ME EVERYTHING!” Korra said excitedly, running over to Opal’s side, desperate to rid herself of the residual guilt of the heavy conversation she just had with Mako, as he made his way to the kitchen to scrounge something up. Naga came trotting into the living room, demanding treats from her owner, who waved her off in favor of Opal’s information.



  “Korra!” Opal said quietly, flicking her head over towards Mako’s direction in the kitchen.



  “Don’t mind me, I won’t pretend to know how girl’s minds work,” Mako muttered, turning his back to the women as he began to chop up a bell pepper he found in the fridge. Korra rolled her eyes at his words.



  “Just ignore him, that’s what I do.” Mako flipped her off before returning to his work. 



  “Nothing even happened, anyways.” Opal gritted her teeth nervously. “We got back and waited around for you guys for a bit, and then he suggested we watch a movie. Then he fell asleep on my shoulder, and I was too nervous to move and wake him. And so I fell asleep, and we cuddled. It was nice.” She blushed again. Korra nodded, smiling. She shot Opal her recognizable 
  
    “bitch you will not BELIEVE what happened” 
  
  look, silently informing her roommate that they would have an exciting discussion after Mako left. 



  “So…?” Opal whispered.



  “Don’t even get me started…” Korra grinned half heartedly.


 

  







22. Lose U


    
    Tahno listened halfheartedly as his room and teammate Ming made a mildly amusing remark as they chatted during a break at practice. He was having a hard time listening as the other guys on the team joked around over their protein shakes as he watched Korra’s squat set intently. He didn’t care if it was obvious or creepy as his eyes followed the team captain's stroll over to Korra and handed her some water, which she gratefully accepted. 

 Bastard doesn’t know how lucky he is, Tahno lips curved into a snarl.

“Dude. You still hitting that?” Ming asked casually, his eyes flicking over to Korra and Mako’s obvious flirting as their other teammates left the conversation. Tahno shot daggers at his roommate, who lifted his arms in surrender and walked back to join another conversation. 


   What does Mako have that I don’t? His hair is weird and he’s socially awkward. Spirits, I sound like a girl.  


Tahno shook his head to clear his thoughts, watching Mako pull away from Korra and walk over to the fountain to fill his water bottle. Now was his chance. 

“Hey, uhvatar,” his low voice growled playfully as Korra lifted up from her squat.

“Ugh. That stupid nickname is almost worse than princess.” She rolled her eyes, re-racking the weights and looking at him expectantly.

“So, um, Ming and I are having a game night at our place tonight, and-” Tahno began.

“Is Ga Eun gonna be there?” Contempt clouded her delicate features. 

“Um...I think so?” Tahno was taken aback by her abrupt interruption.

“Then pass,” Korra wiped the sweat from her brown and bent down to retrieve the bottle of water that their captain had filled for her.

“Aw, c’mon. Don’t reject me with this, too!” Tahno joked, watching Korra’s face instantly drop. “Eh...sorry. Bad joke. But you should come! It’ll be fun.”

“Maybe...who else is gonna be there?” Korra asked unsurely.

“Hasook, Hong Li, Shaozu, some of Ming’s friends, I think Bolin…” Tahno’s voice trailed off. 

“What about Mako?” Korra questioned. Tahno rolled his eyes. 

“He said he was busy,” he said flatly.  “Not that he’ll be missed,” he added under his breath. He hated hangouts with Mako, who was often a total square when it came to ‘party favors’ and often inadvertently hogged all of the female attention with his tall frame and disgustingly good looks. 

“Hmm...can I bring my roommate?” Korra placed a hand on her chin in contemplation, the wheels of her mind spinning at the mention that Bolin would be in attendance.

“That really pretty girl with the pageboy haircut? Ming will be excited.” Tahno ran his fingers through his curly hair, flipping it back before resuming his casual pose.

“EW. I’m trying to set her up with Bolin. Tell Ming to fuck off.” Korra stuck her tongue out.

“Damn, chill. Yes you can bring her. I’ll tell Ming to disengage." Tahno grinned as Korra feigned severe gagging. Just then, Mako made his way back over to them, his curiosity piqued seeing Tahno standing so close.

“What’s up, Tahno?” He asked in a stern voice. Tahno’s smile faded instantly, muttering some excuse before making his way back to his other teammates.

“I don’t like you talking to him,” Mako said emphatically. Korra tipped her head back in a laugh.

“Why?” she sputtered, sipping her water.

“You know damn well why.” Mako replied, catching her gaze with piercing eyes.

“Pfshhh, don’t worry about him. I’ve got my eyes on somebody else.” Korra waggled her eyebrows at him. Mako felt his jealousy fade away as a small grin spread across his face. “I will say I appreciate the jealousy, though. Now you know how it feels.” She teased, punching him lightly in his arm.

“Spirits you’re such a brat,” Mako said boldly. His expression unchanging as he watched Korra’s eyes widen slightly at his words. 

“Oh?” She took a step closer to him, lowering her voice.  “And what are you going to do about it?” Mako bit his lip, tearing his gaze away from her before shaking his head and making his way back over to the team to formally conclude practice. Korra smiled confidently, placing her hands on her hips to bask in her win. Mako could try all he wanted, but she was the real one in charge. 

“Hey! Korra!” Bolin waved from across the room excitedly, making his way over to his friend. “Did Tahno tell you about his thing tonight? Are you going?” He asked. Korra wanted to yawn at Bolin’s never ending energy. 

“Still deciding.” She said simply, walking over to fetch her gym bag as Bolin followed alongside her. 

“You should come! It’ll be fun! We could get dinner bef-” He started.

“Okay yeah I’ll think about it!” Korra quickly interrupted the beginning of his proposition. She was now about 99% sure that Bolin harbored some unrequited feelings for her, and she didn’t want to have to deal with rejecting him and the inevitable uncomfortableness that would cause. Pushing him towards Opal would resolve that issue in addition to making her roommate happy, so she was really gunning for it. 

After a quick shower, a few hours of homework and catching up on her messages, Korra finally flopped down tiredly on her bed, unsure of whether or not she wanted to put forth the effort into getting ready for a social gathering. Just then, a light knock on her door sounded before her roommate popped her head in.

“Hey, are you hungry? I’m in the mood for some watertribe food. Wanna grab Narook’s to go and watch a movie?” Her roommate suggested.

“Ugh, that sounds good. But listen, Tahno invited me to-”

“Tahno!?” Opal jumped at Korra’s words, entering the room and hurrying over to the bed. “You’re not still seeing him? Aren’t you and Mako-”

“Opal. Let me get two words out,” Korra replied in annoyance. Opal apologized, letting her continue.

“To answer your question, I still don’t exactly know where Mako and I stand, so thanks for reminding me,” she frowned. “But as I was  saying, Tahno invited me to a game night at his place tonight, and Bolin is going. Do you want to go?” she asked flatly. 

“Um?? Yes, of course! Ugh I need to fix my hair,” Opal shot up from the bed. 

“Oh hey, Tahno told me that Ming thinks you’re hot,” Korra said absentmindedly, rolling over to her stomach and opening her phone to scroll through instagram.

“Really? He’s so cute... “ Opal blushed furiously. 

“Blech. Maybe on the outside,” Korra retorted, liking a few random posts. “Eyes on the prize, baby.”

“Yeah, you’re right,” Opal said seriously. “Is Mako going?” 

“Apparently he’s busy, but i get the feeling he didn’t get an invite,” Korra snorted. Opal frowned.

“That’s mean. Especially if Bolin is going.” 

“Not when the host is super into Mako’s ...whatever I am,” Korra’s face fell. Opal winced at the sight. 

“M’kay, I’m gonna go get ready then, she exited Korra’s room without waiting for a reply. Korra groaned, wishing Opal hadn’t said yes to the get together. Things with Tahno were still somewhat awkward, not to mention dealing with Ga Eun. Reluctantly, she dragged herself out of bed and padded over to her closet, settling on Mako’s Republic City University hoodie and a pair of leggings. She brushed her hair back, not bothering with any makeup or accessories, and slipped into her boots. 

After filling Naga’s foodbowl and scarfing down some of last night’s leftovers, she knocked on Opal’s door. 

“Ready to go?” Korra asked, stretching her arms over her head in a yawn so that the hoodie slipped over her exposed abs.

“Are you not wearing a shirt under that?” Opal asked in confusion.

“No? It’s comfortable as shit. You never do that?” Korra replied, equally as confused. 

“No…” Opal stood up, taking one more quick glance at herself in the mirror.

“You look cute,” Korra mumbled. Opal donned a soft pink sweater, a pair of light wash jeans, and small gold hoops in her ears that she wore often.

“Thank ya kindly,” she replied. 

“You cool to drive?” Korra asked, walking back into the kitchen, the sudden noise causing Naga’s ears to perk up from where she lay on the couch.

“Imagine if you got your license,” Opal replied sarcastically. 

“You know I’m a terrible driver,” Korra snapped back. “It’s like a 5 minute drive.”

“Yeah, yeah,” Opal grabbed her keys from the rack by the front door. “You know, I feel really awkward around Tahno, to be honest with you. He kinda creeps me out.”

“Why?” Korra asked incredulously, running her hands through her still slightly damp hair and locking the door behind them as they stepped out of the apartment. 

“Cause every time he’d come over for a booty call, he wouldn’t talk to me. I’d just like, hide in my room.” Opal shuddered as she opened the drivers side door of her car.

“He’s not very friendly, no…” Korra trailed off, remembering their abrasive first meeting where he had offered some ‘private lessons’. They could joke about it now, especially since she had eventually taken him up on the offer, but it wasn’t very difficult to concede to Tahno’s arrogance. "But, it’ll be fine. Fair warning, though. Ming gets pretty handsy when he’s drunk.”

“I thought we were playing games?” Opal turned back to look behind them as she backed out of her parking spot.

“Mmm, yeah, but Shaozu always has these fancy shooters and other shit that he brings and Ming is a total lightweight. He’s fucking annoying. Just stick close to me and Bolin, okay?” She pulled out her phone to text Tahno that she was on the way. Just as she hit send, she received a DM on instagram that made her heart fall into her ass.

 


  Instagram



  @asamisato: hey Korra, I hope you’re feeling better. Would you like to go shopping with me on thursday? I have a gala I’m attending in the Fire Nation this weekend that I need a new dress for. Let me know :)


 

Korra breathed out sharply. “Asami just invited me to go shopping on thursday.” 

“Is there a problem?” Opal asked her, turning where Korra directed. 

“I just feel so awkward. Last time I saw her was pretty intense...and I don’t know what to do or say about Mako…” Korra dropped her head into her hand in frustration. 

“Normally I wouldn’t suggest this, but…” Opal breathed in deeply, turning into Tahno’s apartment complex. “Maybe you shouldn’t tell her.” Korra turned to face her in shock as Opal put the car in park. “At least, not right now...I mean, you and Mako aren’t even official. And you don’t know her that well yet. There’s no reason to freak her out with the fact that you guys are sleeping together. For now you’re just the best friend. For all she knows, it's Mako that has feelings. Why make it a bigger deal than it is? Worry about it when there is something to tell.” Their eyes met, Opal’s brow furrowed in concentration and Korra’s lifted in surprise. 

“Who are you and what have you done with Opal.” she breathed out.

“Let’s talk about it more later,” Opal replied, undoing her seatbelt and getting out of the car. Korra inhaled deeply, looking down at her phone again unsurely as her thumbs hovered over the keyboard.

 


  Instagram



  @korrathelegend: I think thursday works for me!


 

 

 

 

 

  







23. Scene Three - Stomach Tied In Knots


    
     

“Korra!” Ming opened the front door from their knock, pulling her into a hug. The princess reciprocated reluctantly, pushing past him to greet her other acquaintances as light music played over the television. “Korra’s roommate!” Korra’s eyes scanned the room, spotting Hasook stood in the corner with some people that Korra didn’t recognize, presumably the friends Tahno had mentioned when he had extended the invitation. Opal trailed behind carefully, muttering a hello to Ming as he practically undressed her with his eyes while she walked past. 

“Hey Hong Li!” Korra hugged her adorable freshman friend, who was engrossed in a conversation with Shaozu over at the kitchen breakfast bar. 

“Damn, I haven’t seen you in ages! It’s been what, 4 hours?” He joked, wrapping his arms around her. They broke apart and Korra did a quick friendly handshake with Shaozu, who handed her a drink.

“This is my roommate, Opal.” Korra turned around to present her friend.

“Oh, wait. Your mom is Suyin Beifong, right? I’m from Zaofu, too!” Hong Li said excitedly. 

“Oh, haha yeah!” Opal blushed in embarrassment. 

“I’m considering enlisting in the Zaofu military after graduation,” Hong Li remarked, sipping his beer and leaning against the counter as Shaozu prepared another drink for Korra. Opal nodded politely.

“And for your friend?” he asked, taking a sip of his own drink.

“She’s more of a cocktail kinda girl,” Korra replied, tipping the drink back. 

“Pfsh, Tahno too,” Shaozu. “I’ll make you a cosmo,” he nodded toward Opal, who thanked him graciously. 

Korra let her eyes wander, walking over to the back wall of the living room and admiring the stunning new photographs on the wall. It had been a while since she had been to Tahno’s apartment, and a few things had noticeably been rearranged. The one that caught her eye was a quite tasteful portrait that stood at around 4 feet tall, black and white with a subtle nod to the female form canvassed in artful shadow as the subject sat.

“You know,” Tahno’s sultry voice creeped up behind her. “It’s very rude to come to someone’s house and not greet your host.” Korra whipped around, smirking at the boy that teased her. She let herself take him in fully; his navy crew neck sweater and blue jeans involuntarily weakening her knees a bit. He looked at her curiously, tipping his head to the side and pushing his bangs out of his eyes. “Are you checking me out?” he teased.

“Oh, shut up,” Korra rolled her eyes in an attempt to hide how well he had read her. “Your photography is so good, T.” She was grateful that Tahno wasn’t acting any different around her, and the possibility of them being actual  friends for once in their lives started to actually materialize in front of her. “Where’s your girlfriend at, by the way?” The shot had let her nerves relax a bit, and she didn’t want to drink much more on account of it being a weekday, and out of fear that her behavior at Asami’s party last weekend would ever repeat.

“Thanks. She’s not coming,” Tahno grinned at the relief washing over Korra’s face. “And I told you to stop calling her that!” She rolled her eyes at him, and they smiled softly at each other in familiarity. 

“Alright, everybody gather around!” Korra heard Ming call everyone in the room. Just then, Bolin emerged from the guest bathroom, instantly spotting Korra and making his way over to her excitedly. 

“Korra! I’m so glad you could make it!” His enthusiasm made Korra wince. Tahno’s eyebrows raised slightly, his adept nature instantly picking up on the implications of the situation. 

“We’re starting the game now,” he said casually, hooking Korra’s fingers with his and pulling her over to the couch to sit next to him. Bolin hurried behind them, disappointment clouding his face when Tahno led them to the large arm chair at the corner of the coffee table. The chair barely fit both of them, causing Korra to sit slightly on the arm rest. Hasook sat on the floor beside some of Ming’s friends that Korra hadn’t been introduced to.

“Are you sure you don’t want to sit in my lap, princess?” Tahno ghosted quietly over Korra’s ear. 

“I will beat your ass,” Korra replied, somewhat shocked at his boldness. She presumed he was masking his hurt from her rejection by amping up the flirting, but she didn’t mind as she was comfortable with where they stood. Tahno merely grinned up at her, causing Korra’s heart to pang. He really was ridiculously handsome. She understood why he had so many fangirls. And it was really nice to have someone so openly express their desires to her. It made her feel valued and wanted; something Mako wasn’t very good at. She shook her head to clear her thoughts, tearing her eyes away from Tahno and glancing over to Opal, who sat down on the sectional couch in between Hong Li and Bolin, who sat dejectedly and cast wistful glances over to Korra and Tahno.

“Spirits, he’s got it bad,” Tahno whispered so lowly it was barely audible.

“Shut the fuck up,” Korra hissed defensively as Ming explained the rules of the game they were going to play in a tipsy haze.

“You’re so cruel...rejecting me, stringing Bolin along while you date his brother-” he teased.

“It isn’t like that,” Korra whispered fiercely. 

“I mean, can you blame him?” Tahno replied in all seriousness. Korra leaned back and caught his gaze, blue eyes meeting intently as Ming directed Shaozu to shuffle the cards.

“S-strip poker?” Opal sputtered at Ming’s annoucement, nearly choking on her cosmopolitan. Ming nodded excitedly, finishing up his explanation of the rules as Shaozu handed everyone their cards. 

“Hellll yeah,” one of the unnamed girls chimed in.

“Don’t worry, Opal. I’ll help you!” Hong Li said sweetly. Korra’s brow furrowed at this suspiciously.  Gahh! Hong Li, don’t fuck up Bopal with your irresistable charm! 

“Looks like your plans are unraveling,” Tahno whispered, leaning forward and retrieving the cards that Shaozu handed to him before dealing Korra’s.

“Have I ever told you how obnoxiously inquisitive you are?” Korra seethed, leaning back into the chair and letting her arm fall against him. Tahno merely smirked, leaning his head against her shoulder gently as they waited for everyone to get their cards.

Ming directed everyone through the gameplay as they all looked around for who had the worst hand.

“Flush!” Hasook said excitedly.

Korra reluctantly flipped her terrible hand over. “Aw, shit, if it isn’t the ‘avatar’ herself!” Ming goaded her along with her nickname. 

“Yeah, yeah,” Korra muttered, ripping off her hoodie. Her chest billowed down, exposing her black lace bra as she looked up nonchalantly. “What?” she asked, the vast majority of the room sat with their jaw unhinged at the curve of her chest. 

“Damn, Korra. Most people start with a sock, or something.” Hasook muttered in disbelief. Ming’s fangirls stared at Korra in shock at her boldness. 

“Where the hell is your shirt?” Hong Li giggled.

“Spirits, I’m not drunk enough for this. You guys are so fucking annoying,” Korra muttered grouchily. “What, you’ve never seen tits before? Grow up, horny ass motherfuckers.” She lifted herself from the chair and shuffled over to the bar, pouring herself a shot and then another before returning. Everyone shifted uncomfortably in their seats as Ming awkwardly began the next hand, everyone slightly unnerved at her abrasiveness in response to their light teasing. Korra couldn’t care less at the impression she was making on Ming’s stupid friends.

“Aw shidddd, let’s go Hong Li! Take it off, honey!” Ming whooped at the next round. 

“Prepare for the show, baby,” Hong Li joked back, pulling his track pants down to his ankles and casting them to the side before sinking back down into his seat. Opal blushed furiously as he winked at her. Korra couldn’t help but notice that Bolin hadn’t taken his eyes off of her once, and despite her general comfortability with showing a bit of skin, she couldn't help feeling unnerved at her friend's piercing gaze. She felt the alcohol coursing its way through her system as her roommate removed her sweater so that she was only in her tank top. After a few more rounds, Hong Li was the clear loser, now down to just his boxers.

“Guys, c’mon!” He protested as he lost yet another round. “Don’t make me take off my underwear, too!” 

“Rules are rules, Hongy,” Ming’s drunken drawl commanded.

“You tryna catch a case, bro? There’s girls here. Keep it in your pants,” Shaozu said firmly. “Ming, I’m cutting you off. And calling the game, too.”

“Boo!” Ming protested as Shaozu stood up, pulling the drink from his friend’s hands. Opal made nervous eye contact with Korra, who was now down to just her underwear. 

 I told you, she mouthed with an annoyed expression. So far, Opal remained the most clothed with just her sweater being removed. Shaozu was next with his careful removal of his intricate jewelry, one by one so that he was still mostly clothed. Then it was Tahno and Ming, who had only removed their shirts and socks, before getting to Korra and Hong Li, who sat exposed in just their undergarments. Bolin had managed to avoid removing anything besides his jacket and socks as he sat uncharacteristically quietly, which didn’t go unnoticed by Korra as he avoided her gaze. 

“Are we done? Can I get dressed? I’m cold.” Korra whined.

“I can warm you up!” Ming slurred.

“Oh, for Yangchen’s sake. You’re so gross,” Korra rolled her eyes, leaning back against the chair and snuggling up to Tahno, much to his surprise. Their skin was electrifying to the touch as Korra’s spotty vision began to tire her. Shaozu chuckled at Korra’s sass, telling everyone to get dressed, which they happily obliged.

“As the two losers, you guys gotta do something else embarrassing!” Ming said sloppily as he pulled his shirt back on over his head.

“Like what?” Hong Li groaned. Korra glared over at Ming as she shimmied back into her leggings. Ming stood, slightly swaying for a second as he thought.

“Oh! I know! 7 minutes in heaven!” He perked up suddenly.

“NO!” Tahno, Bolin, and Korra simultaneously shouted out.

“My feelings,” Hong Li feigned offense, grinning at Korra, who returned his expression faintly.

“Are we in seventh grade? You’re such an idiot, Ming.” Korra groaned.

“Nope. You gotta,” Ming declared, stepping into his pants and tripping over onto the couch as he tried to get them on. “I’m so dizzy.”

“Ugh, fine!” Korra threw her hands up in defeat, not wanting to raise another stink. Opal shot her a concerned look from across the room as Hong Li pulled his shirt down over his abs. 

“Hah. You should’ve stayed undressed then, babe,” he joked, waggling his eyebrows at her.

“I could say the same for you, handsome,” Korra joked back, making a big scene of taking his hand and leading him over to Ming’s bedroom door as Shaozu whooped and hollered along with Ming. Tahno stared at her with a blank expression as she passed him, and Bolin was crestfallen, remaining silent. Korra knew it was mean, but she hoped this would send the message to Bolin indirectly, especially since Opal hadn’t made any efforts with him in the current get together.

Hong Li shut the door behind them, spinning around to see Korra sitting down on the bed and clutching her head. 

“I’m such a fucking lightweight,” Korra chuckled. 

“Haha, me too. That’s why I just had that one beer.” He made his way over to sit beside her. “I know we aren’t actually gonna do anything, don’t worry.” He reassured her as her eyes darted up to him when he sat. “I’ll be honest though, I had the fattest crush on you at the beginning of the semester.” 

“Aw, really?” Korra turned completely so that they faced each other.

“Yeah,” Hong Li rubbed the back of his neck. “But doesn’t everyone? I mean, Ming doesn’t hide it. And there’s been quite a few rumors about you and Tahno…”

“Blech. Ming is so disgusting. I don’t care if he’s sexy, his personality ruins it.” 

“Oooo so the Tahno rumors are true? I see right through that half answer,” Hong Li giggled, poking her side. 

“Shhhh!” Korra giggled.

“I’ll tell you a secret too, so we’re even. Don’t tell anyone...but…” he turned away slightly in embarrassment. 

“Awww, you can tell me, cutie.” Korra’s drunken stupor caused her to lean over towards him. “Somebody else on the team?” She guessed, proven to be accurate as Hong Li’s blush deepend in the lowlight of Ming’s room. “You can tell me. I won’t make fun of you.” She reassured him.

“Okay. well...it’s M-mako.” He admitted, squeezing his eyes shut. Korra’s eyes widened for a moment before she burst into a fit of giggles. “Hey! You promised you wouldn’t laugh!” Hong Li giggled, pushing her playfully. 

“You are so fucking cute it makes me wanna die,” She felt her vision start to cloud as she fell into him. “I want to adopt you.”

“Ah yes, just what every guy wants to hear from a hot girl,” he quipped, brushing her bangs from her eyes gently.

“Mako is really handsome, isn't he? That’s my best friend, that’s my best friend,” Korra sang, the intoxication in her voice even more prevalent.

“Maybe you should lay down,” Hong Li chuckled, pushing her back onto the bed gently.

“At least buy me dinner first,” Korra joked, looking up at her friend. Hong Li smiled genuinely at her, checking his phone for the time. Korra pulled him down playfully on top of her.

“Goddamn...you really do have everyone wrapped around your little finger, don’t you?” He whispered, leaning down slowly to test the waters. He knew she was too drunk to actually do anything, but his curiosity got the better of him.

“Are you gonna kiss me?” Korra asked, a lazy smile gracing her lips. Hong Li was charming, and it was all in innocent fun, so why not? She was still reeling from Mako refusing to label their relationship, and a peck wouldn’t be the end of the world. The absurdity of finding out Hong Li had a crush on her would-be boyfriend was too hilarious in her mind. And In her drunken haze, she considered herself a technically free woman.

“Depends. Is it okay if I kiss you?” Hong Li whispered. Korra pulled him down to her, shoving her tongue in his mouth for her answer. Her teammate kissed her back softly, his body weight pressing into her as she scaled back the intensity of the kiss. He moved his lips against hers slowly and unsurely, the passion of their embrace building slightly as he grinded against her. Suddenly, he lifted up, breaking the contact. “Ahh, I shouldn’t. You’re too drunk,” he remarked. 

“Mmm, you’re such a good guy,” she remarked, sitting up.

“Nah, the bar is just on the floor.” His mouth curved to the side. “Girls are so used to shitty guys that when someone treats them with basic respect, they get called a ‘good guy’.” 

“Wow, feminist king!” Korra jested, leaning against him and hugging him against her. He snorted at her words. “But nah, it’s not just that. You are a good guy! I’m glad you’re my friend,” she reassured him.

“Thanks, Korra,” he smiled at her delicately before checking his phone. “And, that’s 7 minutes. Wanna head back out there? You feeling okay?” 

“Yeah, I should just eat something, probably. I don’t wanna have a,” She paused to burp, slamming her fist into her chest. “Really bad hangover tomorrow.”

“Oh, true. So what are we telling everybody that we did?” He smirked.

“I sucked your dick, of course.” Korra laughed. Hong Li’s eyes widened in shock, suddenly understanding her motivation.

“Damn, you got me to finish in 7 minutes? Head game STOOPID.” He laughed, pausing a moment to contemplate her words further. “Ooo wait. I see. Using me to make Tahno jealous?” He teased, taking her hands and lifting her to her feet. He carefully grabbed her by her waist and helped her off the bed.

“Hahaha, no, I’m just giving you some clout with the guys on the team. Many have tried, few have succeeded,” Korra declared. 

“Explains why Ming slut shames you so often. He must’ve been one of the unsuccessful ones,” Hong Li remarked thoughtfully.

“You got it,” Korra nodded, rolling her eyes. She knew Ming wasn’t super well liked around the rest of the team anyways, so she didn’t really care what he thought or said about her. She knew that the people that actually mattered wouldn’t believe any of his bullshit anyways. “And it was the head of your LIFE, by the way!” 

“You got it, baby.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

  







24. Addicted To Me


    
    
  They reentered the party, spotting Hasook and a few of the nameless women at the front door being seen off by Shaozu as they waved farewell to everyone. Their little tryst in the bedroom seemed to be unimportant to the majority as Korra plopped down onto the armchair.



  “Ready to go?” Opal walked over to her, checking her phone. Korra scrolled through her messages, noticing that Mako had left her on read yet again. She was getting fed up at this point. The previous comment about not going public with their relationship was beginning to wear on her heavily. Why did he care so much what other people thought? Was he ashamed to be with her? Her drunken mind was reeling with all of the negative possibilities as her head continued to pound.



  “No, I’m gonna stay,” she looked up at her roommates concerned green eyes. 



  “No, you should come home and get some rest. You overdid it again,” Opal replied, grabbing Korra’s hand to pull her to her feet. 



  “No! I gotta talk to Tahno. Where’s Bolin? Go talk to him,” Korra said sloppily, ripping her arm away.



  “He left already!” Opal said exasperatedly. “You can talk to him tomorrow at practice! Everyone’s leaving!” 



  “What? Why did everyone lame out all of a sudden? And you like, didn’t even talk to him at all!” Korra groaned, her eyes flashing over to Shaozu, who was in the kitchen putting things away. 



  “Ugh. You’re impossible when you’re like this.” She ignored her words. “Tahno!” Opal called from across the room. The party host glanced up at her in surprise, engrossed in a conversation with Hong Li as the freshman retrieved his keys from where they hung. “Can you make sure she gets home safe?” Tahno nodded in surprise as Opal whisked around, letting the front door slam behind her.



  “Bye, Korra’s roommate!” Ming shouted after her, tripping over nothing as he made his way over to Korra on the chair. “Hey.”



  “...Hi,” Korra said testily, looking back at her phone. 
  
    Please respond!
  



  “Well, I’m headed out!” Hong Li waved his arm over his head, the last party guest besides Korra. “Thanks for the BJ,” he said in mock casualty, leaning down to embrace Korra and kiss her cheek. 



  “Any time,” she grinned weakly, sinking into the chair further. She had half a mind to call Mako right now and give her a piece of it.



  “Oh shit!” Ming said as Hong Li left. “You guys really-?”



  “Yep. I guess you’re the only one I won’t touch!” Korra said sassily.



  “Spirits, why are you such a bitch all the time? I think you need to get laid so you can lighten up,” Ming leaned away from her, pouting. Korra rolled her eyes, not even dignifying his words with a response as she lifted herself off the couch and made her way to the kitchen where Tahno was helping Shaozu clean up.



  “Hey, Uhvatar,” Tahno grinned at her lightly, placing the last few cups into the dishwasher. Korra peered over at him, her intoxicated brain suddenly getting a very stupid idea. 



  “‘Aight, I’ll see ya’ll tomorrow at practice!” Shaozu said, sliding his fingers across Tahno’s hand and bumping their fists together before giving Korra a polite one armed hug, which she returned. “Get this one into bed,” he gestured to the couch, where Ming had already dozed off.



  “So, what’s up? Why didn’t you go with Opal?” Tahno looked at her expectantly as the front door slammed shut. Korra let her eyelids droop and her lips curve at the ends in an all too familiar expression, and the party host suddenly understood why she had hung back.



  “Korra…” he muttered, shaking his head. “We can’t.”



  “Why not?” She asked, taking a step closer. 



  “Because you’re taken, and contrary to popular belief I have feelings. And it doesn’t feel very good to be used as a distraction from somebody else.” He lectured her with one hand on his hip. 



  “I’m not even taken! And didn’t you hear from your roomie? I’m the team slut!” Korra sputtered emphatically.



  “What? Don’t listen to Ming, he’s an asshole. You’re not a slut,” Tahno said with confusion. “Or, if you are, then that’s okay too,” he backtracked, trying to be supportive. Korra’s sad grin turned into a more genuine one as she watched Tahno struggle to make her feel better. “What’s going on? Talk to me.” He placed a comforting hand on her shoulder, which she glanced at for a moment before grabbing it and leading him to his room past a sleeping Ming, who had begun snoring softly. 



  She plopped down on the bed, limbs flailed out like a starfish as Mako’s hoodie rode up her belly, exposing her abs. Tahno sat beside her carefully, gently pushing her bangs out of her face. He felt pathetic again, listening to the girl he had fallen so hard for whine about another guy.



  “So...what did you mean by saying you’re not taken? I’m confused.” He combed his hair away from his vision carefully. 



  “I told you, it’s complicated…” Korra groaned, flipping over to her stomach. Tahno placed his hand on her back, stroking down gently. “I feel sick. Can you get me some water?” Korra muttered. He nodded, getting up gently from the bed so as not to disturb her.



  “This feels familiar,” he joked, returning with a glass of water and some crackers. “Eat these,” he instructed. Korra sat up, munching down on crackers and gulping down half the glass. 



  “Yeah, yeah. I overdid it. Everyone was pissing me off.”



  “Everyone? Or…” Tahno looked away from her. “Or Mako?” 



  “Ugh! Don’t remind me. He told me he doesn’t want to be exclusive right now. How can he say that but tell me he loves me? It makes no sense!” 



  “Woah...love? Damn. It’s more serious than I thought. And here I thought I’d just have to play the waiting game,” he said. Korra turned and looked at him. “I was just messing around.” He said seriously at her stone cold face. “So then, you and Hong Li-”



  “No, haha,” Korra grinned, sipping the water again. “We just talked.”



  “Ming is such a fucking idiot sometimes. His belligerence is totally why everyone left,” Tahno grunted, flipping his bangs away from his face dramatically. 



  “Tahno,” Korra said suddenly.



  “Hmm?” he asked, turning back to face her. 



  “I’m sorry for being a dick. I know I shouldn’t really be coming to you with all of this considering your feelings. I just...you’re like my closest guy friend outside of Bolin, and I’m basically in the same boat with him but he doesn’t know as much, and I’m sure Mako doesn’t want him to.” 



  “Princess, breathe!” Tahno said. Korra inhaled and exhaled deeply. “It’s fine. We’re friends. I’ll get over you eventually; you aren’t so special,” he grinned at her.



  “Does emotion really make you so uncomfortable that you have to deflect every serious topic with a joke?” she asked suddenly. Tahno’s eyes widened at the call out.



  “I hate drunk Korra.” He breathed out deeply.



  “Meee tooo.” she sighed, sitting up. She felt her head slowly begin to calm down from how badly it was spinning earlier. “Alright, enough talk. Let’s do this,” she said, ripping Mako’s sweatshirt off and reaching to unhook her bra.



  “Korra, what the hell are you doing?” Tahno turned away from her sharply, blushing furiously.



  “Getting undressed so we can have sex?” Her vocal tone rose as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. “Why are you acting so embarrassed? It’s nothing you haven’t seen before.”



  “Just because I-!” Tahno said defensively. “Girl, you are a mess. Put your clothes back on.” he shielded his eyes from her nakedness out of respect.



  “You’re seriously gonna turn me down right now? C’mon…” Korra purred, removing her bra fully and linking her arms around him, shimmying forward and pressing herself up against him. “You know you want to.”



  “Spirits…” Tahno groaned as she leaned in to kiss him. Their lips met in feverish contact, Korra immediately deepening the kiss and tugging at Tahno’s curls. “No. no no. We can’t.” He pulled away from her. 



  “Are you mad at me?” She sighed, leaning away from him.



  “No...I just don’t want to take advantage of you. You’re still drunk and you’re just upset at Mako so you’re trying to take it out with me. That’s what you were doing at Asami’s party too, I think.” He lifted off of the bed and handed her the sweatshirt. Korra sighed, shuffling past him and digging through his dresser until she found her favorite shirt of his to steal; an old taekwondo team he was on called the Wolfbats emblazoned on the front. She pulled it over her head as Tahno stared at her, dropping the sweater back down to the floor. 



  “You’re right. I just use the physical release to ignore all of my problems. I’m sorry.” She turned to face him.



  “You don’t need to be sorry...Believe me, I really, really want to…” His eyes trailed over her chest, the outline of her breasts visible through the thin material of the shirt. “But we can’t.” He sighed heavily, wondering if he had made the right choice for a brief moment. Here she was throwing herself at him, offering to satisfy his craving again. But he knew it was a bad idea. He respected her too much.



  “Do you wanna sleep over? I don’t have class tomorrow. You can have my bed and I’ll take the couch.” He offered. 



  “Ughhh stop being so sweet to me, I don’t deserve it.” Korra groaned, dropping her head into her hands.



  “It’s the least I can do. I acted fucking insane last week. But the truth is...I care about you regardless. I’m happy to be the guy you can depend on if it means I get to be around you…” he admitted, partially hoping she wasn’t drunk enough to remember how lame he was being.



  “Be around me? So you really do have a heart!” She ran over to him, jumping into his lap and hugging him. Tahno hugged her back desperately. He wanted her so badly that it hurt. And to hear that Mako had her and wasn’t even treating her properly? Well, that hurt even more. She pulled away, just enough for them to lock eyes again before she pressed her lips to his. 



  “Korra!” Tahno protested. He was this close to taking her up on her offer. 



  “Fine, fine,” she said airily, hopping off of his lap and pulling down her leggings so that she stood in just Tahno’s shirt and her black lace panties. 



  “You’re killing me, here,” he tipped his head back and groaned. 



  “Sleep in here with me,” Korra pouted cutely. Tahno simultaneously loved and hated drunk Korra. He loved how her sexuality seemed to amplify, but he hated her honesty and somehow increased awareness of those around her while under the influence. He stood up from the bed, kicking off his jeans and removing his sweater so that he stood in his boxers and undershirt before flopping back down onto the bed, patting the space next to him. He knew there was no point in arguing further, and he wanted to be as close to her as he could without giving in to something they would regret by morning. “Put on some of my pajama pants, please,” he asked, watching her hit the light switch before crawling over to him. 



  “Nah, I don’t think I will!” She replied, throwing the blanket over them and turning away from him before scooting as close as possible. She pressed her ass firmly against his crotch as he gently draped an arm over her waist, which she wiggled and adjusted strategically before lacing their fingers together. 



  “Korahahahaaaaaa.” He chuffed and groaned. “You just can’t make things easy, can you?” He growled, his erection pressing against her.



  “Last chance,” she taunted, yawning and letting her eyes flutter closed in the darkness.



  “Goodnight, 
  
    princess
  
  .” Tahno whispered through gritted teeth. They would talk more in the morning, in which she would be scolded for her behavior. There was no way Tahno was getting to sleep anytime soon; dozens of scenarios playing out in his mind as his core ached in desperation. 
  
    No no no, just go to sleep! 
  
  He thought to himself, wanting to jump out of his skin everytime Korra moved just a bit against him. He could be mad at her later. For now he wanted to enjoy this.


 

  







25. About A Girl


    
    Korra woke up in a haze, brain pounding against her skull as she confusedly looked around. Maroon sheets, dark gray walls, a pale arm draped over her casually. She turned over, taking in Tahno’s sleeping form as his chest rose and fell gently, curls cascading down his cheeks in serenity. Korra scooted closer to him, reaching out and gently caressing his sallow cheek, tracing down his eyebrow and then to his lips. He stirred slightly, lifting his chin to kiss her palm and letting his eyes flutter open. 

“Hey,” he said softly.

“Hey…” Korra replied, letting her fingers pull through his curls.

“How did you sleep?” Tahno yawned lightly, lifting the arm that was holding her and carefully piecing her bangs away from her face. Korra looked at his drooping eyes, long lashes sweeping down his cheeks. Wordlessly, she leaned forward and pressed her lips to his for a moment before pulling away.

“What was that for?” He smiled goofily in surprise. 

“Just...thanks. You keep being there for me when I don’t deserve it. I keep thinking about how just a week ago you couldn’t stand me and now…” Korra looked away from him. 

“No no, you mistake my desperate pining for hatred.” He joked, moving his hand down to her waist and pulling her closer against him so that their noses touched.

“So calling me a bitch was just you flirting?” Korra grinned.

“You said I didn’t last long in bed!” Tahno protested, his defenses relaxing when he saw Korra’s grin. “But seriously...none of that matters. I’m always gonna be there for you. I care about you a ridiculous amount. I hope you know that,” he sighed, letting his eyes glance away from her.

“You sure you don’t wanna have sex right now?” Korra whispered. 

“SPIRITS.” Tahno snorted. “And you say I’m the one that can’t handle serious conversations without making jokes.” He brushed their noses together, pecking her lips sweetly and staring at her.

“It wasn’t a joke,” Korra pouted, pulling the short hairs on the back of his neck the way he liked. Tahno let out a small involuntary moan, cheeks burning red at Korra’s smirk. 

“You’re playing a dangerous game, princess.” 

“You wanna go toe to toe with me, pretty boy?” They glared at each other playfully, daring the other to make a move.

“You’re too much,” Tahno cracked a smile before rolling away from her and standing up from the bed.

“Wasn’t joking!” Korra said in a sing-song voice, rolling to turn away from him and smacking her hand to her pounding head.

“Trust me,” Tahno stretched, yawning again. “I know. But like I said, I don’t wanna fuck you just because you’re mad at Mako. If we ever have sex again, it’s because you actually want  me, not a distraction from your problems with somebody else,” he said matter of factly. He needed to approach things in a more logical manner in order to prevent his feelings from being stomped all over again, especially if he was going to make this friendship work. Watching her throw herself at him in desperation over someone else was too painful. It wasn’t the same as before, where the casual sex was worth the price. He cared about her too much.

“Maybe you shouldn’t care about me so much... “ Korra said so lowly it was almost inaudible. 

“Hmm?” Tahno wanted her to repeat herself in case he heard her incorrectly. He walked around the bed to stand in front of her. Korra sat up and leaned against the bed frame, pulling her legs to her chest. 

“I don’t even know anymore...I don’t know what I want and I feel stupid for thinking I could get it when I figure it out.”

“What’s going on?” Tahno’s brows furrowed in concern, sitting back down at her feet. 

“It’s stuff with Mako. I’ve been cruel enough, I won’t bore you with the details.”

“It’s fine. You can talk to me. I mean, only if you want,” Tahno placed a careful hand on her knee. Korra shook her head. 

“Thanks...I’ve got all these wonderful people in my life that genuinely care for my well being...and I’ve done absolutely nothing to deserve it. I keep fucking up…”  Maybe this is how Mako feels.  

“Hey, don’t be so hard on yourself,” Tahno squeezed her knee comfortingly. “We all make mistakes. What’s more important is that you learn from ‘em and apologize when it’s necessary. That’s all anyone can ask for…” He looked away from her for a moment. He felt her move as she fell against him, pulling him against her. He held her tightly for a long time, and they sat in an uncomfortable silence.

“If you need me to, I’ll hold you until you’re okay again,” Tahno whispered, brushing his hand down her hair. Korra wanted to sob into him, overwhelming shame and embarrassment at her past behavior washing over her. What did Tahno, or Mako for that matter even like her for anyways? Sure, Tahno had acted like an insane and jealous freak before, but he had proven to be a real friend and actually stepped up to the task. All Korra had done was stomp all over his feelings and reopen old wounds to drown out her sorrows from someone else. She couldn’t help but feel overwhelmingly toward him, although the nature of those feelings were undeciphered. He was so...different from Mako in every way, wanting to spend time with her and take her out and admire her the way she deserved. Wordlessly, she pulled him against her, kissing him desperately to satisfy her craving for the emotional connection that Mako couldn’t provide. Tahno kissed her back carefully, tasting the residual alcohol on her breath as his hands trailed down to her waist and he lifted her onto his lap. She was making it so hard to say no. Korra groaned into the kiss as he palmed her ass, about 5 seconds away from tearing his shirt off of her before feeling her pull away.

“Fuck, I’m sorry…” She rolled off of him. They sat panting for a moment. Korra wanted to cry, her brain short circuiting at the contact. Even though it wasn’t technically cheating, it felt like a betrayal to both Mako and Tahno. Mako because she loved him and Tahno because she didn’t. 

“Spirits...you really almost had me, there.”

“I’m such a mess...I’m sorry,” she repeated, dropping her head into her hands. “You told me we shouldn't and I still tried. That wasn’t cool of me.”

“Eh, water under the bridge, princess,” He smiled weakly, attempting to calm himself. He knew it was better in the long run, but a large part of him wished she hadn’t stopped, despite the inevitable consequences.  “Umm...let’s have some breakfast,” he suggested, breaking the silence.

“Okay…” Korra said unsuredly. How could he forgive her so easily? She wanted to keep apologizing, over and over until it felt like it was real. 

“And for Yangchen’s sake could you put on some pants, please.” Tahno lifted himself from the bed again. “I’m sure Ming is still on the couch.” Korra rolled her eyes and clambered out of bed to slip on her leggings.  

Tahno waited for her at the bedroom entrance before they made their way to the kitchen, walking past Ming’s sleeping form snoring loudly on the couch. Korra stopped to bend down in front of her teammate as he slept soundly.

“HEY MING!!!” She shouted directly into his ear. Ming shot up in a disoriented panic.

“HUH? WHAT!?” he darted around. “Spirits, what the fuck Korra!” Ming’s heart was threatening to pound out of his chest. Korra slapped a hand over her mouth to stifle her laughs as Ming glared at her. “Did you sleep over? Oh shit...did you-”

“No.” Tahno interrupted sternly from the kitchen as he and Korra exchanged knowing glances. 

“Yeah, isn’t it obvious? I’m here for  you , Ming,” Korra said seductively, leaning forward with her lips puckered out exaggeratingly before erupting into laughter at Ming’s blush and surprised eyes, which quickly turned into anger and embarrassment.

“You’re such a bitch!” He grunted, swinging his legs over the side of the couch and stalking over to his room angrily.

“You’re evil, you know that?” Tahno muttered as Korra walked over to the breakfast bar to watch him work.

“Omurice?” she asked casually, ignoring his comment and watching him prepare the ingredients. Tahno merely nodded, focused on his task.

“Oh, you should probably call Opal. I don’t know if you remem-”

“Oh, shit.” Korra patted herself down before racing back to Tahno’s room to check her messages, immediately remembering her difficult behavior from the night before.  Huh. None from Opal. 

Worriedly, Korra tapped over to her roommates contact and clicked the dial button. After no answer, she quickly typed out an apology message. She would take care of it in person later, she resolved. She made her way into Tahno’s bathroom, grabbing the over the counter painkiller he had above the sink and popping two of them in her mouth before ducking down to the sink for a sip of water.

 


  From: Jinora my <3



  Dinner tonight? Mom’s making steamed buns ^^



  To: Jinora my <3 



  Absolutely! See you soon!


 

Korra felt her chest untighten at the idea of spending more time with her second family, especially after how awkward the last time was. This time would be a proper distraction where she could compartmentalize the shit Mako was stirring inside of her so she could actually enjoy herself. 

Korra tapped over to her text conversation with Mako. No messages or calls. She was becoming increasingly irate with his lack of effort. There was quite a conversation to be had. The water tribe heir made her way back to the kitchen, where Tahno was plating his creation for them. 

“Thank youuuu,” Korra sang as she slid into the barstool beside her friend.

“Everything cool?” Tahno asked, handing her a pair of chopsticks. Korra nodded distractedly, slicing open her omurice and dumping ketchup onto it. 

“Super good, thank you,” she remarked, scrolling through her Instagram feed. They ate in a somewhat comfortable silence despite the weighted air between them, with Tahno also tapping away on his phone. 

“So, real shit...you and Ga Eun have really never fucked?” Korra asked, popping a piece of egg into her mouth. Tahno choked on the food that was in his mouth before reaching for his glass of water. 

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Tahno teased after regaining his composure.

“So you haven’t,” Korra smirked, instantly seeing through him.

“No, and I don’t want to. I’ve told you a zillion times she’s just a friend,” he said curtly, shoving a piece of his food into his mouth and chomping down. “Why do you even care?”

“You’re seriously telling me it’s completely one sided?” Korra questioned, ignoring his last question.

“When are you gonna get it through your thick skull that I’m crazy about  you ?” Tahno said in exasperation suddenly. Korra’s jaw slightly unhinged at his words, and he quickly turned away from her. “I mean...was.” He said unconvincingly. Korra winced at his words, guilt clouding her from her inability to return his genuine feelings. She felt many strong things for him; the desire to protect him and sleep with him again was fairly equal. But her heart? That could only belong to Mako, despite her anger and frustrations.

“Sorry…” Korra muttered.

“Don’t be...you can’t force someone to return your feelings. Mako is… a really lucky guy.” Tahno said quietly. They finished their breakfast in a renewed awkward silence, Korra’s conflicted feelings towards Tahno swimming through her mind as she gathered her things from his room in anticipation for her departure. 

“Are you sure you don’t want me to drive you?” Tahno asked, watching her slip on her boots at the front door. 

“No, I’d like to walk. It’ll help me think some things over…” She leaned over to him, hugging him against her. He let his chin drop to the top of her head, squeezing her back.

“Text me when you’re home,” he asked. She pulled away, nodding.

“I’ll wash your shirt and give it to you at practice,” she promised.

“Keep it,” Tahno said with a grimace. “You steal it so often, anyways,” he smiled weakly at her, shuffling his feet. Korra felt horrific for making things awkward between them once again, feeling culpable for the frown on Tahno’s face.

“Okay...see you later,” she said softly, exiting the apartment she was so used to. Tahno shut the door behind her softly, letting out a breath he didn’t realize he was holding. He needed to collect himself for everything he needed to get done that day. He turned around, only to see his roommate leaning against the wall by the bedroom doors.

“You’re pussywhipped, bro.” Ming sneered. And he was.

 


 

Practice had the same awkwardness as it had many times before, with Hasook repeatedly asking Korra if something was wrong as they spared, and Ming shooting Korra dirty looks as he loudly shit talked her nearby.

“Just Ming being an asshole, again,” Korra muttered, resuming her stance as they circled each other.

“Just ignore him. He’s pissed because you won’t go out with him.” Hasook rolled his eyes, lunging forward for a strike that Korra doged. 

“Doesn’t give him the right to shit talk me to our fellow teammates,” Korra shook her head, kicking forward and landing a hit. Hasook fell to the side slightly, an encouraging smile lifting the corners of his mouth as he struck at her again.

“Yeah, you’re right. At least no one takes him seriously. And Hong Li always comes to your defence.” He shot forward, sweeping her legs from beneath her while she was distracted glancing over at the freshman and their captain conversing by the water fountain. “And I do, too,” he grinned, leaning over Korra where he had her pinned to the floor. She rolled her eyes, grinning as he clasped his hand with hers and pulled her to her feet. They bowed, ending the spar before going over to their gym bags to drink some water. 

“Feeling any better?” Tahno pulled up behind her, placing a gentle hand on her shoulder. She spun around in surprise to face him, still jumpy from all of the conflicting emotions that had clouded her thoughts all day. She merely nodded, and he gave her a small but reassuring smile before walking back to Shaozu on the other side of the mats. Tahno’s kindness only made her feel worse as she sat down on the gym bleachers, her hangover not quite remedied yet as she dropped her head into her hands. 

“Hey, Mako, there’s something I’ve been wanting to talk to you about…” Hong Li said quietly, cheeks flushed in embarrassment and his eyes squeezed shut in anticipation. 

“Uh...whats up, Hong?” Mako asked, turning away from the water fountain to face his teammate. 

“I was...i was wondering if you’d go out with me some time?” He asked nervously, voice raising an octave at the end. Mako’s eyes widened and brows furrowed in shock as he blushed furiously.

“Go out with you?” he repeated.

“Yeah, like a-like a-a date?” Hong Li stuttered, opening his eyes and looking into Mako’s, which were still widened in shock. 

“Yo, ‘Li you gotta come see this,” Hasook called from across the gym.

“Think about it,” Hong Li said with a small smile, leaving a flabbergasted Mako at the water fountain as he turned around shakily to make his way towards Hasook. He couldn’t believe he’d actually found the courage to ask Mako out!  Thanks, Korra. He thought to himself, inspired by her boldness from the night before. He could only hope the captain said yes.

 

  







26. Love Like Revenge


    
    
  “You’re coming over,” Korra whispered fiercely to her captain as she stalked over to refill her water bottle.



  “O-oh?” Mako said in surprise, trying to push away his guttural shock at Hong Li’s invitation and assuming Korra had ulterior motives. 



  “Not for that.” Korra instantly picked up on his assumption. “You’re in trouble.”



  “Spirits, what did I do now?” Mako groaned, turning away from her to grab his bag. 



  “Fine! If you don’t want to take this seriously then just- UGH!” Korra threw her hands up in defeat, spinning on her heels and marching over to Hasook to ask for a ride home, which he complied to. All of the positive energy from visiting her second family on Air Temple Island mere hours before had been completely wiped away. Even their solace couldn’t provide an adequate escape from the shit that was Korra’s reality. 



  Mako stared at her in disbelief. What the hell was her problem? He resolved to texting her later to figure it out, his brain still clouded in confusion and surprise. Hong Li? On a date? A date with Hong Li? Mako hadn’t remembered much individual interaction with the freshman on account of him just recently joining the team, however he had secured a spot as a freshman which in and of itself was quite impressive. Still, he wasn’t sure how he felt about it. Sure, he knew he was viewed by others as conventionally attractive, but his general standoffishness typically prevented people from getting close to him, or snuffed out any initial interest after a conversation. Korra had been the only person aside from Bolin that had been able to get inside his head, which mostly contributed to the fact that she had forced her way in. Asami was another person that had come close, but he simply hadn’t let her succeed the way Korra had. 



  Mako shook his head, searching his bag for his keys as he watched his love laughing loudly along with Hasook and Hong Li as they left the gym, no trace of anger left on her face as they left. 



  “Hey bro, you ready to go?” Bolin came up to him, water bottle hanging from his lips as his words came out muffled.



  “Yep,” he nodded sternly. 



  “You good?” Bolin inquired, clapping a hand on his back as they passed Tahno and Ming. Tahno glared daggers into Mako’s back as he walked by, having been the only witness to Korra’s attempted confrontation. Mako’s oblivious and frequent fuck ups with Korra nearly drove Tahno over the edge. The captain had everything he wanted and he wasn’t doing anything about it. It was infuriating. 



  “Yeah, of course. Why?” Mako asked carefully, checking his phone.



  “Because you seem even more tense and irate than usual,” Bolin grinned, squeezing Mako’s shoulder as they made it to the parking lot right as Hasook peeled out in his blue Satomobile, Korra in the front seat cranking up a rap song and Hong Li loudly singing along with her, all smiles. 



  If he was being completely honest, Hong Li was adorable, but Mako didn’t really want to entertain the idea as he only had eyes for Korra. He began to contemplate how to let Hong Li down in a gentle, non assuming way so as not to alert anyone else about their relationship. He was under the assumption that no one else knew besides Opal, and possibly Tahno as he knew he was close with Korra and he was somewhat involved in all of this, much to his chagrin. 



  Mako glared at Bolin in response as they reached the car. 



  “Oof, touchy subject? My bad,” his brother lifted his hands in defeat, sliding into the passenger seat and pulling his phone out of his pocket. “So… What’s up with Korra lately? She’s been dodging my texts. Is she mad at me about something?” He asked in a casual tone of genuine concern. 



  “I don’t know,” Mako replied flatly, still reeling from Korra’s freakout from earlier as he pulled out of the parking lot. He had no idea how to deal with this woman. 



  “I hope she’s not,” Bolin pouted. “So, I was thinking of asking her to my fraternity’s formal next weekend.”



  “What? Why?” Mako burst out in surprise. 



  “What do you mean why? Korra is one of our best friends. And she’s beautiful and smart and kind and-“



  “Okay, okay I get it.” Mako replied, his grip on the steering wheel tightening. “But don’t you think that’s going to give the wrong idea?”



  “What do you mean?” Bolin looked up from his phone. 



  “I mean...don’t you think it’s kinda weird to ask her out on a date? I mean, it’s Korra.” Mako said awkwardly, grasping at non-existent straws in order to deter his brother from where he feared the conversation was going.



  “That’s 
  
    why 
  
  I want to ask her, bro. I know we’re her friends but...I just…” Bolin tipped his head back and stroked his brow. “I just can’t get her out of my mind lately, you know?” Mako felt his heart sink at his brother’s words. “It’s like, I get so inside of myself when I’m around her. I don’t know how to act anymore...it’s kinda weird, huh?” Bolin said dreamily. “But there’s something about her...I mean obviously I knew she was special when we first met her, but like...I don’t know. I guess I’ve felt this way for a while. It feels kinda strange to admit it out loud.” Mako couldn’t respond, the deep pit in his stomach widening as the reality of the situation sank in. 



  “Oh, speaking of the party, I just found out Asami’s sorority is invited too. Are you guys going together? Did she talk to you about it?” Bolin asked in blissful ignorance.



  “So here’s the thing…” Mako began, his short lived relief from the change in subject only worsened. “We um...we sorta...broke up…” He admitted through gritted teeth, avoiding his brother’s bewildered gaze. 



  “WHAT?” Bolin shouted. “I mean, I had heard rumors, but i thought it was just the guys talking! You know how Ming likes to make shit up. Korra and Tahno? Please!” 



  Mako winced in physical discomfort at Bolin’s ignorance. 
  
    It must be nice to live in Bolin’s world, 
  
  he thought to himself. A world where the idea of Korra and Tahno was a sick joke and Mako hadn’t completely and utterly destroyed his relationship with Asami. 



  “Um, yeah...it was pretty recent. I don’t really want to talk about it.” Mako pulled into their apartment complex. He needed to be alone.



  “It’s cool, it’s cool. I’m so sorry though, bro. I’m here for you.” Bolin smiled at his brother kindly, only worsening Mako’s mood. Everything felt like a betrayal, and Bolin was so kind and so blissfully unaware at the many layers and implications of fuckery that Mako had woven. 



  “Thanks,” he forced a smile as he finished parking. He needed to decompress in his room immediately. He began to worry about so many things. Maybe he would take Korra up on that chat. 


 


  —-


 


  Korra returned from practice in a lighter mood than she expected, enjoying the short car ride with Hong Li -who’s company she always enjoyed- and the quiet but kind Hasook that let her have the auxiliary cord every time she rode shotgun. 



  “Opal, are you home?” Korra called out, bending down to pet Naga, who came bounding over to the door as she heard her owner enter. She still needed to apologize for last night’s behavior. Getting no response, Korra dropped her gym bag at the front entrance and decided to take her pet out for a late night walk, remembering she hadn’t been let out since lunchtime. 



  “C’mere, girl,” Korra cooed, retrieving Naga’s leash from the hallway closet and hooking it onto her collar. She felt her phone begin to vibrate rapidly and realized she was getting a call before slipping it out of her pocket and checking the ID. 
  
    Dammit. 
  



  “Hello…?” She answered tentatively, guiding the dog out of the front door and locking it behind her as they began their stroll around the complex. 



  “Hey…” Mako’s soft voice came from the other end, equally unsure in his conviction. 



  “Where are you right now?” Korra asked, switching her phone to her other hand and wrapping the leash tightly around her right, wishing she had her AirPods in. 



  “On my bed,” Mako replied softly. “We should talk…”



  “You mean like I told you I wanted to at practice?” Korra growled, ripping Naga away from some trash that had fallen out of the large bins of the complex as they walked past it and onto the street. 



  “I’m sorry...I got distracted.” Mako replied to her aggressiveness and hostility awkwardly. “Hong Li-” he began. “Ah, never mind,” Mako stopped himself.



  “Hong Li what?” Korra wouldn’t let him slip away from her so easily. 



  “Right before you came up to me...he, um...asked me on a date.” Mako admitted, slapping his hand to his forehead and sitting up on his bed in anticipation for Korra’s response. He wasn’t sure why he felt so embarrassed. Was it the attention that he desperately wanted to avoid? He couldn’t be sure.



  “No shit?” She said casually, trying not to let her frustrations with him seep into the conversation. She wanted to maintain her composure in order to get her point across clearly.



  “Well, yeah. That’s why I was shocked.” Mako replied in surprise. He knew Korra wasn’t an irrationally jealous person, but he was troubled by how nonchalant her reaction was. She didn’t care at all?



  “Well, he sorta already told me about having a little crush on you. I didn’t know he’d go as far as to ask you out.” The Watertribe princess admitted, bending down to pick up where her dog had relieved herself. 



  “He told you he had a crush on me?” Mako asked incredulously.



  “Yeah.” Korra said flatly, watching Naga stop to sniff the ground as they walked the quiet residential streets of her Little Watertribe Village apartment. 



  “What the hell? Are you talking to everyone about me, or something?” Mako said suddenly, as a wave of paranoia washed over him.



  “See, this is why i didn’t wanna do this over the fucking phone.” Korra spat, pulling Naga to continue their walk. “You get so goddamn irrational over the smallest things.”



  “Well I’m sorry I wasn’t thrilled at the idea of getting yelled at again!” Mako shot back, hurt by her words. 



  “Oh, you really wanna do this right now? Fine, Mako. I’m upset with you because you haven’t taken any of my feelings into consideration at all.” Korra knew that doing this over the phone was an awful idea. Bringing up something so emotionally volatile without facial and body expression to illustrate their true feelings added a layer of safety to allow them to say things they didn't really mean. “I told you that you need to try harder and you don’t seem like you have been. We talk less now than we did when we were friends! I’m trying so hard to be patient with you, but you’re making it really fucking hard.” Tears were threatening to form at the corners of her eyes, but she did her best to hold them back and keep her voice steady. 



  “Korra, I’m trying. Okay? I’m really trying. It’s going to take more than a few days to undo a lifetime of being a certain way.” Korra could hear the disappointment and hurt in his voice.



  “But you could at least talk to me,” the tears began to flow against Korra’s best attempts to halt them as she pulled Naga along, not letting her stop and sniff things. “I keep feeling like you’re slipping away from me,” her voice shook. 



  “Spirits. You always have to make everything about you,” Mako argued back. “What about my feelings? What about what I want? It’s always you telling me how wrong and bad I am and how I don’t care about your feelings, when that couldn’t be further from the truth. I care so fucking much it’s insane,” Mako groaned. 



  “THEN ACT LIKE IT! We NEVER talk. You DON’T make an effort to see me. Don’t you see how it makes me feel that you don’t want to go public with our relationship? I want to be able to touch you and hug you and kiss you in front of people. I want to show you off and be shown off and I want to tell everyone that you’re mine and I’m yours.” Her voice quaked with emotion.



  “Korra…” Mako sighed deeply again, mind spinning at her words. “Please don’t cry.”



  “Well, too late!” She said angrily, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks and chilling her skin in the cold night air. “I’m not trying to make you feel like you’re wrong or bad. I’m just trying to tell you how I feel and the things I need from you. You haven’t told me anything that you need from me except something that I just can’t do!” She said frantically, switching her phone to her other hand again. “Why don’t you want people to know about us? It makes me feel like shit. Don’t you know me well enough to see that I can’t do that? Why don’t you want to be official? You told me you love me and yet you don’t want to be my boyfriend? After everything we’ve been through? After everything we’ve done?” Mako stayed silent on his end, unsure of what to reply. “Can’t you see how shitty that makes me feel, knowing how into PDA you are? Why am I any different than your past relationships? Why are you ashamed of me?” 



  “I’m not ashamed of you, Korra!” Mako’s frustratingly defeated tone echoed through her phone as she turned back to head toward her apartment. “I’m ashamed of myself.”



  “Bull-fucking-shit, Mako. You can spare me with the self sacrificial shit. You just keep coming up with the stupidest excuses. If you don’t want to be with me, just say so. I can take it.” Korra threw out.



  “Korra, stop it. You know that’s not it.” Mako shut it down immediately.



  “No, I don’t! You never affirm anything or quell any of my worries at all! I’ve never felt more insecure in myself than I have when I’m with you!” Korra cried out.



  “Well if I make you feel so horrible, then why are you even with me?” Mako said angrily, her words cutting deeper and deeper into him. He was drowning, and his only defence was to kick and scream right back.



  “I don’t know! Since you want to keep me your dirty little secret!” Korra said harshly. “I could have anybody I want!” She exclaimed. “Tahno treated me way better than you have.”



  “What. The Fuck. DON’T bring him up. What the fuck, Korra.” Mako’s voice had become dangerously low. 



  “Why? Because I’m right? He was just a fuck buddy and he treated me better than you! And guess what! When I threw myself at him last night he said no out of respect for our non existent relationship!” 



  “You did WHAT?” Mako shot up from his bed angrily.



  “Well since we’re NOT TOGETHER and you insist on HIDING ME from everyone, I can do whatever the fuck I want! I’m single!” Korra’s voice had become unhinged, the anger and frustration at everything Mako was making her feel spilling out.



  “KORRA.” Mako shouted angrily, hands shaking in an indescribable rage. 



  “And i kissed Hong Li too! And I would’ve done more if I wasn’t so drunk!”



  “Oh what, you’re being a whore to punish me?” Mako spat, his knuckles turning white from how hard he was gripping his phone. “How fucking dare you. You’re really fucking around with other guys just because I don’t want to go public just a few days after my other relationship ended? And now you’re throwing it in my face to get back at me? Are you insane? Grow the fuck up.”



  “Oh fuck you, Mako! You’re always slut shaming me or trying to make me feel bad for doing what I WANT with MY body.” Korra screamed, the knowledge that she was being way too loud for how late it was the dead last thing on her mind.



  “THAT’S NOT WHAT IT’S ABOUT AND YOU KNOW IT!” Mako screamed angrily. “I CAN’T FUCKING BELIEVE YOU. WHY WOULD YOU FUCK SOMEONE ELSE WHEN YOU KNOW HOW WE FEEL ABOUT EACH OTHER. I’M JUST NOT READY FOR ANOTHER SERIOUS RELATIONSHIP, WHAT’S SO BAD ABOUT THAT?” Mako began to turn red in the face. “You’re seriously hooking up with other people just because I don’t want to announce it to the fucking world that we’re together after I just had the worst goddamn breakup of my life?” Mako said. “I’m not seeing anyone else because I LOVE YOU. I didn’t realize we had to spell that out just because we’re ‘technically’ not together. Here you are getting mad at me for not making it official while you’re out here trying to hook up with your old FUCK BUDDY? How the FUCK do you think that makes ME FEEL? How selfish can you be?”



  “Oh, I’m the selfish one? Who MOANED ANOTHER GIRL’S NAME DURING ORAL SEX!” Korra screeched back, trying to ignore the sting of his words. Mako fell silent on the other end.



  “That was a low blow…” His voice had dropped in a deeply wounded way as angry tears began to form at the corners of his eyes. His worst mistake, and the girl he loved was throwing it right back into his face. 



  “Not if it’s true,” Korra seethed, her hurt twisting into rage as Mako’s hands began to shake. He tried his best not to let his voice show any sign of emotion in his reply. 



  “Fine, then. I guess you’re right.” He replied simply. Korra felt the anger melt away in an instant at Mako’s quiet voice, and she realized she had fucked up royally. Naga had begun to cower in fear at how enraged Korra’s mannerisms had become as they neared the front door of her apartment. Both parties were silent on each end of the line as she unlocked her door quietly and unhooked Naga’s leash before retreating to the room.



  Korra heaved, plopping down onto her bed and dropping her head into her hand in anguish. “This is why I didn’t want to do this over the phone.” She broke the silence, an immediate apology formed in her throat, but was unable to escape as she just winced in silence.



  “Whatever. Do whatever you want. I’m done.” Mako growled, angrily hanging up the phone before she had a chance to reply. Korra burst into tears as she heard the dial tone, sinking back down slowly onto her pillow as silent tears rushed down her cheeks. She was so upset she couldn't even cry out. When had things become so messed up between them? Why were they fighting so much? It wasn’t supposed to be this way. Korra turned to her side slipping an arm under her pillow as silent tears spilled down her cheeks. A million things were racing through her mind at once. She needed a distraction, the comfort of another to find solace in their skin. With shaking hands, she carefully tapped to their contact and hit the dial button.



  “Hey, Korra…” the alluring voice came in from the other end after just a few rings.



  “Hey…” Korra sniffed deeply, rubbing her nose and sitting up on her bed. “Can you come over?”
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  “Ahh….” Tahno sucked in a sharp breath. “What happened?”



  “What makes you think something happened?” Korra’s watery voice asked him, sniffing and rubbing her nose as she tried to regain her composure. She was in desperate need of physical comfort. “Maybe I just want to see you.” She cocked her head to the side, attempting to relieve the pressure that had built in her sinuses. 



  “Dude, what are you doing? You’re fucking up the round!” She heard Ming curse in the background and the sound of what she presumed to be a video game blaring on the TV. 



  “Lucky guess.” Tahno said softly. 



  “Please?” Korra begged him through fresh tears. 



  “I don’t think that’s a good idea.” Tahno replied, biting his lip.



  “Tahno…” Korra's whine nearly persuaded him. She was whining for him the way he loved, like she really needed him to come and make her all better the way only he could. He loved being needed by her, even if it was a contrived, last ditch effort. At least she was thinking of him. He needed to be strong and resist her, but she was making it increasingly difficult, and his feelings hadn’t wavered at all since the night she had rejected him. If anything, her begging had falsely inflated them into becoming stronger. He wanted to let go so badly, move on and not care so much, but there was a part of him that still held out hope.



  “I-I really shouldn’t.” He muttered, running out of reasons to keep denying her. He wanted to rush over like the pathetic mess he was, eager to please her in any way she-



  “Please...Tahno. I...I need 
  
    you.”
  
   Korra whispered. Tahno fell silent on the other end, and he winced at the disingenuous nature of her words. 
  
    Fuck. 
  



  “You 
  
    need 
  
  me? No you don’t!” He said angrily, deep wounds forming inside of him at her words. “You’re just telling me what I want to hear.” Of course she was. He cursed himself for thinking it could be anything different, if even for a moment. “I want to be your friend Korra, but using my own words against me to try to get me to do what you want isn’t cool. I can’t just be a side piece that you booty call when you’re upset.”



  “T-“



  “I gotta go.” Tahno hung up the call in frustration. He couldn’t believe she had told him those words to convince him to come over! The words he wanted her to use when she realized 
  
    he 
  
  was the guy for her, not stupid Mako. He wanted to yell at her for being so disrespectful and selfish, but instead decided to distract himself and return to the game. He went back to the loveseat couch of his living room, pouring himself another glass of the opened wine and drinking half of it quickly as Ming finished the round without him. 



  “Damn...you okay, bro?” Ming eyed him curiously as Tahno picked up his controller again, merely nodding in response as his eyes stayed glued to the television. “Who called you?”



  “Nobody. It’s just girl drama. It’s whatever.”



  “Spirits, Ga Eun really needs to take a fucking hint,” Ming replied assumingly, starting the next round. 



  “Right, yeah.” Tahno replied distractedly, grateful that his roommate hadn’t heard the conversation. He had no idea what to do about Korra. Despite everything, he still wanted her with every fiber of his being, so badly that his chest ached. But it was becoming increasingly clear that Korra wasn’t even respecting him as a friend, and the thought of him being a temporary replacement -let alone for Mako- made his blood boil. But as he had acknowledged before, you can’t control feelings. 



  “Hah! You lost!” Ming cheered, throwing himself back onto the couch happily as Tahno finished off his glass of wine. 



  “Yeah...I did.” He replied.


 


  —


 


  Korra's mouth hung open at Tahno’s words, and she refused to acknowledge how hurtful her own had been to him as she quickly moved onto her next idea. Hong Li? Ming? No, she wasn’t that desperate yet. Just then, she got a text from a familiar contact.


 


  New Message



  From: Bolin my Bitch



  Hey girl, wanna grab a late bite? There’s something I need to ask you :)


 


  Her curiosity piqued, Korra replied quickly with instructions to bring Narook’s to go directly to her house. Still feeling guilty for how she had treated her friend in light of his increasingly obvious feelings, she couldn’t avoid the topic any longer. And after the day she had had, Bolin was the preferred brother at the moment. She quickly got herself decent, slipping into some pajama shorts and hoodie, briefly considering Mako’s Republic City sweater before casting it to the back of her closet floor. Her friend arrived not long after, and Korra felt a light sense of relief in seeing him. He greeted her with a familiar, warm hug and set the food down on the table, her regular order prepared to her specifications, much to her delight. His embrace brought her an inexplicable comfort as she could forget about his unrequited feelings for a few blissful, fleeting moments. Everything was okay in her friends arms, if only for a moment. 



  “Thanks,” she said with a soft smile. Despite Bolin’s strange recent behavior, she still considered him one of her closest friends and felt somewhat guilty for how much she had been dodging him the last few days. She simply didn’t know what to say, and so many things were overwhelming her.



  “Of course! So, the reason I wanted to see you was because I have something to ask you,” he said softly, meeting her gaze for a moment.



  “Okay. You want a beer?” She responded, trotting over to the fridge and cracking one open for herself. She was worried about the implications, but she was also harboring a morbid curiosity as well. Did he want to confess his feelings finally? And if not, why else was he acting so uncharacteristically serious?



  “Ah, I shouldn’t. I took Mako’s car and he wouldn’t want me to drive without being completely sober.” Bolin replied, sitting down at the kitchen island. Korra tensed at the mention of that name before filling a glass of water for Bolin, which he gratefully accepted. 



  “So…” she said after a few moments of sitting in silence.



  “Oh! Yes!” Bolin snapped his chopsticks apart, remembering he had proposed an impending question. “So, my fraternity is having the winter formal this weekend. I was wondering if you’d like to go with me?”



  “Oh…” Korra's voice trailed off awkwardly. Not as dreadful as she was expecting, but still uncomfortable nonetheless. “That’s really sweet, but...i don’t think so. I don’t feel very date worthy.” She snapped her chopsticks apart as well and chased a piece of meat in her seaweed noodle bowl.



  “Are you kidding me?” Bolin perked up for a moment, turning to face her and leaning in closer. “You’re the smartest, funniest, toughest, buffest, talented-est incredible-est girl in the world!” Korra turned to face him in shock at his words, a soft involuntary blush appearing on her cheeks. 



  Giggling softly, she replied: “You really feel that way about me?” If there was anything Bolin was good at, it was cheering people up. She began to let Bolin’s previously uncomfortable, jealous behavior subside from her memory as she replayed his words over and over. 
  
    Funniest, toughest, buffest….
  



  “I felt that way since the moment I saw you,” Bolin insisted, a soft smile gracing his features. “Trust me, I know we’re going to have so much fun together!” He insisted. Korra bit her lip, the indirect admittance of Bolin’s feelings finally coming to light. Maybe it was her confusion over Mako, her guilt over Tahno, or the general messed up state of her life, but she decided to accept the invitation.



  “Okay, yeah, I could use some fun. Count me in.” She replied, shoving some noodles into her mouth and grinning at her friend.



  “Yes!” Bolin shot an arm up in celebration. “Who’s the luckiest guy in the world? Right here, Bolin!” Korra giggled again as he gazed at her affectionately. His soft look felt lovely to her, genuine admiration from her friend with affirming words to match. Bolin was so much gentler and sweeter than Mako, not the ‘strong silent’ type. Not sensual and mysterious like Tahno, which she also thoroughly enjoyed, but she could feel how deeply he cared for her. Bolin was the very essence of warmth and familiarity. He felt so safe to her. He always said how he felt even if it took a while for him to gather the courage, which they had in common. Korra felt guilty that she couldn’t accept his feelings, but a distraction was in order for how horrific she felt about everything, and the positive attention from Bolin was desperately needed. Someone that genuinely liked her for her and wanted people to know it. They chatted a bit more about the formal, with Bolin insisting that they wear green. 



  “Oh, okay yeah. I was actually planning on going shopping tomorrow, so I’ll try to pick something up then.” She suddenly remembered her date with Asami, stomach churning at the thought of seeing the heiress again. She remembered her roommate's advice to not mention anything about Mako until there was something to tell. But now she had no idea where they stood, and she didn’t want to think about it for too long and burst into tears in front of his brother.



  “Perfect,” Bolin sighed contentedly, finishing his bowl. “I love water tribe food so much.” He remarked.



  “Haha it’s pretty good isn’t it?” Korra said absentmindedly, her thoughts cast toward her roommate again. She wouldn’t mind, would she? They still hadn’t spoken since Tahno’s get together, and she was worried Opal was still upset with her for her drunken stupor.



  “So...do you know what’s been up with Mako lately? He’s been like, more brooding than usual. And that’s saying something.” Korra tensed up again, her slightly lightened mood worsening. 



  “No idea,” she said through gritted teeth.



  “Yeah...I guess that’s just Mako being Mako,” Bolin replied quietly, standing up to throw away the take out containers. “Anyway, I should probably head out. I’ve got a test tomorrow I should study for a bit more, so…” Korra got up from the table to walk him to the front door, hugging him again as he slipped into his coat again. “Thanks for saying yes!” He said excitedly. “I’m so happy! I’ll see you at practice tomorrow.” Just as he turned away from her to leave, the cold air rushing against her bare legs, she stopped him. 



  “Bolin, wait-“ she said suddenly. 



  “Hmm?-“ he began, interrupted by the gentlest of kisses placed on his lips. “Whaa-?” He breathed in surprise as Korra quickly pulled away, a furious blush on his cheeks.



  “See ya at practice,” Korra said softly. She knew it wasn’t a good idea, but his positive words had made her feel so much better, she wanted to reward him. Quick to forgive his behavior as it had been the least offensive in the long run, and she was feeling lonely and vulnerable and sad in a way that Bolin could easily remedy. He looked at her in stunned silence as she said goodnight, closing the door on his flabbergasted face. It was probably a mistake, and she knew that, but there was something so satisfying about the grip she had over him the way she didn’t over Mako. For once she felt like she could be in control of something. The power dynamic was so different with Bolin. She didn’t want to admit it, but Tahno was right. She needed to stop using her physicality to express herself in such ways, nor manipulate people’s feelings in her favor. But she didn’t want to stop, quickly pushing away the sudden shot of clarity and self awareness as she pulled her phone out to text Asami for a time confirmation. Mako didn’t want her, but so many other people did. And although it was only momentary relief, Korra was grateful for the distraction, even if it meant playing with other people’s emotions. She buried the guilt down deeply inside of her, resolving to let Bolin down gently after the formal, assuming their friendship would survive as she secretly hoped he would rush home to tell Mako of their embrace. 



  
    I’ll show you revenge, Mako. 
  
  She thought angrily, going back to her bedroom to begin her night routine.


 


  ---



  Korra rocked on the balls of her feet, shifting her weight distractedly as she browsed the racks of clothing in the boutique Asami had selected in Little Ba Sing Se Fashion Mall, where she had instructed the princess to meet her. She wandered over to any place she saw green, working her way through the stunning gowns that hung on the racks. She suddenly wished she had dressed a bit better for this meetup, trying to ignore the workers that were eyeing her suspiciously. Korra realized she hadn’t presented herself as someone that would shop at such an expensive store, and she became even more aware of it as she asked for a dressing room to try on a few items as she waited for her friend to arrive. The watertribe girl rolled her eyes as the rude worker led her to a dressing room as she slipped out of her boots, leggings, and sweatshirt and shimmied into the first gown she had selected. It was an emerald, satin, halter strap ball gown that cinched tightly at the waist. She made her way out of the dressing room and stepped onto the platform, looking at her broad shoulders in the mirror. Unsure of how she felt about the neckline, she turned around in her reflection to check herself out more.



  “Wow! I love that color on you!” Asami suddenly appeared from behind the door frame, holding a glass of champagne that another store attendant had given her upon her entrance into the store. 



  “Oh! Miss Sato!” The disapproving dressing room worker scurried over to Asami and began to fawn over her, asking for details about what she was shopping for. 



  “Actually, I think I want to see what my friend tries on, first.” The heiress replied casually, gracefully sitting down on the cushion bench across from the dress platform. 



  “Oh, your friend?” the clerk glanced over at Korra, who frowned deeply at her. “Of course, Miss Sato. I’ll go get her some champagne as well.”



  “Thank you,” Korra sneered, gathering the skirt of the gown in her hands and making her way over to Asami.



  “Sorry I’m late! My driver popped a tire and it was just this whole thing. Ugh. Anyways, how are you feeling?” Asami tossed her perfect hair over her shoulder, watching as Korra plopped down next to her.



  “I’ve been better,” she replied honestly. She knew Asami was referring to the hospital trip fiasco, but something told her Asami had picked up on her demeanor. “How about you?”



  “I’ve been better,” Asami repeated her words knowingly. “So, you need a dress too? What for?”



  “Oh...um, Bolin invited me to this Winter Formal thi-,” 



  “Oh yeah, duh. The Winter Formal.” Asami interrupted, checking her phone and sipping her champagne as the store worker returned with a glass for Korra, who tipped it in acceptance at the lady before throwing it back, draining the glass easily. Asami giggled as the worker frowned, taking the empty glass and returning with more, which Korra again accepted. “My sorority is invited too, but I have to go to this thing with my dad, so,” Asami shrugged, placing her glass down on the side table beside them and standing up. “So, you’re going with Bolin?” Korra got up as well, setting her glass beside Asami’s and letting the hem of her skirt swish down as she stood, nodding.



  “I must admit, I’m quite impressed that Bolin finally got the nerve to ask you out.” Asami said casually, walking over to Korra’s dressing room to see the other gowns she had selected. “I should text him.”



  “W-what?” Korra attempted to feign ignorance. 



  “I dunno, he seemed to have a soft spot for you all this time. Every Time I’d come over to the apartment it was always ‘Korra this’ and ‘Korra that’. That’s why I was so eager to meet you, you know?” She joked, selecting a gown from Korra’s pile and thrusting it out to her. Korra winced at her words, taking the garment from Asami’s hand and looking at it. It was an asymmetric, dusty sage dress that came just above the knees. “Short for a formal?” She said curiously. “Hmmm, well. Let’s see it.” Korra slipped it on shakily, trying to ignore the sinking feeling in her stomach. Maybe she should just cancel on Bolin now? The guilt was washing over her like an ocean wave as she stepped out of the dressing room and onto the platform. Asami had resumed her spot on the cushions, her supermodel legs crossed elegantly as her cherry red lips gently curved against the champagne glass, devouring Korra with her intense gaze. “Mmm, pretty, but I don’t think it’s fancy enough.” 



  “Yeah, I was surprised we didn’t meet sooner when I found out how serious you-,” Korra cut herself off, turning to face the tall woman.



  “Yeah…” Asami trailed off awkwardly. She gestured for the store clerk to come over for a moment. Asami motioned for the worker to come closer, gently whispering something into the woman’s ear behind a careful hand. The woman’s eyes widened before she nodded, making her way to the back of the store. 



  “What’s up?” Korra asked, watching their interaction curiously. 



  “I told her to go grab something specific for you to try on,” Asami said airily, setting her glass down and checking her phone again.



  “Oh, okay,” Korra replied awkwardly, still unsure of how she should act around the heiress. The attendant returned with a vintage strapless, mint colored gown, the bodice wrapped in dazzling jewels and intricate embroidery. “Oh, wow!” Korra cooed. 



  “Try it on!” Asami encouraged, nodding approvingly at the attendant. Korra quickly slipped into the dress, returning to the platform and twirling around the mirror. The stunning color complimented her skin beautifully, and the harsh store lighting reflected off of the stones of the bodice in a brilliant way. “Oh my light spirit. That is so gorgeous on you! You have to get this.” Korra continued to twirl in the mirror, looking at herself from every angle. The dress fit wonderfully, and she mentally noted that she probably wouldn't even have to rush to find a tailor. “Man, I have great taste,” Asami said in a self-congratulatory way.



  “You think so?” Korra asked shyly, delighting in Asami’s positive reaction.



  “This is the gown the Earth Queen Hou Ting wore to her princess coronation ball, nearly 40 years ago,” the store worker said carefully, eyeing Korra suspiciously still.



  “A princess gown fit for a fellow princess,” Asami said, walking in circles around Korra in approval. “Yep, you have to get it.” The clerk looked at Korra again in confusion as Asami loudly said: “I think your father, Chief Tonraq of the Southern Watertribe, would love this dress on you.” The worker turned beet red and scurried off to the front of the store to greet a few patrons that walked in as Korra giggled at Asami’s fierceness.



  “Normally, I wouldn’t pull the princess card, but spirits, that woman was looking at me like I was insane for even daring to set foot in here!” Korra laughed. “Thanks for defending me,” she smiled at the heiress. Asami waved her off, finishing her glass of champagne before turning back to face her.



  “Don’t even worry about it. That bitch always has a nasty attitude. They always kiss my ass here because I give them good publicity when I wear their exclusive lines to events. Just because you like to fly under the radar doesn’t mean you shouldn’t be treated like the princess that you are.” Asami insisted, her intense emerald eyes causing Korra to blush and look away. “It’s what you deserve. Seriously, though. You look amazing. Bolin will love you in this!” Asami said excitedly, walking up onto the platform again. She quickly snapped a photo of Korra standing in the gown, immediately texting it off to Bolin and announcing her actions.



  “Agh, don’t say that,” Korra said awkwardly, making her way back into her dressing room to slip back into her regular clothes. 



  “Why?” Asami wondered outside of the door.



  “I just feel bad…” Korra groaned, pulling on her leggings.



  “Ohhh, I see...you don’t like him back, then?” Asami asked, attempting to confirm what she interpreted Korra’s intentions to be.



  “Nah, he’s just a pal.” Korra admitted, looking into the small mirror in the enclosed dressing room as she continued to get dressed. 



  “I see…” Asami’s voice trailed off as Korra exited the dressing room. “Oh! He responded. Yeah, let's just say he likes it…” Asami said with a giggle. Korra winced as she exited the dressing room in her normal clothes. She wanted to give Bolin a nice evening as his friend, but she was still reeling from her spur of the moment peck and the ridiculously mixed signals that she had now sent out there. She was dreading the evening more and more with each passing second.



   “She’ll take it,” Asami informed the employee curtly, who had returned to check on them. 



  “Wait, I didn’t check the price. I doubt I can aff-,” Korra began.



  “It’s on me,” Asami subtly gestured to the attendant. 



  “Oh, no, I couldn't pos-,” Korra quickly began to refute the offer. 



  “No, no. I insist! The store will be happy to get the publicity that someone purchased the gown.” Asami grinned.



  “Ahh, it’s too much. I feel bad…” Korra said awkwardly. 



  “It’s my pleasure,” Asami insisted, placing a soft hand on Korra’s shoulder. “You looked too beautiful to not get it.” Korra blushed deeply at her words, her distracted brain going blank at the compliment from such a stunning woman. 



  “Thank you…” Was all she managed to say. Asami smiled warmly at her, asking to see the dresses she had put aside previously. Korra helped her choose the strappy maroon ball gown that Asami was on the fence about. “You’re so...elegant...I’m kind of jealous…” Korra admitted playfully as Asami finished getting dressed into her regular clothes. 



  “Pfsh, thanks,” the businesswoman chuckled, accepting the garment bag containing her gown from the man that worked at the front checkout. He handed Korra hers as well, which she awkwardly thanked him for before thanking Asami again profusely. 



  “Aw, don’t mention it. Although I will say I enjoy how much I make you blush,” Asami teased, causing Korra’s blush to deepen. “Wanna grab dinner? I’m starved.” She suggested.



  “Alright, but I’m paying!” Korra insisted. Asami waved her off again casually, smiling at her in defeat.



  “Okay, okay, fine.” She conceded. “What are you in the mood for?”



  “Oh, actually...I could cook something, if you’d like. Just to say thanks, again.” Korra offered. Asami cocked her head to the side curiously. 



  “Ooh, even better! I’ll call the driver to come pick us up.” She whipped out her phone. Korra finally let herself come back down to earth as she gripped her garment bag, Asami’s body guard that had been trailing behind them the entire shopping trip making his way closer to them as they crossed the street into the valet parking waiting area. She had forgotten how obscenely rich her new friend was, and the evidence was in her hands and all around her as the brand new black SUV pulled up to them and her bodyguard ushered them inside politely. 



  “How was the mall, Miss Sato?” the driver asked as they clambered into the car, the bodyguard placing their garment bags carefully into the trunk. 



  “It was good.” Asami responded politely. We’d like to head back to the penthouse now, driver Kim.”



  “Yes, Miss Sato.” He replied with equal politeness, turning his eyes towards the road and signaling to pull out from the parking lot. She watched in disbelief as Asami tapped away at her phone, gentle music coming from the speakers in the car as she leaned her head back. Korra turned around to see the bodyguard taking his own car, following closely behind them. Sure, Korra had grown up in a palace, but it was in an icy tundra and her commoner mother had made sure she had an array of practical skills and the mindset to match, understanding that she was born into fortunate circumstance but that it didn’t mean she could do as she pleased. Coming to Republic City under the identity of an average college student had been a welcome change, and despite her true identity being a mere internet search away, it hadn’t given her too much trouble due to the ignorance of the average United Nation’s citizen on Water Tribe affairs. Asami was an uptown girl, much different than Korra’s privileged, yet isolated upbringing, while simultaneously being so alike. And yet she was still so in awe, so enamored by everything Asami had to offer: her effortlessly good looks, her elegant charm, the way she commanded a room with her mere presence. They made it to the penthouse in decent time, making their way up the elevator with the unnamed bodyguard holding their garments carefully. 



  “Just hang them in the hallway closet,” Asami directed him. “That’ll be all, thank you.” The man nodded before making his way back down the elevator, presumably to his usual position outside of the home. “Here,” Asami handed Korra her phone. “Order the ingredients you need and I’ll have them delivered.” Korra complied, scrolling through the online grocery list and tapping to add things to the cart that she thought she would need. “What are we having?” Asami asked.



  “Stewed sea prunes,” Korra replied. “Southern Watertribe specialty.” She finished adding the ingredients to the virtual shopping cart before handing the phone back to Asami, who immediately ordered.



  “Oh, sounds wonderful,” Asami said politely. “I’m excited to try it.” Korra smiled at her kindly as they sat down on the living room couch. It felt sort of strange to be there under such average circumstances, not plied with alcohol or discussing a certain amber-eyed 6 foot 2 boy with whom they each shared a complicated past. It felt nice to forget about her drama for a moment and simply enjoy a day with her new friend. She didn’t feel like contemplating all of her failing relationships, but they still weighed on the back of her mind. She hadn’t spoken to Mako since yesterday’s phone call, and she was worried about going to their late practice and seeing everyone. 


 


  New Message



  From: Hong Li



  Hey sexy, you down to hang after practice? I think I need another BJ :P


 


  To: Hong Li



  Oh you already know :PPPP


 


  From: Hong Li



  I got shit 2 update u on. But ill wait till were face 2 face


 


  To: Hong Li



  Oh? Should I be scared?


 


  From: Hong Li



  Naw, ull be proud of me ^^ TTYL <3


 


  Korra liked the message in response. She knew he was probably going to inform her that he had worked up the courage to ask Mako out on a date, and a knot had formed in her stomach in anticipation of hearing Mako’s reply, assuming he had. Had he accepted it to spite her? She wondered if Bolin had informed him about her acceptance of his invitation to the formal. And then there was the matter of seeing Tahno again after she had embarrassed herself and hurt his feelings. She felt horrible for trying to manipulate him into her desperation. But she didn’t know how to go about apologizing to him specifically, having grown accustomed to him being the one that was always fucking up. She wasn’t looking forward to the conversation at all. 



  “You okay?” Asami asked her suddenly. Korra looked up from her phone, snapping out of her daze. 



  “Oh! Yeah, I’m cool. I was just texting someone about practice.” Asami nodded carefully, sinking back into the couch again. 



  “I'm glad you came over. This is nice,” she said simply. “Can I get you something to drink?”



  “I was thinking the same thing,” Korra said honestly. “Water is fine, thanks!” Asami was delightful to be around; well mannered, accommodating, impossibly sweet and kind. Korra felt so inferior around her it was almost overwhelming. If Asami wasn’t such a delightful spirit, Korra would be disgusted by her.



  “How have you been. I mean, really?” Asami asked, returning with the glass and handing it to Korra before sitting down. “What’s been going on? We haven’t really talked since the hospital fiasco. I was so worried. Oh, speaking of, I should probably actually get your number so we don’t have to keep DMing on instagram!” Asami said with a giggle. Korra agreed, reciting her number as Asami texted her to exchange their contact information.


 


  
    Maybe: Asami Sato
  



  Hey this is Asami Sato :D



  
    Wow, thanks phone. 
  



  “Cool, I’ll save your contact,” Korra said, adding the number to her phone. 



  “So?” Asami asked expectantly.



  “Oh, yeah...um...You know…” Korra beat around the bush.



  “Unfortunately, I think I have a pretty good idea…” Asami muttered.



  “Do you really want to talk about this?” Korra asked unsurely. “I’m happy to live in blissful ignorance for a little while longer…”



  “I’m just...worried about him…” Asami admitted, dragging her fingertip lightly across her lips. Korra sucked in a deep breath. Asami was owed an explanation of course, but she didn’t want to dredge up so many complicated feelings after such a wonderful afternoon of distractions.



  “Well, we had a really bad fight…”



  “Oh?” Asami looked at her curiously, not necessarily pressing her for more information, but allowing her to divulge what she was comfortable with.



  “Yeah...I just…” Korra trailed off again, struggling to find the right words to convey her feelings. “I don’t know...I’ve just been so confused lately, and all we’ve done is argue. He knows I know what happened. I’m sorry. I know you didn’t want me to talk about it with him, but I used it to force him to be honest with me about everything.” Asami merely nodded.



  “I had a feeling you would. I’m not mad, so don’t worry.” She replied, sighing softly.



  “I’m glad. Have you guys talked at all?” Korra asked carefully, attempting to gauge the situation and figure out how much Asami knew.



  “No, just Bolin a bit. Apparently Mako didn’t tell him that we broke up until like, yesterday. Bolin was texting me freaking out. I get the feeling Mako doesn’t know Bolin and I still talk on the reg.” Asami said admittedly, pushing her hair behind her shoulder.



  “Oh, really?” Korra asked curiously.



  “Yeah, Bolin and I got pretty close over the duration of the relationship. I didn’t want to say goodbye to him, too. I guess it’s a bit strange we still talk so regularly, though. At least for Mako.” 



  “I mean, you’re allowed to do whatever you want!” Korra said with a sudden fierceness, surprising Asami slightly. Close with Bolin? Why had Korra been so completely out of the loop! Bolin hadn’t given any indication of that at all! Asami blinked in shock again, looking more intently at Korra’s face to attempt to get a better read on her.



  “Well, yes, I suppose so…” Asami conceded, leaning back into the couch.



  “Sorry. I’m just...I’ve been feeling so confused and out of the loop. I don’t understand why Mako kept us so separate for so long. I mean, we get along just fine. It would’ve been nice to meet you earlier and actually talk to you while you guys were together.” Korra huffed angrily. In retrospect, it probably wouldn’t have gone as smoothly had they still been together due to Korra’s bubbling jealousy and tenacity, but nonetheless.



  “That’s an easy one. It’s because he had feelings for you. Or I guess, has.” Asami replied with such casualty that Korra nearly choked on her water. “He probably kept us separate to keep his feelings separate. Like, if we had met then and gotten closer it would’ve been pretty uncomfortable for him. But I guess we know how that turned out,” she finished bitterly, rubbing her temples in frustration. “I’ve gotten past the initial anger stage, and now I’m just sad, honestly. I miss him. Not even as a boyfriend, but like, as a person. And I hate myself for it.” Korra reached out carefully, gently taking Asami’s hand and squeezing it comfortingly. The heiress looked at her curiously, Korra’s melancholy sincerity touching her deeply.



  “Don’t feel bad.” She replied. 
  
    I miss him, too. 
  



  “It’s fine,” Asami said simply, squeezing Korra’s hand again before ripping it away. The moment felt slightly too intimate for her comfort. Korra swallowed the confession bubbling in her throat. What good would it do now? There was no point in retriggering Asami’s bad memories, and things had been going well for them. At this point, she had no idea where she and Mako stood. But it wasn’t fine, no matter how hard either of the women had tried to make it so. 


  







28. I’m Not Okay (I Promise)

Notes for the Chapter:going insane does anybody want anything




    
    
  Mako felt sick to his stomach at the idea of holding practice. He briefly considered cancelling it as he worked through his assignments in an almost trance-like state. Seeing Hong Li, Tahno, and Korra was the dead last thing he wanted at the moment. He still wasn’t sure of how to let Hong Li down in a way that wouldn’t make things difficult between them. The idea of it was far too uncomfortable to dwell on for very long.



  “Bro you are never gonna guess what happened last night!” Bolin suddenly burst into his room excitedly.



  “Remember that conversation we had about knocking?” Mako looked up from his textbook tiredly, his glasses slipping down to the bridge of his nose.



  “Oh! Sorry!” Bolin whispered, awkwardly knocking on the door despite already being in the room. “I was just so excited and I haven’t seen you all day.”



  “What happened,” Mako asked disinterestedly, pushing his glasses back up to their proper place.



  “Korra and I kissed!” Bolin said gleefully. Mako felt his heart practically jump out of his chest as he leapt to his feet in shock. Korra and Bolin kissed?



  “You did 
  
    what.” 
  



  “Mhm! I asked her to the formal and she kissed me goodbye! I can’t believe it! Can you believe it? I knew if I played my cards right I w-“



  Mako had stopped listening as Bolin passionately ranted about playing the waiting game. White hot anger seared through his veins from the top of his hair down to his toes. Fucking with him was one thing, but Bolin? That was inexcusable. 



  
    Hadn’t she been worried Bolin liked her? And now she’s encouraging it to get back at me? Why the fuck is she doing this?
  



  Mako clenched his fists so tightly the skin nearly tore.



  “I can’t wait for practice,” Bolin said dreamily. “I gotta act cool tho. Anyways, I should go do my homework. Sorry to interrupt! I just couldn’t keep it to myself anymore!” Bolin’s wide grin made Mako’s feelings worsen. He was so bitterly angry at Korra for what she was doing. But even more so, he was guilty for being with her behind his brothers back. 



  Later, when they piled into Mako’s car for the ride to practice, Bolin began discussing the topic again, much to Mako’s chagrin. 



  “And Asami helped her pick out the most beautiful dress I’ve ever seen. Spirits she is a knockout.”



  “Woah woah woah, Asami?” Makos rage only continued to build. “You’ve been talking to Asami?”



  “Hey, don’t look at me, you guys didn’t tell me you broke up. And she’s my friend.” Bolin lifted his hands lightly in defense. Mako’s knuckles turned white as he gripped the steering wheel, his anger threatening to boil over. 



  As they entered the gym, Mako quickly scanned the room. Korra was sitting on the bleachers, laughing and smiling as Hong Li animatedly told a story while Hasook nodded along, tapping away at his phone. Shaozu was showing Ming and Tahno something on his phone over by the water fountain. Mako took a cleansing breath before walking over to greet the team, avoiding Korra’s gaze.



  
    How could she? 
  
  Mako thought, avoiding her clouded blue gaze that seemed to burn into him. 
  
    How could she do those things with other people if she said she loves me?
  



  Everything up to this point felt like a lie. Because, who could love someone as broken as Mako, anyways? He was simply unlovable. He wanted to withdraw from everyone again. He drove Asami away, he couldn’t keep Korra. Driving people away was what Mako did best. He should be used to it by now, shouldn’t he? Why did he keep trying if people always left in the end?



  “We’ll start with some one on one sparring. Everybody grab a partner!” Mako shouted. Everyone quickly grabbed their preferred partners; Hong Li taking Korra’s hand and leading her to the furthest mat, Hasook and Bolin exchanging welcoming glances, Shaozu and Ming taking their positions as the other teammates all began to pair off. Mako and Tahno locked eyes in an intense gaze, the only two left without a partner. It was just their luck as they wordlessly made their way to the middle mat, Mako leaving his bag on the bleachers as he rolled his neck to crack it. 



  He hated Tahno’s stupid hair and stupid grin and stupid icy blue eyes and he hated that Tahno had been inside of the girl he loved. Mako took the beginning position, and his opponent matched him as they circled each other on the mat. Tahno wordlessly began with a dirty strike that flirted with the line of foul, which Mako narrowly dodged in his distracted mental state. All he could picture was Korra underneath of his opponent, her moans echoing in his mind for another guy. Mako kicked out aggressively, nearly losing his balance as Tahno quickly ducked and landed a hit squarely on his chest.



  “You know, I really can’t stand you.” Tahno grunted suddenly, lunging forward and missing his attempted strike. Mako’s face contorted at his words. 



  “The feeling’s more than mutual,” he growled,” swinging his leg down as Tahno jumped to the side. He couldn’t get Korra’s flushed face out of his mind; her disheveled look after their augment at Asami’s party as she led Tahno into the bathroom to do things Mako had only imagined doing with her countless times. The thought of Tahno touching her where he had touched her made his skin crawl. That Tahno had seen sides of Korra that not even Mako had seen, that she kept running back to him over and over again and he was always waiting for her.



  “You don’t deserve her,” Tahno growled. “All you do is make her feel like shit all the time. She’s wasted enough tears on a guy like you.” He pitched forward again, landing another hit on Mako’s side as he became engrossed in his opponents words, his curly hair whipping around wildly as he moved.



  “You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about,” Mako shot back defensively, swiftly kicking Tahno’s shoulder, which slightly grazed it as he ducked again.  He didn’t want to think about how many times Korra had come running to Tahno when he had screwed up, even back when they were just friends. He didn’t want to think about Korra finding relief in Tahno’s touch. He didn’t want to think about the possibility of anyone else being inside of her heart besides him.



  “Yes I-” Tahno kicked again, nearly hitting Mako on the side of his head. “-do.” Mako jolted slightly to the side, slightly shocked that Tahno would go for a headshot when they weren’t wearing their headgear, like he was really trying to hurt him. 



  “Stay the FUCK away from her,” the captain said, punching forward as they continued to circle eachother, Tahno continuing to nimbly dodge his attacks. Mako could feel his rage boiling dangerously close to the surface 



  “She doesn’t want me to,” Tahno’s sultry voice purred tauntingly. “She was begging me to come over last night. I guess you just can’t satisfy her the way I do.” Tahno couldn’t help but goad Mako further, his hatred pouring into his words. “She always comes back wanting more.” Mako deserved absolutely nothing, let alone Korra. Despite his hurt, Tahno’s heart continued to break everytime he remembered how much confusion and pain that the captain had caused the girl he cared about so much.



  Orange eyes had ignited in a fury and had reached a breaking point. All of the aching, the uncertainty and exasperation came to a head as he blindly decked Tahno squarely in the face, a closed fist connecting with a sickening crunch. Tahno landed flat on his back from the unexpected force of the impact as he screamed in surprise, for a moment unsure of what had happened as blood exploded out of his face. The rest of the teams heads whipped over to the commotion, Mako stepping over his body to straddle him and hovering over with balled fists before he dove down and began to hit him over and over again. Everyone’s voices were muffled as Mako’s bleary eyes clouded over. Over and over again his fist connected with Tahno’s face as the latter desperately tried to protect it with his hands. Tahno’s horrified screams and begging for him to stop only spurred him on, dull thuds sounding as Mako’s hands continued to slam into Tahno’s once beautiful face, his head slamming against the gym mats as Mako continued to lift him by his shirt’s collar and hit him again.



  “MAKO WHAT THE FUCK ARE YOU DOING? STOP!” He heard Korra’s voice, but it was miles away as his fists continued to connect with his enemy’s skin. Everything was coming out with each force; two decades of self hatred tumbling out of his hands against another. Time seemed infinite as it felt like forever before the teammates reached them, Tahno’s deafening cries the only noise in Mako’s ears despite the mingling of other people’s shouts and screams.  He wasn’t hitting Tahno anymore, he was hitting himself. 



  “MAKO STOP IT!” Bolin screamed, as he and Hasook ran over to rip his brother off of his teammate, who was crumpled on the floor, shaking in fear and holding his hands over his face as he sobbed. 



  “What the fuck!?” Ming yelled, rushing over and trying to help Tahno up, who swatted people away in horror, still screaming in fear. “Tahno. Tahno. TAHNO! It’s just me, TAH-TAHNO! IT’S JUST MING!” his roommate, carefully pried his arms apart. Tahno opened his eyes wide in fear, darting around wildly as Ming carefully lifted his head up. His left eye had already begun to swell and blood had splattered across his face, gushing from his nose; his face a mess of tears, snot and blood. 



  “I-i’ll get napkins!” Hong Li stuttered frantically, rushing over to the paper towel dispenser next to the water fountain and desperately ripping several out before rushing back and shoving them into Ming’s hands.



  Bolin and Hasook continued to hold Mako back, who was still wordlessly and angrily trying to rush towards Tahno with his fists still closed. It was like he was possessed, unable to hear everyone around him and their desperate pleas for him to stop.



  “MAKO STOP IT! WHAT THE HELL IS WRONG WITH YOU!?” Bolin screamed as his brother’s chest continued to heave, struggling to hold him back as Ming carefully brushed Tahno’s hair out of his eyes, cradling his head gently in his lap as blood continued to pour out of his nose and a gash from his cheek where the force of the hits had marred his skin. Korra rushed to her friend’s side, attempting to place a gentle hand on him.



  “Ged AWAY frum me!” Tahno shouted, blood continuing to gush out of him, distorting his words. Korra recoiled, taking several steps back as Shaozu and Ming helped him to his feet, his curls splayed wildly behind him as Hong Li meekly handed Ming more napkins. Ming gently placed the napkins against Tahno’s face, guiding his hands up so that he could hold it to himself. Tahno stumbled back slightly as Shaozu struggled to hold him up steadily. 



  “I thing he boke my ducking node.” Tahno’s muffled words spat out. “FUD!” 



  “We need to get you to the hospital,” Ming said quietly, instructing Shaozu to grab his keys and pull the car up as he helped Tahno over to the gym entrance. Korra ran behind them, insisting that she come to the hospital as well. Mako watched her chase after the other man, his anger slipping away quickly as he felt his heartstrings snap. Korra’s eyes were clouded in tender concern as she carefully touched Tahno’s face, watching as he smacked her hands away angrily. Tahno didn’t want her concern.



   After everything they had been through, and Korra was still chasing after another man. A man that wasn’t Mako.



  “I daid leave me the duck alone!” Tahno winced as he removed the bloodsoaked napkin from his nose and Hong Li handed him some fresh ones.



  “This is all your fault, bitch.” Ming whispered fiercely, just as Shaozu pulled up with the car. “Why couldn’t you have kept your goddamn legs closed? Fucking cunt.” He spat, guiding Tahno to the car, who was wobbling slightly from lightheadedness, ignoring his roommates harsh words as he shakily ducked down into the car. Ming made his way to the front seat, shooting Korra a final glare before diving down into the car. Korra’s jaw hit the floor at Ming’s words, too shocked to even respond as she watched them drive away, tears forming in her eyes as she locked glances with Tahno. He simply shook his head and turned away from her, wincing holding his nose carefully as Shaozu peeled out of the lot.



  “What the hell is going on?” Hong Li said quietly behind her. Korra looked at him desperately, tears gushing down her face as she shook her head and darted back into the gym, blindly grabbing her gym bag and dashing out the door. She thought she could hear Bolin calling her name, or maybe it was Hong Li, but either way she needed to get out of there. She ran out onto the main road, ducking into an ally behind a fast food restaurant before completely letting herself break down. Seeing Mako like that had scared her beyond recognition. Who the hell was that? It was a side of him she had never seen. Was this the Mako that had to do so many horrible things growing up on the streets that he didn’t like to discuss? Was she the one that brought that side out of him? 



  And then there was Tahno, who despite everything, she cared for so fiercely and deeply that it was slowly beginning to terrify her. What had Ming meant by it being her fault? Had Mako attacked Tahno because of their shared history? His words replayed in her mind again.



  She leaned over, holding her arms against her chest as she let out a deep, guttural sob. Was everything her fault? 



  
    I can’t stop hurting people. I can’t stop causing people problems. 
  
  She thought, the sentiment repeating in her mind over and over again as she cried out, ignoring the people walking past her on the main street as she doubled over. Blinking through her tears, she tried to call Opal, who didn’t pick up. I had been days since they had spoken, and Korra had run out of options. 
  
    She hates me too. I can’t stop hurting people. I can’t stop causing problems.
  
   Looking at her recent messages, she saw her new contact from earlier. Shakily, she pressed dial.



  “Hey, Korra!” The voice said sweetly, picking up after only a few rings.



  “C-can you come pick me up?” Korra sobbed into the phone.


 

 

  







29. Thnks fr th Mmrs


    
       Asami arrived quickly, attempting to piece together the story as Korra choked through sobs in the front seat of her vehicle.

         “So...where we headed?” Asami asked, the late fall wind whipping her hair slightly behind her as she sat in the drivers seat of her convertible Satomobile. Korra blurted out her address, wiping furiously at her tears as she shivered in her thin jacket and sports bra. The heiress asked the princess if she wanted the top of the car up and the heat on, but Korra merely shook her head. Asami nodded softly, placing a gentle hand over Korra’s for a moment before switching gears and pulling back onto the main roads. 

         “Is your bodyguard coming, too?” Korra sniffed as they pulled into the lot. She wiped her nose against the back of her sleeve, looking at her friend expectantly. Her eyes and nose were swollen from the emotional turmoil, only making her feel worse to see Asami perfectly made up, her expensive loungewear clinging to her frame elegantly beneath her coat.

         “No, he went home for the night. And, this is a relatively safe area, and it's not a public place, so…” the heiress trailed off. “Let’s get you inside.” Korra nodded weakly, thanking her friend for driving as she grabbed her gym bag and scooted out of the car.

         “I finally get to see your place…” Asami mumbled awkwardly, unsure of how to act as Korra was yet divulge any information on why she was so distraught, needing to be picked up on a random street mere hours after they had seen each other before, and riding in complete silence. 

         “It’s nothing special,” Korra muttered, unlocking the front door with her keys and calling out for her roommate, receiving no response. “She hasn’t been answering my calls or texts and I haven’t seen her in days. I think she’s still mad at me for ditching her at Tahno’s party,” Korra wailed, plopping down on the couch. Asami followed carefully behind her, slipping out of her winter boots at the front door and glancing around the quaint apartment, nodding along as if she knew anything about what Korra was saying.

         The walls were a muted sage, with photos of precious memories hung in the doorway; Korra and Opal in Zaofu the day they met at the political conference, Mako Bolin and Korra on their sports team, Korra and her dog.

         “Hey girl,” Asami jerked her head over to where Korra sat, her dog appearing from her room and licking her face where fresh tears had fallen. Asami made her way to the couch, sinking down beside Korra and trying not to twiddle her thumbs in anticipation for the devastating reasoning behind her friend’s tears. What could have upset her so badly?

         “What’s been going on?” Asami asked gently. Naga’s head perked up at her voice, and the dog walked across the couch to greet the new person. She gently stroked down the dog’s head, looking up at its owner in anticipation of a response. “Did something happen?” It was a far cry from Korra’s slightly timmid but generally normal behavior earlier at the dress shop. 

         “M-mako…” Korra stuttered, watching Asami’s face twist. “M-Mako beat the shit out of Tahno in practice.”

         “The guy with the pretty hair I thought was your boyfriend at my party?” Asami clarified. Korra’s gaze darted to meet hers, wincing at the implication. She merely nodded, turning away again. “Spirits…is he okay? What the hell happened?” Asami’s mind was going a million miles an hour, curious as to what could have pushed Mako so far over the edge. She had heard several tales of Mako’s times on the streets, mostly from the third party of Bolin, but she had no idea that her exboyfriend still had that inside of him, after all of this time.

         “I don’t know!” Korra wailed, dropping her head into her hands. “We were sparring, and they partnered up, and suddenly I hear Tahno scream and Mako’s on top of him punching him in the face, over and over and over again.” Korra shuddered at her own words as Asami’s lips tightened into a thin line. “And then Tahno’s friend Ming said something about it being my fault. What the hell does that mean?” Asami scowled at Korra’s words, lifting up from the couch and turning away from Korra, who looked at her in confusion.

         “Let me see if I can piece this together with my limited knowledge,” Asami said suddenly and fiercely. Korra’s eyes widened as Asami began to list out everything she was aware of up until now.

         “Mako is your best friend. He spoke of you very highly when we were together, so much so that it made me jealous and insecure. He moans your name while I’m sucking his dick.” Her soft voice was now blunt and overhwleming. “Tahno is a guy that you’ve been sleeping with regularly and he very clearly has feelings for you, considering he begged you to date him. Do I have all of that right?” Korra’s eyes only widened further at Asami’s rhetorical question. “Mako knows you’ve been sleeping with this Tahno guy, I’m assuming. So he’s pissed, because he’s in love with you.” Korra’s jaw dropped to the floor as Asami angrily turned to face her. “Does that about sum it up?”

         “Asami…” Korra whispered softly, her heart cracking at the ferocity stretched across Asami’s face.

         “I didn’t come here to yell at you,” Asami pinched the space between her eyes, closing them as she was careful not to smudge her makeup. “You were there for me, so I want to be there for you. But I can’t take this ‘woe is me’ self-pitying bullshit anymore, Korra. Not a second longer. Bolin tells me shit, you know. How you flirt with everybody on the team. He told me what happened at Tahno’s party.”

         “You don’t know shit about that!” Korra said defensively, leaping up off of the couch. “And neither does Bolin, frankly! You don’t know that much at all, actually!” 

         “You’re right, I don’t. Mako loves his secrets. And I guess you love yours too, huh? When exactly were you going to tell me you have feelings for him, too?” Korra’s eyes widened again. The truth was finally coming out.

         “I didn’t know how…” Asami stayed silent. “You were so hurt…I didn’t want to make it any harder by telling you the truth. But I guess lying by omission is still lying…I’m so sorry, Asami.” She said, staring intently at the floor.

         “It’s not even about that. It’s about taking responsibility for your actions. I don’t agree with- Ming?- saying that it’s your fault. Mako is a big boy, he can make his own decisions. But it seems to me like his problem with Tahno isn’t because he doesn’t like the guy’s personality,” Asami said frankly, Korra wincing as she understood the heiress’s suggestion. “And I don’t think he’d lash out like that without reason, so why don’t you just come clean to me already.” She demanded. Korra swallowed, unsure of what to say or how to say it.

         “Mako and I…” she began, and it was all Asami needed to know. She held up a hand to stop her.

         “Got it…” her voice trailed off. “I suppose I should’ve known.” She turned away again, her shoulders dropping in defeat. Korra had called her in desperation of comfort, similar to when the other had originally reached out, but everything was finally coming to light and it was biting her in the ass.

         “I’m sorry…” was all she could respond. “I don’t know what to say…”

         “You don’t have to say anything,” Asami insisted suddenly, regaining her composure. “Like I said before, its got nothing to do with us. The truth is, I feel like I can be myself when I’m with you. And I mean my real self, not the perfect heiress that I feel like I have to be. The real me. I want to be there for you the way you have been for me, but I get the feeling that you haven’t been very honest with the people in your life, and its completely spiraled into this huge mess.”

         “I guess I don’t let myself hear it. The truth, I mean,” Korra admitted, remembering previous conversations with Opal where it had been obvious that her roommate was dancing around the topic. Had Korra been so unable and unwilling to accept the opinions and advice of others that her closest friends were now too scared to even try? “I just don’t understand...doesn’t it have everything to do with us? You should hate me.” Asami sucked in a deep breath, her expertly made up eyes welling with tears as black streaks began to fall down her cheeks. Korra ripped her gaze away uncomfortably, the air between them the heaviest it had ever been.

“I should!” Asami said desperately, turning to face her friend. “I should, but I don’t! But that doesn’t really matter, does it?” Her face twisted into a painful smile, forcing Korra to meet her gaze as her eyes widdened in surprise. “None of it fucking mattered! I just wanted to be your friend! This whole time ive been trying so hard to keep my feelings towards you and Mako seperate, but everything is so intrinsically tied that I don’t know if I can keep pretending.” Korra’s mouth snapped shut. Had Asami really felt this way the entire time? She forced her eyes away, staring intently at the floor as Asami’s chest heaved. “I always knew, I think.” Asami whispered. “You might not know me very well, but I sure know a lot about you.” Korra looked at her again as Asami’s voice rose to ranting level. 

“I know your favorite color is midnight blue because it reminds you of the night sky in the south pole. I know your favorite foods and drinks, your favorite tv show, what subjects in school you’re good at, how you can connect with people so easily. You got Mako to open up and actually let another person into his heart. Something that I couldn’t do.”

“Asami…” Korra’s eyes widdened impossibly further in surprise at the other’s words. 

“I had to know you! I had to know what was so fucking special about you for Mako to talk about you like that! I tried so hard. I tried so hard to be your friend and be supportive of Mako’s relationship with you. You guys were already best friends, who was I to come in and stop that? But I should’ve known you had feelings for eachother. I should’ve fucked off early on and realized why Mako had tried so hard to keep us apart.” She dropped her head into her hands, her voice as watery as her eyes and her makeup now unsalvagable. “I’ve just been bottling everything up, pushing it to the side to avoid any conflict and any more porblems. I wasn’t sure my heart could bare any more. Mako...Mako ended up hurting everybody by trying not to hurt anybody. He pushed his feelings for you away because he wanted to keep me happy, and it imploded.” Korra shook her head feircely. 

“It just sort of...happened. Mako cares about you more than you’ll ever know. He called what he did to you the biggest regret of his life.” Korra insisted, grabbing Asami’s hands. 

“Maybe so…” Asami sniffed. “But that doesn’t mean much to me, right now.” Korra nodded slowly and weakly, gripping Asami’s hands tighter. 

“You need to get your shit together.” Asami lifted her head suddenly. “I know it’s the pot calling the kettle black, but what you’re doing isn’t fair. It isn’t fair to Mako, or Tahno. And you need to be honest with Bolin and tell him you don’t like him that way. And you need to tell him about you and Mako.”

“If there’s even anything to tell…” Korra ripped her hands away from Asami’s. “I don’t even want to think about him right now. And Tahno...he’s been nothing but kind to me. Sincierely apologizing when he screws up and actively changes his behavior. I care about him so goddamn much it scares me...What Mako did to him…if it was really because of me...then I must be…” Korra’s eyes fluttered closed. “A really bad person.”

“No.” Asami said firmly. “Quite the opposite, actually.”

“But the things I’ve been doing haven’t been very indicative of a good person, lately. I’ve been toying with peoples feelings...I lied to you…I’m so sorry.” Korra dropped her head into her hands.

“I forgive you.” Asami replied simply.

“What?” Korra’s gaze flicked over to Asami’s emerald glow in surprise. 

“I said I forgive you. You aren’t a bad person. And, spending time with you has made me realize...I care about you, a lot. I understand now why Mako loves you so deeply.” Korra lifted her head slowly.

“Asami...I care about you too. It’s an impuslive sort of protectiveness I have towards you. You’re a really gentle and kind person that just wants whats best for everyone, even if that means putting your own feelings aside…” Asami bit her bottom lip at the words. “It just feels so strange that you know so much about me through other people. I wonder if I’ve been properly represented. I want to get to know you better too. I just don’t see how we can, after everything.” Korra sighed. It was too much. She was too guilty. She had fucked up too much.

“The how doesn’t matter to me,” Asami replied, reaching for Korra’s hand again. “I’ll be there to support you in any way that I can. Whatever you want, and I’ll do it.” Korra’s breath hitched at her words as she was reminded of Mako’s promise to be better for her at the hospital. 

“How can you forgive me so easily? After everything I’ve done.I thought you’d be furious with me. I put it off for so long because I genuinely had no idea what to say. And I was so selfish, because I wanted what I wanted but I also didn’t want to hurt you.”

“I was never angry with you...I was worried, because I was afraid that you’d lost your way.” Asami pulled Korra into a tight embrace, her tears spilling onto Korra’s neck as they clung to eachother. 

“You’re the only person that has never judged me for the mistakes i’ve made, and yet you’re one of the people I’ve probably hurt the most…” Korra mumbled into her hair. “You’re...a really wonderful person, Asami. I’m so sorry you got such a short end of the stick.” Asami pulled away from her, their arms still wrapped around eachother loosely. 

“You’ll never understand how much your friendship means to me, Korra. It feels very strange to say it after such a short ammount of time, but...I just...I’ve found myself relying on you a lot. After everything I’ve known and heard from Mako and Bolin, admiring you from afar as I watched your athletic career blossom, spending time with you...I care about you so much. I never once doubted that you cared for me too, despite your...mistakes. So please take comfort in that.” Korra shook her head violently, pulling Asami’s head against her again.

“Thank you for being there for me…” was all she managed to reply. Asami squeezed her tightly, some of the tension in the air lifting. How had such a short relationship become so intense so quickly? And the multi-layered complications only adding more pressure. There was an unidentified, primal desire that the women had to protect eachother, despite the hurt and pain caused universally. It was a bond that wouldn’t be broken.

“We’ll figure it out together, okay? So don’t pull away,” Asami said softly, running her hand up to Korra’s biceps and squeezing them comfortingly. Korra marvled at the woman who had been so undeservedly kind to her. 

“Asami...do you think you could take me to the hospital?”

 

----

 

Mako flung his bag into the back of his car, slamming into the drivers seat as Bolin sat silently, his empty gaze focused on the small tear in the carpet on the floor of the car. His eyes lifted in horror as he watched Mako bang his head against the steeringwheel violently until his forehead was red.

“MAKO STOP IT!” He screamed, physically pushing Mako’s body against his seat to stop him from flinging it down again. 

“WHY? WHY SHOULD I STOP?” Mako screamed back, fresh tears forming in the corners of his eyes as he grimaced. “WHY DO I EVEN TRY AT ALL ANYMORE?” 

“What are you even talking about!” Bolin burst into tears. “What’s gotten into you! I haven’t seen you act this way since-”

“No, you wouldn’t know a goddamn thing about it. I made damn sure of that. Every fucked up thing I ever did was for you and it made me into a bad fucking person. Every time we had to steal to eat that night, every time I gave myself up to the tripple threats for punishment so that you wouldn’t get the brunt of it.” Mako tore away from Bolin’s teary, fearful eyes “And just look at me now!” He let out a humorless, dark laugh. 

“Mako...you’re scaring me,” Bolin sobbed. “Let me help you.”

“Hah. I’m beyond help,” Mako said darkly, ripping his hands through his hair and droppign his head against the steeringwheel again. He looked down at his brusied and bloodied hands, crusted blood that was presumably Tahno’s streaked across his knuckles. “I’ll never be good…” he whispered. 

“Please, I’ll help you. Just telll me what’s been going on, and we can figure it out together! I promise!” Bolin pleaded. Mako lifted his head slowly, a gaze devoid of emotion capturing Bolin’s in response. “I usually let you go off and do your brooding thing and be alone, but this? I mean, you just sent Tahno to the hospital! You’re gonna get kicked off the team! You could get KICKED OUT OF SCHOOL!”

“You think I don’t know that?” Mako hissed.

“You can’t keep avoiding whatever is eating you!” Bolin’s tears increased. “Why won’t you talk to me?” he whispered, reaching gently for Mako’s arm.

“I don’t have to tell you anything!” Mako yanked his arm out of Bolin’s careful grasp. “Stop fucking asking! Stop caring! I don’t deserve it! I don’t want your help and I certainly don’t need it so just leave me the fuck alone!” Mako spat, shifting the car into gear and pulling out of the school lot. Bolin sobbed quietly next to him as his mind reeled. Bolin. Asami. Korra. So many mistakes...there was nothing he could do to fix things at this point. He wanted to dissapear forever, become a painful distant memory so that he could stop causing the people that he loved so much pain from his existance. He couldn’t be the son that San and Naoki had hoped for. He was just a fuck up, through and through. 

As they pulled into the parking lot of their apartment complex, Bolin leapt from the car before it had finished moving, hurrying to unlock the door and rush into his room before Mako could react. He had no words left to say, no tears left to cry. He had too many people to apologize to and no forgiveness expected.

 How can my mere existence be the cause of so much irreperable damage and pain? He wondered. Suddenly his phone pinged with a message. Tiredly, he glanced at the screen, his heart leaping into his throat when he saw who it was from. 


  New Message



  From: Asami Sato



  We need to talk.


  







30. Not Thinkin’ Bout You


    
    
  “Korra…” Shaozu said softly, looking up from his Future Industries magazine as he saw his disheveled teammate in the open doorway of the hospital room. 



  “Can I come in?” She asked quietly, glancing nervously at Tahno’s sleeping form. He was hooked up to several monitors with an IV drip, and his face was so swollen it was nearly unrecognizable; his curls splayed out oddly from the bandage that was wrapped around his head. 



  “I guess…” Shaozu replied awkwardly. Korra stepped over to the bed, taking the empty seat next to the bed and gently grabbing Tahno’s hand as he slept, his face twisted in a painful grimace as his chest rose and fell. 



  “Fuck…” Korra breathed. “How is he?”



  “Nobody will tell me what’s going on…” Shaozu said quietly, rubbing under his eyes as he leaned up in his seat. “What the fuck happened?”



  “It’s my fault...Mako and I-” They were interrupted by a low growl.



  “What the FUCK is she doing here?” Ming’s angry voice came from the doorway. Tahno stirred slightly in his sleep and Korra ripped her hand away. 



  “Ming-”



  “Get. Out. Now.” He snarled, the two cups of coffee in his hands shaking and slightly spilling onto the floor. Shaozu looked at Korra nervously, unsure of the unspoken communications that Ming and the woman shared. 



  “Can we just talk? Please?” Korra begged softly.



  “Fine.” Ming grit his teeth angrily, setting the coffee down on the examination table beside the door frame and spinning on his heel into the hallway. “What the hell is wrong with you? Tahno doesn’t want to fucking see you right now.”



  “I know…” Korra sighed, hugging herself awkwardly. “I just wanted to see if he was okay…”



  “You don’t have a right to know that! You’ve got a lot of nerve showing your face,” Ming spat, crossing his arms arrogantly. “Fucking with Tahno’s feelings and getting him beat up by the guy you picked over him. And now you show up at the hospital with the ‘deer caught in the headlights’ look expecting everything to be fucking fine. What the fuck is wrong with you?” He glared at her expectantly, and Korra was unable to meet his gaze. 



  “I’m sorry.” She squeezed her eyes shut. “You have to know, I care about Tah-.”



  “Oh my light spirit please save the sob story.” Ming lifted his hand to halt her speech. “Look, I’m sorry for saying this was your fault. And for calling you a cunt, or whatever.” Ming flipped his hair, turning to face her. “But, Tahno is like, my best friend. And ever since you guys started hooking up, he’s been completely out of whack. And look where it got him. Mako’s a fucking psychopath. Tahno’s lucky it wasn’t a lot worse!” 



  “I don’t know what happened...I feel awful…” Korra replied quietly. She could feel her heart cracking at her teammates words. Sure, Mako had lit the match, but she had poured the gasoline. She desperately wondered what she could do to make it okay again as she glanced over to Tahno’s crumpled, sleeping form; shallow and painful breaths escaping his lips in his rest. 



  “Well, you should…” Ming said awkwardly. “Anyways...he doesn’t wanna see you right now, so you should just go.“ he turned away from her and began to reenter the room. “And Korra?” She turned back to face her teammate. 



  “Can you please give him a straight answer so he can move on already? I’m sick of watching him destroy himself over a girl that’s never gonna love him back.” Korra nodded quickly, fast walking away as Ming shook his head again and took his place bedside, holding Tahno’s hand softly as he sank down into the chair.


 


  Korra rushed back into the passenger side of Asami’s car. 



  “How is he?” she asked with worry. Korra shook her head, indicating her desire to stay silent. Asami bit her lip before turning her attention to her phone, Ming’s words playing over and over in Korra’s mind as they drove in more painful silence. 



  
    I’m sick of watching him destroy himself over a girl that’s never gonna love him back.
  



  Love? Tahno loved her? Had he said that, or was Ming being presumptive? Her thoughts cast to Tahno’s sudden declarative outburst of his feelings for her over breakfast after she had spent the night, selfishly trying to seduce him into fucking her worries away again. 



  
    When are you gonna get it through your thick skull that I’m crazy about you?
  



  How could he love a girl like her? It had always been just sex, hadn’t it? Hadn’t they both known that? Or maybe that line had been crossed a long time ago, through their playful flirting and initial fallout where she had avoided him out of uncomfort towards his friend group and deep seated desire to pull away when she had sensed the dynamic becoming imbalanced. Korra pushed the feelings that Ming’s words had given her, thanking Asami for the ride despite her reservations.



  “Everything good?” The princess asked, gesturing to Asami’s furrowed brow as she quickly tapped out a message on her phone.



  “Oh! I’m- yeah. All good here,” she forced a smile that Korra had come to recognize as insincere, but she pushed the fleeting thought to the side. At this point, she was simply grateful that someone was still speaking to her.



  Her thoughts instantly drifted to Tahno again, trying to pinpoint exactly when everything had gotten so heavy. Their dialogue at Asami’s party was riddled with flirtatious implications, and in that moment they both knew that Tahno was just a body to her. They had argued at the noodle shop before, but it seemed so long ago and Korra couldn’t even remember why she was upset with him. She had assumed he wanted the same- a quickly satisfied craving that left him wanting more everytime the itch was scratched. Their sexual chemistry was palpable; an open secret on the team that was becoming more and more prevalent as time went on. And Korra had always thought it was nothing more to her than a physical connection until now, her drained body silently resting inside of her most unusual friendship, carefully remembering all of the intimate moments she had shared with her teammate. He had seen her at some of her lowest points, lower than most. Their bond over their shared love for art and music and cooking and so many other hobbies they had in common was crashing down on her. It had never been purely physical, had it? How had she not realized this before? How had she been unable to predict that he would fall for her in such a way? 



  “You were right, I shouldn’t have gone,” the princess offered suddenly. “I always put my feelings above everyones. I gotta stop doing that,” she chuckled darkly, leaning her head back against the seat. Asami nodded carefully, turning a corner back to Korra’s apartment. The watertribe woman let her mind drift further, reminiscing in the subtle comforts that Tahno had provided throughout her recent painful experiences. Despite her choosing another man over and over, stomping all over his feelings repeatedly after he had made amends, disrespecting his wishes to remain 
  
    just 
  
  friends unless she wanted something more...the guilt was eating her alive. And she had been a fool to think that it wasn’t anything more than she thought for so long. No wonder he got the wrong idea! Asami turned into the complex, and korra did a quick scan for Opal’s green satomobile to no avail. 



  “Are you gonna be alright?” Asami turned to her. Korra shrugged awkwardly, nodding to her friend as she exited the vehicle. “Korra!” Asami called out to her suddenly, just as the other was about to enter her apartment. “Everything’s going to be alright. I promise.” Korra captured Asami’s gaze, nodding with a weak smile before shutting and locking the door behind her. She was struck by Asami’s sudden outburst, and the intensity of her words. Everything with Tahno had built up until it imploded, and in her usual self assurance, she didn’t know how to feel at all. But there was a part of her that had awoken. There was something there and she didn’t want to think about it or feel it in the slightest, but as she held his hand and saw his face again and heard Ming’s words, she couldn't deny it anymore. For once, Korra wasn’t sure about anything.


 


  —-



  “Gah, my fucking head,” Tahno groaned suddenly, stirring awake from his uncomfortable fever dream. He pressed his free palm to his forehead, carefully feeling the bandages covering his swollen and bruised face.



  “Thank the spirits!” Ming said softly, lifting his head from where it was resting on his roommates hospital bed at the sudden movement.



  “What time is it?” Tahno groaned. Ming yawned, checking his phone. 



  “It’s like almost 4am, dude.” Tahno shifted slightly in his bed, groaning as he looked directly at him. “Have you been here this whole time?” Ming lifted his hand from Tahno’s and brushed his disheveled hair from his gaze tenderly.



  “Of course I was,” he replied, a soft smile on his lips that Tahno returned sincerely. The stretching of his skin caused him to wince as Ming informed him that Shaozu would have stayed, had he not had a test the following morning. 



  “It’s totally fine. I need to thank him for driving. Spirits...do you have my phone? I gotta look at myself.”



  “Nah, it’s just gonna upset you,” Ming said, shaking his head from experience. Tahno was quite vain, and he knew that if his friend saw his appearance he wouldn’t be happy.



  “Geeze, that bad, huh? Well, do you know when I can get out of here at least? I wanna go home. I hate hospitals,” Tahno shivered involuntarily, ignoring the full ache of his face that cut through the medicine that was beginning to wear off. 



  “I know, man, I know. I’ll call the nurse.” His roommate pressed a button on the side panel of the hospital bed. “You’ve got a pretty bad concussion. But hey, I bet you’ve got a pretty good chance at being captain once Mako’s expelled.” Ming joked, leaning forward and patting Tahno’s shoulder.



  “Expelled? No...I don’t want to get him expelled.” Tahno’s voice trailed off awkwardly as he clutched his forehead as a sharp pain subsided as quickly as it had arrived. 



  “What the hell?” Ming replied incredulously. “He put you in the fucking hospital! He busted your face! And gave you a concussion! You’re lucky he didn’t break anything!”



  “Nothings broken?” Tahno replied in shock, touching his face carefully before wincing in pain, the mixture of pain medication and dopamine wearing off. “Fuck…” he was grateful that his nose remained intact, but the rapidly growing aches and pains that he was experiencing he could’ve done without.



  “I thought you’d be fucking furious! I mean, why did he even freak out on you that bad?! What happened, dude?” Ming asked him carefully, not wanting to mention a certain girl's name until Tahno did. 



  “It’s my fault…” Tahno squeezed his eyes shut and turned away from his friend. “I egged him on over shit with Korra. I deserve this…” he winced at her name.



  “Tahno, the dude’s a psycho. Even if you were fucking with his girl that doesn’t give him the right to beat you up.” Ming insisted, his previous guess on what had caused the scuffle now confirmed.



  “I guess…” Tahno conceded. “But I’m not surprised.” The nurse suddenly entered the room to inquire what was needed. The water tribe man hated to hear Korra referred to as ‘Mako’s girl’. “Fuck, can I get some more meds? I’m starting to really feel it.”  She nodded before exiting again.



  “Why’d you do it then? Were you expecting this or something? I’m so confused.”



  “Nah…” Tahno groaned as he hoisted himself to sit up in the bed. “I just wanted him to feel bad for the way he was treating Korra. But even though he’s driving her away…” 
  
    she still doesn’t want me…
  



  “You’re nuts,” Ming smiled awkwardly.



  “I guess I am,” Tahno replied wistfully. “She keeps running to me to make her feel better...I can’t do that anymore. Not knowing that she’s doing it out of anger at another guy.” The initial anger he had harbored for Korra in the heat of the moment had subsided, only to be replaced with the crippling devastation that she hadn’t chosen him. He regretted screaming at her to go away when all he wanted was to hold onto her and never let her go.



  “Spirits...you’re down bad…” Ming remarked with a soft wince.



  “Don’t remind me,” Tahno groaned, flipping onto his stomach weakly. “She’s special, man.” He mused, his squished cheeks aiding his monotone drawl. “I can’t stop thinking about her.”



  “Damn, she must be crazy in bed,” his roommate heckled. Tahno frowned, glancing over to him. 



  “She makes me feel...I don’t really know how to put it into words. It just feels easy with her. I guess you wouldn’t think that because of...well, everything. But I know it would be. And, I know we’ve only ever been friends with benefits, but...I feel like I can actually talk to her, you know? More than I’ve ever been able to talk to another girl. She makes me feel okay with myself. Before all this shit started happening, we could spend the whole day in bed just talking. About everything. She knows so much about me, and I like to think I know a lot about her. And her heart...And then I had to go and ruin things by catching feelings. I know I freaked her out, minus the Mako shit.” Tahno sighed heavily, rolling onto his stomach and clasping his hands on his chest. “That’s why I was so surprised when I found out she was literally in love with Mako. She’s such a commitment-phobic person. Or maybe that's just with me?” He chuckled darkly. “We had this fight a while back, she got mad at me for something stupid I did. I can’t remember. And then at Asami’s party I wanted to try and at least go back to being friends like before. Every time we tried that, we always ended up in bed again.” Tahno huffed. “Not that I was complaining...But then I let her drown her sorrows out in me.” Ming nodded wearily, remembering the uncomfortable outbursts at the party. “That was a line we shouldn’t have crossed. I shouldn’t have shown her that that was okay to do.”



  “You couldn’t have known the extent of things,” his roommate reassured him. 



  “I’m not even sure I know when I started feeling this way...I knew I wanted her long before this, but…” he paused and hoisted himself up again. “I guess it was at the party. Seeing her so distraught over someone else...I wanted her to feel that strongly for 
  
    me
  
  .”



  “She was here. Earlier, I mean…” Ming admitted as the nurse returned with a new IV drip, hooking it up silently as the men conversed. 



  “She came? Really? When!” Tahno said suddenly, his fallen face lighting up in shock. “Even after I told her to leave me alone…” he whispered to himself. 
  
    So she 
  
  
    does 
  
  
    care!
  



  “A few hours ago. I made her leave, but I honestly think she would’ve stayed…” 



  “I guess I shouldn’t want her pity…” Tahno remarked, letting his head fall to the side and quietly thanking the nurse as she finished her work before leaving the friend’s alone again. “And there she goes pushing boundaries again. Anybody would’ve stayed away, hearing that.” 
  
    But Korra isn’t just anybody.
  



  “As your best friend, I say this with love. You gotta move on, dude. She’s hung up on another guy and you’re just hurting yourself at this point. Do you honestly think she’s gonna come around?” Ming asked sincerely, a quiet sadness in his eyes as they met Tahno’s dull blue ones. 



  “I can’t.” He said simply, biting his lip.



  “Tahno, I know it feels that way right now but…”



  “No!” Tahno interrupted, sitting up again and wincing at the sudden movement. “Before I passed out- after I calmed down- I realized something. Mako is usually a super level headed dude, right? So what would push him over the edge like that? I didn’t say anything that crazy.”



  “What do you mean, bro?”



  “I mean…why did Mako react so strongly to me talking about sleeping with Korra? I’m sure he knew we used to hook up regularly. I mean, they're best friends! It had to have been something else.” He leaned back in his bed again.



  “You lost me, Ming grimaced.



  “He’s scared,” Tahno smiled softly. “Because Korra has feelings for me.”


  







31. none


    
    
  “Tahno, I think the concussion is getting to you,” Ming said wearily, his lips slightly parted and his fingers drumming against his chin. He didn’t want to overreact and upset Tahno further, but his friend was overly vulnerable and he wanted to nip this unhealthy fixation in the bud. It had gone on far too long.



  “Ming, shut up.” Tahno snarled. “She has feelings for me. I know she does.” Ming swallowed the hard lump that began to form in his throat as he searched for the right response. Why was Tahno’s insistence bothering him so much? He wanted to shake him to snap out of these delusions. Why was he clinging on to this pathetic false hope so tightly?



  “Dude, even if she does, is that really what you want? This whole time she’s been fucking around with other guys, and consistently picking another over you. And didn’t you say that she’s in 
  
    love 
  
  with Mako? That’s a lot stronger than ‘having feelings’ for someone else.” Ming enunciated his words with finger quotes. “And they’re best friends! A hell of a lot longer and probably closer than you guys have been.”



  “You don’t know that. It doesn’t matter,” Tahno mumbled, rolling to face away from his best friend and ignoring the valid points he had made. He let his curls cascade down his face as his eyes fluttered closed. “I love her.”



  Ming wasn’t sure if it was the copious amount of painkillers that his teammate was on, the traumatic injury he had sustained to his head, or the absolute broken state of his fragile feelings, but Tahno’s words sliced through his skin sharply, a white hot sting enveloping every pore. 



  “L-love her?” Ming stuttered in disbelief, jaw unhinged as Tahno sighed softly, his eyes still squeezed shut as he dragged his hands to clasp together and rest on his chest. 
  
    Not again...
  



  “I think so. I realize that now. I thought I could be just friends with her, and after the party, I thought I had fucked everything up. She had no reason to keep me around, and yet she forgave me and continued to rely on me. I’m the guy for her, I know it. I just have to be patient.” He breathed out again softly. Ming slowly clamped his mouth shut, his tongue suddenly dry as he mulled over the other’s words. He had not heard Tahno so sure of something like this in a long time; not since-



  “So you can rest easy, now.” He whispered.



  “What? No I can’t!” Ming said frantically, leaning forward in his chair. “It's unfair to you to wait around for someone that loves somebody else. You should be with someone that actually cares about you! That only likes YOU! That knows you and knows your heart!” 
  
    Someone like-
  



  “She 
  
    does 
  
  care about me,” Tahno hissed. “I meant you can rest assured that I got over 
  
    you
  
  .” He muttered, and Ming was exceedingly grateful that his sweeping lashes were still fluttered closed so that his friend could not see his face. 



  “T…” Ming whispered dejectedly, breathing in sharply at the forbidden subject that they had both danced around for so long. 



  “It feels like forever ago, but,” Tahno paused to take a breath. And it hadn’t been that long ago. Not long enough for Ming to process the confusing feelings that had been pulled out of him from such a declaration, let alone from a friend. And certainly not enough time to bring it up right now. “Sometimes I worry that you think I still feel that way about you and that you’re uncomfortable around me. Like you’re pulling away from me when I need you more than ever.” The bruised man said quietly. “I know you said we were cool, but sometimes I...I get nervous that we aren’t.” Ming squeezed his eyes shut, fists clenched. “I don’t want to lose you,” the last part was so soft that Ming wasn’t sure if he had actually heard it or just made it up. “I 
  
    can’t.”
  



  “How long have you been feeling this way?” He winced through gritted teeth. He had made conscious efforts to act normally around his friend and roommate, engaging in playful flirting with Korra to tease Tahno and spending their usual time together in shared normalcy. Drinks with Shaozu, bantering at practice, video games with Hasook and dinner with Hong Li after practice. Things had immediately bounced back. Or, had they?



  “I don’t know...I thought you’d be happy that I was into someone else, and that maybe we could move past my confession and just go back to being friends.” Ming remained quiet as Tahno turned back to face him, his swollen and bandaged face difficult to take in. “Like normal.”



  “But we have.” He insisted, his expression twisted painfully. And hadn’t they? Ming had advised him through the entire Korra saga, being cut over and over again every time Tahno shed a tear or cancelled a plan or locked himself in his room over the water tribe tinted chaos that ensued. Seeing Tahno hurt was more painful than anything he had ever experienced, and he was nearly powerless to stop it. It stung more, realizing that Korra didn’t seem to care all that much about it...About Tahno. The man’s stubbornness only worried Ming further.



  “I don’t know...I feel like we’re always fighting. Getting on each other's nerves in a way we didn’t used to before.” Tahno’s powder blue eyes fixated on the grey of his, an intensity that made the latter want to rip away. 



  “Why didn’t you say something before? I also thought we were okay!” Ming cried out insistently to Tahno’s crestfallen face. He felt a wash of guilt spill over him as they bore into eachothers eyes. 



  “Maybe I’m projecting my insecurities onto you. Sorry.” Tahno grunted. “When I confessed, I was so terrified that you would hate me. I didn’t even care that you didn’t feel the same way, I just didn’t want you to leave. And I stupidly thought that I had to tell you how I felt before I could try moving on.”



  “I see…” was all Ming managed to reply. 



  “And maybe there was some truth to that,” Tahno admitted. 



  “Why are you bringing this up now?”



  “I don’t know...we never really spoke about it after that night. I always wanted to, but I was just so terrified...I thought that you’d be relieved to see me chasing after someone else. Like you didn’t have to worry about making me feel better around you if I was over you. I never felt that way, though. I just wanted to be around you. I realized that confessing was the wrong choice. If I could go back, I wouldn’t have said anything.” The water tribe boy admitted. “I just wanted you to know that.”



  “Oh...I wouldn’t wish that,” Ming replied quietly, pouring over his best friend’s words and clinging on to each one as they fell from his mouth. He had never wanted them to be apart either.



  “Why not? It’s caused so much miscommunication between us.” Tahno’s eyes fixated on the hospital tiles as he threw his hands up. “I keep getting frustrated with you because I think you’re frustrated with me, and I-“



  “Tahno, look at me.” The athlete paused, biting his lip and looking at his best friend as his hands dropped. “You shouldn’t regret having those feelings. I…” Ming sucked in his cheeks, carefully trying to find the right words to explain the feelings he had locked away for so long, or rather, the ones he could somewhat understand by then. “I was...grateful. To hear that you loved me. So much that you had to tell me. When you told me you...well, nobody has ever told me they loved me like that before. I'm really sorry for reacting poorly, I just...I didn’t know how to...I-I’m sorry if I’ve made you feel like I feel weird around you. And for making you feel like you couldn’t talk about it later on. The truth is…”



  
  
    I don’t even know what the truth is, 
  
  Ming thought to himself. 



  “You’re my best friend.” 
  
    Fuck. 
  
  Tahno smiled at him lazily, finding amusement as Ming struggled to articulate his feelings. Feelings Ming himself wasn’t quite sure about anymore.  His best friend knew he wasn’t very good with them, regardless. “And I guess I just hate seeing you this way. Maybe I feel guilty because I didn’t let you grieve the rejection properly, and I see you doing the same thing now...clinging onto something this way.” Tahno’s mouth twisted into a scowl. “We just jumped back into how things were immediately, and I didn’t let either of us think about it.”



  “I thought about us all the time, actually.” Tahno retorted. 



  
    So did I, 
  
  Ming thought. 



  “This is 
  
    different,” 
  
  Tahno insisted. “Korra 
  
    does 
  
  have feelings for me.”



  “And even if she does,” Ming leaned forward, breaking the touch barrier and grabbing Tahno’s hand carefully. “You deserve so much better than that, T. You deserve someone like…” they locked eyes again, Ming’s bottom lip nearly tearing from how hard he was biting it and Tahno’s eyes widened in surprise at the embrace. 
  
    Someone like-
  



  “Hello,” the nurse knocked at the door. “The doctor will be in with you shortly to check you over. How are you feeling?” 



  “Um, Much better, thank you.” He ripped his eyes away from Ming’s. “Will I be getting discharged soon?” Tahno asked politely. 



  “If everything looks good,” the nurse nodded. The men thanked her in unison before Tahno turned back away from him again, pulling his hand out of Ming’s grasp wordlessly and eyes closed as his head continued to pound. Ming felt his chest ache with worry at his friend's words. He felt the surge in his chest subside as he lost the words he wanted to say. Why had Tahno dragged up their tumultuous past like that? What was this feeling? They sat in an uncomfortable silence as Ming listened to Tahno’s breathing, hoping the injured man couldn’t hear how hard and fast the heartbeat beside him was. 



  —-



  Mako stared at his phone in disbelief. What the hell did Asami want? He angrily clicked his phone off, slamming the car door shut after retrieving his practice bag and silently entering his room. He made his way to the shared bathroom, regrettably confident that Bolin was unlikely to leave his room for the rest of the night as he turned on the leaky faucet of the shower. After waiting for it to heat up, he stepped under the stream, the heat stinging his skin from how hot it was. And yet, Mako felt so cold, the only image in his mind the horror on Korra’s face after witnessing him at his worst. He contemplated his brother's words from the car ride as he reached for the body wash.



  
    I haven’t seen you act this way since…
  



  And for the most part, it was true. Mako had been able to maintain such a level head for so long after they had gotten off the streets, finally getting a real apartment and working their butts off with school for scholarships. It was a welcome distraction, and they had finally achieved their dream of making an honest living. 



  He had met Korra early on, and her light and optimism was abhorrently successful in driving away his loneliness and contempt. She was the one person that he could tell anything to, and she wouldn’t judge him, not finding anyone in his 22 years that even came close to the way she made him feel. She had become a part of his family, unconditional and steadfast in her presence. Although he had shared details of the past sparingly in an ever persistent bid for self preservation, she merely quelled his worries with a hug, despite her discomfort and worry for him. Every single time. And then he had met Asami and everything felt like it was finally falling into place; a beautiful, wealthy heiress that wanted to take care of him and his brother. It felt like a dream, two wonderful girls that he cared deeply for, his dear little brother succeeding in life. He only wished that his parents had been there to see it. It made all of the fucked up shit he had said and done in the past feel worth it. 



  But things were different now, and he had no one to blame but himself. After recent events, Bolin was the one person he still had unconditionally, having driven away the others and not allowing them to prove that their love was absolute and unchanging like Mako so desperately wished for.



  He wanted to feel that all parts of him were accepted. Even the twisted and ugly sides of him. The sides that he spent so much time suppressing, trying to forget, The person he was deep down that had to do unspeakable things to survive and protect his little brother. But no one had ever completely known the real him. And although Korra was so close, she hadn’t yet been able to completely penetrate the concrete fortress that Mako kept his heart behind, under lock and key. And in his anger, throwing the carefully concealed truth back into his innocent brother’s face had ruined that sense of unrestricted love and acceptance too. 



  It wasn’t Bolin’s fault in the slightest- and Mako would be the first person to acknowledge that- but in all the years of suffering, doing things that made him feel bad inside and drive him further and further away from his parents? From feeling happy? It was worth it if Bolin could be spared from these feelings. From the desire to end things before they even begin, out of fear of the unknown or letting someone know the worst parts of you. It was a strange and evil paradox that constantly left him desperately alone. And in a way, this was Mako’s only choice in life that wasn’t drenched in regret. He only wished he could take back what he had said, not making his beloved brother think that somehow 
  
    he 
  
  was to blame for the way Mako was. However, although he liked to avoid it, sometimes, Mako did feel that way. Every time Bolin called him cruel or angry or any other hurtful thing that was unfortunately true, a small piece of Mako broke off. 



  
    You think I don’t know that already? 
  
  He wanted to scream. 
  
    You think I don’t tell myself that everyday? That that’s not what I see every time I look in the mirror? 
  



  And although Bolin had never asked, Mako 
  
    had 
  
  to be that way. He had to do those things and be that person because it meant that Bolin wouldn’t be. 



  He wondered if his parents were watching him from the spirit world, dismayed by the utter failure their eldest child turned out to be. San and Naoki had only known him when he was a much different person. He had changed so rapidly for the worse, he was sure they were upset with him, wherever they were.



  Mako unclenched his injured hands, not realizing they were balled into fists as he became lost in thought. 
  
    Can you see me, mom and dad? I’m sorry.
  



  
    I have to be good. I have to be good. I have to be good. 
  



  The blood had washed away by then, leaving behind deep purple bruises that had begun to form. He flexed and closed his hands in pain, wincing at the movement as his skin finally adjusted to the scalding water.



   In his mind's eye, Korra’s terrified face began to form once more. He had never seen her so utterly frightened by anything, let alone by the person she loved. He grit his teeth in a desperate attempt to will away the tears beginning to form in the corners of his dehydrated eyes.



  
  
    I have to be good. I have to be good. 
  



  How could he face her again? After all of his mistakes, she didn’t love him anymore, right? And how could she? Did she ever even love him at all? If she was still seeking Tahno out for comfort? Making plans with Bolin while knowing his feelings? Mako’s eyes squeezed shut as tears of frustration streamed down his cheeks, mixing with the shower water as he pressed his swollen forehead into the tile. 



  
    I’ll never be good. 
  



  
    —-
  



  Asami returned home hastily, her mind swimming from the second she hit send on that text message. She wasn’t sure if she was ready to face Mako yet, the devastation of his betrayal still a fresh wound that seemed to have lemon juice poured in it every time she saw Korra’s face. 



  But who was she to stand in the way of a love so deep? She had confessed to the other woman that a part of her had always known, and she stood by that. The depths of her malice only seemed to wash away when she spent time with the princess. To Asami, it was blatantly obvious that she could never hold a candle to her. In fact, it made complete sense that Mako would fall in love with Korra despite making promises to someone else, she just wished she hadn’t been the collateral damage. 



  Sighing, she retreated to the master bathroom of her penthouse, deciding to draw a bath. She reached into a drawer by the sink and pulled out a bath bomb, which she carefully placed into the tub as it began to fill, pink dust leaking into the water and sparkles beginning to shimmer throughout the bubbles that had formed. She disrobed, placing her phone beside the lip of the tub and swooping her thick curls into a knot before stepping into the tepid water.



  Asami had always been alone. Since her mother was taken from her, she retreated into herself in a worrisome manner. Her father had become her rock, and although they had become inseparable through her diligent training in her eventual acquisition of the company, it left little room for personal relationships. 



  Nevertheless, Asami had no problems making friends when she began college, opting for a public education rather than abroad at the women’s only fire nation academy that her mother had attended. She wanted to meet the people of Republic City: learn their backgrounds and experience different cultures and customs to connect with people different than she. Likewise, joining a sorority and quickly proving herself a force to be reckoned with; one of the few women in a STEM major and quickly rising to the top of all of her classes. 



  So it was quite different when she decided to attend a taekwondo match for the school one evening after staying on campus late. And that’s where she saw him: his lean and muscular frame catching her eye as he quickly defeated his opponent, a suppressed smirk gracing his strong features as his arm was raised by the referee in victory. Mako, with his amber eyes and stoic expressions and his brooding demeanor. And then there was his lovable little brother, who was everything Mako wasn’t: bubbly, friendly, and tried just a bit too hard. They were her first real friends. 



  But Mako always spoke of another girl. His closest friend he had ever had, a fellow member of the team. Broad shouldered, tawny skin and blue eyes that you could spend forever getting lost in. She had a crooked smile that she used liberally, and a pushy demeanor that let you know she really did care. Asami was admittedly intrigued, never having to ask for information that Mako willingly offered about her. She wanted to know such a girl. But every time she attempted, every moment she said hello and the princess brushed her off had now been explained. 



  Asami dipped her head lower into the water, her lips breaking the surface as she breathed in deeply through her nose. She let her eyes close as she leaned back, exhausted in her conviction. The events of the last couple of weeks would be enough to do anyone in. She half agreed that it was easier when she had no one. But contrastly, there was something that penetrated her core at the idea that someone could care for her as deeply as Korra had proven. Likewise, how deeply she in turn cared for her. It was unlike any connection that the heiress had experienced before: palpable and magnetic. She was only waiting for them to explode.



  She finished her bath, getting out and toweling off before slipping into her nightgown. She checked her phone for Mako’s reply, but it hadn’t come. She tapped into the messages, seeing that she had been left on delivery. Maybe he hadn’t been checking his phone in the aftermath of the dramatic blow up? Or maybe he had seen it and was deliberately ignoring it. Either way, she resigned to try and get some rest before her weekend trip. She didn’t want to be bogged down with the weight of the drama she would be leaving behind in the city, but it was looking like that would be inevitable. She only hoped there would be some sort of resolution.


  







32. Navigate Me


    
    
  To: Asami Sato



  How’s the fire nation?


 


  “Hiiii!” Opal’s airy greeting came from the opening of the front door as Korra hit send on the text message. She sat up from where she was slouched on the couch, days old soggy ramen and mochi wrappers strewn about the living room from where the watertribe woman had been rotting since Thursday night. Naga perked her ears up at the noise, running to greet the other roommate as she dropped her shopping bags in the hallway and lifted her sunglasses up her head; the late morning sun glaringly bright in the absence of clouds. 



  “Where have you been!?” Korra asked frantically, hopping off of the couch and stalking towards her, pulling the neck of her loose sweater back up over her shoulder from where it had fallen. Her bruised legs were cold from the winter air that her roommate was letting in, and she shivered in her spandex as Opal shut the door behind her, pushing Naga down from where the pet had jumped up.



  “I know, I know. I’m sorry for leaving so unexpectedly. I had to make an emergency trip to Zaofu.” Opal apologized sincerely.



  “Spirits...I thought you’d run away because I upset you again,” Korra moaned, smacking her palm to her forehead.



  “Nah, I’ve decided to just ignore drunk-you. She and I aren’t very compatible,” Opal joked. “Sorry for not messaging you. It was just hectic. I wasn’t on my phone at all.”



  “It’s all good! I was just worried. Are we good?” Korra asked sincerely, unwrapping her arms from where she held herself and letting them fall to her sides as Naga brushed past her. Opal nodded reassuringly, hanging up her keys and coat.



  “Is everything alright with your family?” Korra asked.



  “Yeah! My grandma Toph was sick and we were worried it was something more serious, but she’s totally fine. I’m pretty sure she’s going to live forever,” Opal grinned, slipping out of her snow boots and placing them on the shoe rack.



  “That’s a relief,” Korra sighed wistfully, padding over to the kitchen, her socks sliding on the hardwood flooring.



  “I can see you’ve had a good weekend so far,” Opal said distastefully, eyeing the squalor of the apartment as Korra filled a glass of water for herself. 



  “I know, I’m sorry, I’ll clean it.” Opal brushed it off, knowing Korra always got around to it eventually.



  “Got any plans tonight?”



  “Just some sexy saturday night crying alone in my room,” Korra joked, tipping the glass back. Opal frowned, following into the kitchen.



  “Did something else happen?” Korra looked at the floor awkwardly, placing her glass down. “For Yangchen’s sake, do I miss everything? I’m never leaving Republic City again.” Korra waved her off, shaking her head as she searched for the right words to divulge what had occurred in her roommate's absence. 



  Her mouth snapped closed suddenly, the events that Opal had missed replaying in her mind, most notably the chaste kiss she had bestowed on the person the former was interested in. Korra bit her lip, searching for the right words to say as she filled Opal in on 
  
    nearly 
  
  everything she had missed: Her shopping date with Asami, the drama with Tahno, Mako and Tahno’s fight, and finally Bolin’s invitation to the formal.



  “Holy shit…” Opal breathed. “Well, maybe the formal thingy will be a good distraction.”



  “Maybe…” Korra said unsuredly, grateful that Opal seemed to gloss over it.



  “Okay, but,” Opal walked back over to the front hallway, retrieving a small bag. “You have GOT to get this shit situated. I’m so glad Asami has been so kind to you, though. She seems awesome.”



  “She is, isn’t she…” Korra mused, the heiresses words replaying over and over in her mind, her long legs and cherry lips imprinted in Korra’s brain. “She is so beautiful and smart and great, I feel horrible.”



  “Oof. Someone’s got a crush!” Opal teased lightly. 



  “Do not!” Korra blushed furiously. “I’ve just mishandled everything.” Her face fell. “ I don’t know what to do about Tahno...Ming said...well, he implied that Tahno is in love with me. He couldn’t be though, right? We’re just friends with benefits. He couldn’t…” Korra’s voice trailed off in uncertainty.



  “I’d be surprised if he wasn’t in love with you,” Opal laughed gently, sitting in a stool at the breakfast bar as Korra finished her water and refilled it.



  “What?”



  “He’s standoffish and mean to everyone except you. He listens to you cry over another guy and he’s still someone you can rely on. He genuinely cares for your wellbeing and listens when you speak. He takes care of you when you’re upset and you already know he wants to date you. Sounds like love to me.” Opal grinned knowingly. “At the very least he’s whipped as hell. I thought you knew and you were just keeping him around because the sex was good.”



  “OPAL!” Korra groaned. 



  “Kidding, kidding,” Opal conceded, lifting her hands in defeat and widening her smile. “But, how do 
  
    you
  
   feel about 
  
    him
  
   is the real question. Obviously you care about him as a friend, at least...and he got his shit rocked in your honor.”



  “Spirits...don’t remind me.” Korra moaned, clutching her forehead again. “I don’t know how I feel. I guess I hadn’t thought about that before. When I slept over after the game night, it was so weird. He was so respectful...not that he isn’t a respectful dude, but it was just...different. I literally threw myself at him, Opal. And he said he didn’t want to do anything unless it was him that I wanted. And then later when I tried to manipulate him into coming over and he turned me down, I know I really hurt him…” Korra glanced at the floor, her eyes glazing over. Opal merely nodded, understanding the implications of her friend's words. “I used his own words against him for my own gain. That was fucked up of me.”



  “To distract yourself? From Mako?” Opal asked for clarification.



  “I thought so, but the more I thought about it, the more it felt like I just...wanted to see him. Tahno has been such a good friend to me and I haven’t been one back. He’s completely backed off and just been a shoulder to cry on. And he’s the last person I should be turning to but I find myself continuing to seek out his comfort...I just...I don’t know.”



  “I mean, it makes sense. You guys are close and you share a connection.” Opal remarked thoughtfully, leaning her head into her palm.



  “Yeah, that’s true. I just feel so bad he got injured because of me...And Ming is pissed of course, rightfully.”



  “He shouldn’t have called you those terrible names, though,” Opal pointed her finger at Korra in a lecturing tone. “You can’t blame yourself.”



  “What other reason would Mako have?” Korra wailed, running her hands through her hair. Opal fell silent again at the truth in the princess’s words. “I don’t know what to do...if he loves me…I just…” Korra attempted to search for the way to articulate how she felt, but no words came to her as they sat in contemplative silence. Korra refilled her water and took a few large gulps, her throat suddenly dry.



  “Well, you love him too, don’t you?” Opal broke the silence.



  “WHAT?” Korra spat out the water onto the counter, pounding her chest as she choked from the liquid streaming down her windpipe.



  “You know what I mean,” Opal said tiredly. “Kinda like the way you love me, but a little bit more and in a different way...If that makes sense.” Korra fell silent again, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand as her roommate continued. “Not like how you love Mako...I’m not really sure how to explain it. Mako’s like your closest friend and you guys are in love with each other. Tahno is like, the dependable person that you can tell anything without judgment. It’s easy and normally care free and you guys could fuck and talk and spend time together without all the heavy shit. At least, until you couldn’t.” Korra bit her lip at her roommates words, attempting to decipher the nature of her feelings. “Friends with benefits in the truest sense of the term.” The princess nodded weakly at the others' words. She let her thoughts drift to Ming’s words again, contemplating how the men’s friendship had survived Tahno’s residual feelings. The impending guilt of being the one to inevitably break his heart again was unbearable. She understood why Ming was so rightfully protective of his friend against her-he knew what it was like to be the bad guy. Another open secret on their taekwondo team.



  “I don’t even know when it got this heavy. I guess when he caught genuine feelings? I didn’t realize how close we had become until it was too late. All of the time we spent together outside of sex was building a genuine friendship. I never realized how well we had gotten to know each other until I began to push him away...no wonder he’s so confused. And then I just keep trying to reel him back in...I suck.” Korra breathed out slowly, the sudden and full realization of her shitty behavior washing over her. “And I guess you’re right, I do love him...but, not the way he loves me.”



  “I think you like him, too.” Opal tutted, her green eyes flashing over to Korra again, interrupting before she could protest. “I know I’m not the most experienced with this sort of thing, but I don’t think you can have a genuine friendship and sleep together without some inkling of romantic feelings. Correct me if I’m wrong.” Korra’s lips snapped closed before she could protest, the truth in Opal’s words effectively silencing her.



  Tahno was handsome and kind and generous and showed Korra a quiet and soft side that hardly anyone else knew about. They had supported each other through so much in such a short amount of time and she was unable to convey the feelings and meanings that she had towards him with the vocabulary she already possessed; it was far too complex. Being unable to return the feelings that he had for her was devastating, to say the least.



  “I just can’t believe Mako did that...he’s usually so level headed. What the hell got into him?” Opal shook her head, taking Korra’s silence as confirmation of her previous notions as she attempted to steer the conversation in a different direction.



  “We both said some pretty shitty things…” Korra muttered, turning away from her friend and hugging her arms against herself protectively. “I just don’t know where that leaves us.” Opal trained her gaze to the floor, unable to provide any words of comfort to her friend in understanding the truth of her words. “I just don’t want to lose him…” Korra mumbled.



  “You won’t,” Opal said firmly. “I doubt he wants to lose you, either.” Korra bit her lip, grinning weakly at Opal’s stern and reassuring smile. “You guys will work it out. I know it. Alright, open this.” She pushed the shopping bag across the counter towards the princess.



  “What’s this?” Korra let her arms drop, moving over to the shopping bag and pulling out a box. 



  “A gift, from Zaofu. Open it!” Korra carefully lifted the top of the box to reveal a beautiful and ornate necklace, the typical fashion of the Earth Kingdom State that Opal hailed from.



  “Oh, wow.” Korra lifted the jewelry, the hefty nature of the piece indicative of its price range. “This is gorgeous.”



  “My mom had it made for you. She said to tell you to come back soon,” Opal smiled. “Oh! That reminds me,” she clapped her hands together. “Show me the dress you got!” 



  “Oh! Yeah. I’ll grab it,” Korra snapped out of her trance, carefully placing the gift on the counter before retreating to her room to collect her garment bag. “Thank you so much for the necklace, It’s stunning.”



  “I’ll tell my mom you liked it,” Opal smiled, her features twisting into shock as Korra zipped open the garment bag.



  “Th-that’s Queen Hou-Ting’s coronation gown!” Opal sputtered as Korra lifted the dress out.



  “Yeah,” Korra said with an awkward chuckle. “I had no idea it was so iconic,” she admitted.



  “And you said Asami bought this for you? Damn…” Opal carefully grazed her fingers down the length of the gown, enamored by its beauty. “I love vintage.”



  “It is very lovely, isn’t it? Hey, I can wear the new necklace you got me with it! I think the neckline works.”



  “Ooo! I love that!” Opal cooed. Suddenly, Korra’s phone began to buzz. 



  “Oh, it’s my mom. BRB,” she said, handing the gown over and swiping her phone open.



  “Hey momma,” She greeted, sliding into her bedroom and shutting the door behind her. 



  “Hi, sweetie! How are you doing?” Her mother’s gravelly voice came through the other end. 



  “I’ve...been better.” Korra admitted, shifting her weight from her toes to the balls of her feet.



  “I’m sorry to hear that, honey.” They remained in a shared silence for a moment, and Senna knew her well enough to know not to press further. “Well, your father and I wanted to double check when you want the jet to come pick you up.”



  “Oh! I forgot about the festival,” Korra groaned. 



  The Glacier Spirits Festival was a time honored tradition that united the Northern and Southern Watertribe. It also meant a lot of prepping and preening, hanging out with her creepy cousins and domineering uncle, and playing princess for a whole weekend. Yay. “Umm...let me check my school schedule.” Korra swiped over to her school app, checking when her break started. After confirming a date for her mother and exchanging ‘I love you’s,” Korra hung up and returned to the kitchen.



  “Everything alri-”



  “You gotta come to the festival with me!” Korra interrupted frantically.



  “Huh?” Opal asked confusedly.



  “The festival in my tribe. It’s one weekend over winter break, during the solstice. PLEASE Opal. I don’t wanna hang out with my cousins the whole time.” She clasped her hands together to beg.



  “I can’t, I’m sorry. It’s Wing and Wei’s birthday, and then Baatar Jr. and Kuvira’s engagement par-”



  “UGH!” Korra threw her hands up in frustration. 



  “You could ask Bolin?” Opal offered. 



  “And leave Mako all alone while we're fighting? I can’t do that.”



  “Hong Li?”



  “He’s going to Zaofu, too.”



  “Tahno?”



  “Ugh. He’ll be there, probably, but I don’t even...I don’t know what to say.”



  “Well,” Opal paused thoughtfully. “Maybe you should try calling him again. He’s had a few days to cool off.” Korra nodded weakly, zipping up the garment bag and taking it back to her room. She shakily pulled her phone out again and tapped over to his contact, pressing the dial button. After so many rings she was sure he wasn’t picking up, she suddenly heard his alluring growl on the line.



  “Korra,” he practically whispered. 



  “Hey, T…” she said miserably. “Can I come over? I want to see you.”



  “You want to see me?” He asked incredulously, as if it was so far fetched that Korra would say such a thing.



  “You were asleep when I went to the hospital...I just need to know that you’re okay.” Tahno furrowed his brow, unsure if it was a good idea for her to come over just then, his eyes glancing over to Ming’s sleeping frame and his mind clouded with so many unanswered questions. “And...I miss you.” she admitted.



  “How about I pick you up and we go to the park?” He offered, his heart swelling at her words.



  “Okay, yeah. Just give me a few minutes to get ready,” she asked.



  “See ya in thirty, then,” he replied, hanging up the phone. Tahno’s nerves were ignited by the thought of seeing Korra. He was still swollen and torn, finally able to catch a glimpse of himself in the mirror before Ming had the chance to stop him. The sight of his appearance didn’t bother him nearly as much as the reason he looked that way. Upon further contemplation, he realized there was a lot more going on with Mako than he had initially assumed. He thought it best not to question it.



  Korra poked her head out of her bedroom to fill Opal in on her plans, which she encouraged with a thumbs up and a wish for good luck. The princess returned to her room, taking a quick shower and brushing her teeth before slipping into some sweatpants and an old t-shirt. She made her way over to the closet to find a sweatshirt, her fingertips running down the university one she had stolen from Mako before reaching for a plain black one that had fallen to the back. She tied her hair up, the back half falling out from being too short as she slipped on her boots and waited for Tahno’s text that he had arrived. Her fingers hovered over her messages, the temptation to reach out to Mako lingering before she decided against it upon receiving the notification that her friend was waiting for her outside.



  Tahno was waiting for her, leaning against the driver's side of the car as the bright winter sun beat down on them, having reached its peak and slowly making its descent. She hugged him carefully, wishing she could crash into him and be held, had he not been injured in her name. 



  “Im sorry…” she mumbled as he wrapped his arms around her. She could feel him tense at the contact, his battered body wincing.



  “It’s worth it,” he replied, holding her tighter.



  “Not about the hug,” Korra pulled away slightly and looked up at him. “About your face.”



  “Ahh,” he mused, lifting his hand to the back of her neck and guiding her into him again. “Don’t worry about that. It’s not your fault.”



  “But it is!” Korra lamented. “Ming said-”



  “Ignore what Ming said,” Tahno insisted, dipping his head into the crook of her neck and breathing her in. He had missed her terribly. Being in the hospital had made him realize the full extent of his feelings. He didn’t want to let her go again. “He’s an idiot.” His thoughts shot over to the uncomfortable conversation they had at the hospital about old feelings, but he pushed them to the side. He needed to focus on controlling himself, not saying the wrong thing and scaring her off again.



  “So you’re gonna act like Mako didn’t hit you because of me?” Korra muttered into his chest.



  “I egged him on. It’s my fault. Don’t blame yourself, okay?” Korra pulled away and looked at him, his hands resting on her shoulders as he grinned lightly. Korra winced at the sight of him, one eye bloodshot and a large bandage covering a cut on his cheek, purple bruising marring his handsome face. Of course Tahno would tell her it wasn’t her fault. He was always cleaning up her messes.



   “I know, I look pretty rough. I didn’t put up much of a fight, did I?” He sighed, his eyes fluttering closed as Korra’s fingertips grazed his skin, feather-soft. She felt her heart ache as she touched him, the overwhelming emotions she couldn’t decipher catapulting to the forefront of her mind as he leaned into her touch.



  “What do you mean, egged him on?” She asked suddenly.



  “Ehh…” Tahno trailed off. “Let’s go to the park.”



  “Tahno!” Korra protested as he pulled away from her and slipped into the driver’s seat. She didn’t want to let him get away with not discussing what had happened, but conceded to waiting for a bit before attempting to bring it back up again. She slid into the car, and he waited for her to fasten her seatbelt before pulling out. Wordlessly, Korra reached for Tahno’s free hand, squeezing it tightly. Tahno glanced over at her in surprise, but her gaze was turned out the window. He continued to drive with one hand as Korra clutched him.



  “You don’t have to squeeze so tightly,” he muttered teasingly as Korra apologized and loosened her grip.



  
    I’m not going anywhere.
  


 

 


  “So, are you going to the GSF?” Korra asked as they sat on a pair of swings at the edge of the park. A small boy in a red scarf screamed happily as he went down the slide, into his mothers arms as she waited for him at the bottom.



  “I think so. My parents want to see me, so…” he trailed off.



  “At least I’ll have one friend there,” Korra grinned weakly. 



  “Yeah. Friend.” Tahno said quietly, letting his feet drag as they swung gently beside each other, falling silent at the awkward implication. “Aren’t you going to be busy with princess stuff?” 



  “Blech, don’t remind me.” Korra turned her gaze to her feet, getting slightly dizzy watching the ground. “Will you hang out with me when I’m not doing royal duties?” Her eyes flashed up to meet his. 



  “Only if you win me a stuffed animal at the carnival.” 



  “Alright, deal,” Korra grinned, reaching for his hand again and lacing their fingers together.



  “You hold my hand like you’re afraid to let go,” Tahno remarked, their arms straining as they swung in opposite directions gently.



  “Maybe that’s just it,” she sighed, letting her gaze drop again. Tahno ripped away from her, placing his hands on the chains of the swing and leaning back, his curls falling down his forehead before he lifted himself again. He could feel his heart swelling again, the burning desire to tell her how he felt regardless of the outcome bubbling in his throat. He needed to be patient, play his cards right and not end things before they even had a chance to start. It was just the waiting game at this point. Swallowing down the urge, he turned to face her again, and she winced at the sight of him.



  “Is it really that bad? Ming tried to tape over all of the mirrors in the apartment.” He muttered, face twisted in a grimace as Korra's eyes widened. He hated feeling like he wasn’t presentable, to be perceived as anything other than normal.



  “I just feel bad that it happened. Are you sure you’re alright?” He loved the idea of her worry for him, wanting to kiss and hug her and reassure her that she made him feel better.



  “Nothing broken, just severely bruised. I’ll be fine,” he reassured her.



  “What do you think is gonna happen with the team?” She peered over at him, her lips pursed.



  “I’m not gonna get Mako kicked off, if that’s what you’re asking,” He faced her again, dragging his feet on the mulch to make the swing stop



  “I didn’t even think about that…” Korra admitted. “I’ve never seen him so…”



  “Unhinged?” Tahno offered, pointing to his face comedically.



  “Maybe that’s the word. I don’t know...It really scared me.” Korra shivered, but not from the cold. She looked over at him, finding comfort in his intense gaze. Selfishly, she liked the idea of Tahno being this way only for her.



  “Like I said, I kinda deserved it.” He let his arms flop to the sides.



  “What did you say to set him off like that?” She asked, her gaze drifting back to the little boy in the red scarf again. He began to wobble across the bridge on the playground, past his little friends that were warning him it was too dangerous as the bigger children jumped up and down, causing the bridge to ripple. The boy continued anyway, tumbling down the side as his legs gave out beneath him. He began crying loudly from the impact, a little girl rushing over to make sure he was alright as his mother watched from afar, waiting to see if she needed to intervene. The watertribe man bit his lip, unsure of what to say before deciding on the whole truth.



  “That he doesn’t deserve you,” he said sincerely, catching Korra’s shocked stare. 



  “Tahno…” Her voice trailed off, and for once he didn’t like the sound of her saying his name. “Well, I guess it is mostly my fault. We had this big fight, and...I don’t know. Anyways, I should apologize for coming to the hospital when you told me to stay away from you. I’m trying to work on my boundary pushing.” Tahno shook his head at her words, standing up from the slide. Korra watched absentmindedly as the young boy pushed the concerned girl away as he tried to stand up by himself. “I’m sorry.”



  “I never wanted you to go away. I was just angry and scared and I wasn’t thinking clearly. I hope you know that.” Korra nodded weakly, and he reached his arm to her to lift her off of the swing. She used the momentum of the swing coming back, jumping into him. He wrapped his arms around her, pressing their cold noses together. She felt his hot minty breath on her cheeks, the fog evaporating around them in the chilly air. She let her eyes flutter closed as he held her gently, tipping his chin down to press his lips softly against her nose in a quick motion before pulling away. “Let’s get some coffee.” He took her hand as they made their way across the park to a small strip of stores. Korra curiously glanced back at the little boy in the red scarf, crying in the little girl's arms as the mother watched quietly from across the bridge. 


 

 


  “Does that even count as coffee anymore?” Tahno asked teasingy as he watched Korra dump yet another dose of creamer into her mug. They were sat side by side on a couch in an adorable coffee shop just off the main road, unusually quiet for a Sunday afternoon. The moody lighting in the store was making Korra sleepy from the lack of rest she had gotten all weekend despite hardly lifting from the couch, and she was grateful for the caffeine boost. 



  “Whatever, Mr. 2 sugars no cream.” 



  “Meheheh,” Tahno made a silly face at her before bringing the rim of his cup to his lips. He watched her carefully, her reddened nose impossibly endearing as she happily sipped on her drink, scrolling through her phone contentedly. “Have you talked to him since…?” He let his curiosity get the best of him, glancing over his friends shoulder. Korra’s face fell again, and she shook her head, clicking her phone off and setting her mug down on the coffee table.



  “I haven’t forgiven him for what he did to you.” She whispered. Tahno perked up at her words, the implication filling him with more hope as she looked at him again. “Even if there’s some sort of explanation, like he snapped or lost control, I don’t care. It wasn’t okay. He put you in the goddamn hospital for Yangchen’s sake. I don’t care if you think you deserved it,” Korra insisted. “It wasn’t okay.”



  “Thanks for saying that. But don’t be angry on my behalf, I’ve already forgiven him.” He sipped his drink again.



  “You’re a bigger person than me,” Korra grinned. Tahno snorted loudly, meeting Korra’s confused gaze in surprise. It was easy to forgive Mako when he realized how fucked up of a person he was, and even if his forgiveness was insincere, he hoped it made him look better in Korra’s eyes.



  “You don’t actually think that?” He asked in astonishment.



  “What do you mean?”



  “Korra, you’ve got one of the biggest hearts I’ve ever seen.” Tahno set his cup down.



  “Wha-”



  “You’re one of the most compassionate, forgiving people I’ve ever met. You always forgive people, even if they don’t deserve it.”



  “Tahno, what are you on about?” Korra blushed profusely. 



  “I’m just saying!” He lifted his hands in surrender. “It’s what you did for me.” Korra pondered his words, guilt clouding her at her current thoughts. She didn’t want to forgive Mako for everything up until now. Everything she had let slide in the past had been able to fester in her mind over the weekend. She had swept everything under the rug before, not worried about the outcome or the implications because she loved Mako so much. But being apart from him, she was able to fully comprehend how much hurt the man had caused the other people she cared about. And despite what she had said and felt before, in spending time with Asami, what Mako had done to the heiress was becoming more and more unforgivable. Hurting Tahno was simply the straw that broke the camel's back. “I was happy when Ming told me you came to visit me.” He said suddenly.



  “I would’ve stayed, If he hadn’t made me leave. But I understand why he did. I haven’t...been fair to you. Even now, I’m not being fair to you and selfishly asking you to be around me, even though I haven’t given you what you want.”



  “I just want you.” Tahno replied honestly, causing Korra’s brows to furrow as she looked at him. “In any form. In any capacity. So be selfish with me.” She felt her heart sink at his words, the only proof she needed for Ming’s declaration. Tahno loved Korra, and a small part of her was aglow with the realization. She leaned against him carefully, her head resting on his shoulder as he snaked his arm behind her and pulled her closer to him. 



  “I hate being selfish, and yet I feel like I’m the most selfish person in the world. I try so hard to help people and be better, and I just end up hurting them.” She muttered, her vision hazing over as the quiet sounds of the music playing in the shop and Tahno’s steady breathing enveloped her.



  “You do help people.” 



  “And here I go again asking you for reassurance. I must be...the worst. Truly.” She cracked a smile, looking at him again. His eyes flicked between her lips and her eyes several times before she took the plunge, leaning forward and embracing him fully. She let her hands tangle into his curls softly as he slipped his tongue into her mouth to deepen the kiss, fully surrendering himself to her the way he had been careful not to before. He was all in. 



  She kissed him passionately, letting herself use him for comfort once more in a way that no one else could provide. She couldn’t fully return his feelings, and here she was using him again in the way that he begged her not to. But he was letting her, and she was taking full advantage of that. 



  
    The most selfish person in the world, 
  
  she thought to herself as she kissed him.


  







33. The Nerve


    
    
  It was another lonely evening of entertaining and networking as Asami sat at the bar, the scratchy material of her red cocktail dress beginning to bother her as she nursed a glass of champagne. She let her eyes drift over the crowd, not looking at anything in particular. 



  “Buy you a drink?” a drunken man stumbled over to her, causing her mood to sour further. 



  “It’s an open bar,” she muttered disinterestedly, turning away from him.



  “C’mon sweetheart, don’t be difficult. I was j-” Asami spun back around to face him.



  “
  
    Don’t 
  
  call me sweetheart and 
  
    don’t 
  
  call me difficult because I’m 
  
    not
  
   interested. Now buzz off, asshole.” The man looked at her in shock before muttering a few choice words under his breath as he moved away from her. She scoffed, sipping her drink again as she made sure he was far away enough before she let her mind drift again. 



  Asami was used to an array of male suitors, some more favorable than the others but none measuring up to her standards. She had wanted things to work with Mako so desperately, she had forgotten her own worth. The constant disrespect of being in love with someone that loved someone else was too painful to ponder for long. She sighed discontentedly, setting her drink down as the barkeep watched her with curious eyes, making his way towards her.



  “Rough night?” He asked her, polishing a freshly cleaned glass with the rag from his apron.



  “Just a long one…” she mumbled. “I hate these events. Sucking up to creepy ass middle aged men that are constantly looking at me like a piece of meat is hardly my idea of a good time.” And likewise, not the way she wanted to spend her weekend. She thanked the light spirit she had the good sense to turn in her assignments early so she could focus on the task at hand: impressing investors and being a good little girl for her father. She needed to prove her worth as the company heir.



  “I feel ya. Networking sucks in general, and it’s gotta be extra hard as a beautiful woman-and one of the only women here-in a room of men.” The worker smiled sympathetically at her, which she returned gratefully. 



  “Finally, someone gets it,” she joked as he nodded, turning his attention to a customer that walked up behind them. She hated complaining and causing trouble, but there was none in a small venting session to a stranger. 



  Her thoughts began to drift again, thinking of Korra and their constant contact through their boring weekends; Asami at tiring work functions and Korra unable to get off of the couch. The heiress was still embarrassed by her behavior in the previous encounters she had had with the water tribe princess. How could she let herself lose control like that so easily? Asami had carefully crafted 4 walls around herself, building brick by brick from the day her mother was taken. In only a few months they had managed to completely crumble. Was this Korra’s talent? What was it about her that made people let their guards down?



  She smiled down at her phone as the woman occupying her thoughts messaged her again. 


 


  From: Princess Korra



  Is it weird to say I miss you?


 


  Asami felt her heart flutter for a moment before shaking her head and responding. 



  To: Princess Korra



  We still need to go for tea sometime, don’t we? :)


 


  Asami dropped her head into her hand, unable to stifle her smile as she finished her drink. Suddenly, the shitty business party wasn’t so bad anymore.



  --


 


  Hong Li stood at the doorway nervously, clutching a plastic grocery bag and shifting his weight between feet as he rang the doorbell.



  “One second!” He heard Mako’s gruff voice call out, followed by some bumping noises before he ripped open the door. He felt his heart race in anticipation, smoothing his hair back with his free hand. Mako eventually swung the door open, and the Zaofu native swallowed hard at the sight of him: a low hanging pair of gray sweatpants and nothing else as he looked at him expectantly. 



  “Oh...hey. Um...what’s up?” Mako asked awkwardly, tugging at the waistband of his sweatpants, dark circles under his eyes and his hair free of gel. The sight of his unkempt hair and envious physique was enough to make Hong Li’s knees buckle.



  “I-I-uh…” his mind blanked as he attempted to remember his reason for coming to Mako and Bolin’s apartment as he did his best to stop staring at the man’s wiry frame. “I uh...I brought you uh..I brought you this.” He stammered, thrusting the bag into Mako’s hands. Mako confusedly peered into the grocery bag containing medical supplies such as bandages and disinfectant, along with an ice pack and some pain killers.



  “Um...thanks.” Mako replied uncomfortably, shocked at the kindness of the gesture.



  “I just wanted to check in and make sure you’re okay…” Hong Li said quietly. “From the looks of it…” he glanced at Mako’s bruised and torn hands that had begun to scab over, which he flexed uncomfortably as Hong Li’s voice trailed off. 



  “Um, I’m fine, thanks.” Mako’s rough demeanor intimidated Hong Li further, and he wondered if he had completely overstepped his boundaries. “Is...Tahno okay?” He asked, his eyes looking to the side.



  “He’s okay…” Hong Li replied, figuring it was best to not ask what really happened between the men. “Um, I heard he’s not gonna get you kicked off the team or anything. So don’t worry about that.”



  “As if anyone’s gonna take me serious as captain anymore…” Mako leaned his head against the doorframe, his eyes fluttering closed. “Um..do you wanna come in or anything?” He asked, lifting back up.



  “Oh, no, that’s okay. I just wanted to give you that. So I’ll head off,” Hong Li started to turn away from him. 



  “Hong Li,” Mako said suddenly, causing the younger man to turn back in surprise and face him. 



  “You’re a really nice person, and I’m very flattered, but...I have someone I love very much. So, I can’t accept your feelings. I’m really sorry.” Mako felt his heart drop in his anxiety, his love for his best friend propelling him forward despite everything. Startled by his sincerity and honesty, Hong Li’s face twisted from fear into a soft smile.



  “Hey man, it's cool. I hope it works out for you.” He grinned knowingly. Perhaps he had known the whole time, but hearing Mako admit it was all the confirmation he needed. “Make sure to ice those hands, alright? I’ll see you later,” he said with a wave as he turned. Mako watched him turn the corner of the hallway in disbelief before closing his door and dumping the bag out onto the table. He was touched by the gesture, carefully opening the bandages and disinfectant spray to use them. His hands stung fiercely, but he knew he deserved every bit of residual pain he was experiencing. After he finished wrapping his knuckles, he sunk into the couch in the living room. He had half a mind to call Korra and ask her to come over and talk about things; hash out all of the intense feelings they had and finally sort them once and for all. The only concern was that he didn’t exactly know how. He tapped over to her contact, his finger hovering over the dial button just as the front door clicked and opened. 



  Bolin entered the apartment, kicking the light dusting of snow from his boots and his eyes flashing over to Mako in fear. They hadn’t spoken in days, and he was unsure of how to go about interacting with his brother since the horror he had witnessed in the car just a few days earlier. Wordlessly, he walked past the living room in  a b line for his, his hand twisting the doorknob just as Mako finally called out his name. 



  “Bo…” so quiet it was nearly a whisper as Bolin’s shoulders tensed. He turned around slowly, meeting his brother’s painful gaze. 



  “Oh what, so now you’re speaking to me?” He practically yelled as Mako recoiled. “I thought I was the reason your life sucks!”



  “Bo...I shouldn’t have-”



  “I thought it was all my fault that you’re like this! That’s what you said, right?” Bolin spat.



  “And I was wrong to say that,” Mako jumped up from the couch, crossing over to him and placing his hands on Bolin’s arms. “And if I had done something differently, you wouldn’t be you.” Bolin felt his anger deflate at his brother's words. “So I’m sorry I said that in my anger. I have 
  
    never
  
   blamed you for the past. I swear to Raava, Bolin. Okay?” Mako watched as a few tears escaped from his younger sibling, lip quivering as he bore into his brother’s eyes. “And If I had to, I’d do it all over again. I’m sorry, Bolin. I love you.” Mako pulled his brother in for a hug, biting the inside of his cheek to will away the tears that began to form in his eyes. He wished he could take everything back, to have had the courage to say something sooner and beg for the forgiveness he didn’t deserve. 



  “Why didn’t you just tell me how you felt?” Bolin whispered as Mako hugged him tighter. 



  “I didn’t know how...I…” He loosened his grip. “I still don’t.”



  “Then we can figure it out together!” Bolin insisted, lifting up from the hug. “I’m always on your side, Mako. Did you forget that?” He shook his head.



  “I’m sorry I made you think I did,” he replied. 



  “Why did you tell me to stop caring about you?” The younger brother asked suddenly. “Why did you say you’re beyond help? Every time I left the apartment these last few days...I was terrified that…” Bolin’s tears began to flow freely now, and his words were caught in his throat. “I should’ve tried harder to get it out of you, but I was so fucking scared…” Mako felt his heart rip in two at his brother’s words. “I haven’t seen you like that in such a long time...I think I’m the one that forgot things…” Mako pulled him in again in embrace, placing his hand on the back of his brother’s neck. 



  “I don’t know...I haven’t been doing very well, lately.” He brushed down Bolin’s hair as he spoke. 



  “Then tell me what’s been happening so I can help you!” He insisted, lifting his head from Mako’s grasp. He wanted him to just drop it; forgive and forget quickly like they always had. Mako and Bolin never learned how to fight properly, always moving on out of necessity and survival. Now that they had what they needed, there were no excuses anymore. The emotional energy that Bolin demanded was draining Mako quickly, and he wanted to give him a believable excuse so that he could retreat within himself once more, but nothing plausible came to him as he gazed at his brother’s teary, expectant face. “Why did you hurt Tahno?”



  “I don’t know...I just sort of...snapped.” Bolin’s face twisted in confusion, and Mako was grateful that he didn’t press for further details. 



  “It was like…triad Mako…” He said quietly, dropping his gaze to the floor as Mako pinched the bridge of his nose, eyes closed and brows furrowed in frustration.



  “Bolin...you have to know…” He moved his hands to grip his sibling’s shoulders. “I don’t blame you for anything for a second.” He reiterated. “I’ve been thinking a lot these last few days, and...I don’t know how to explain. I just...I don’t regret anything I had to do. I would do anything for you, okay? I’m sorry I said that. I didn’t mean a word of it. I just need you to understand that.” He looked away from him, dropping his arms.



  “Then why did you say it?” Bolin’s voice broke, and Mako whipped his head to face his brother’s bleary eyes again. “Why did you keep things from me? Why do you always have to be the one protecting me? Do you always have to be the hero? No one should shoulder that many burdens alone…”



  “Bo…”



  “You’re NOT beyond help,” Bolin seethed, taking Mako’s shocked face into his hands. “Don’t you ever fucking say something like that to me ever again.” Mako’s eyes widened in surprise as Bolin turned his head to hug him again, hands gripping his shirt as he continued to sob. Mako finally began to understand the full weight of his words, and how destructive it was to keep these feelings bottled up inside. Once again he had accidentally hurt the person he was trying so hard to protect.



  “I’m sorry...I’m really...I’m so sorry…” was all Mako managed to choke out as his brother clung to him, a similar feeling to when they were children. It was hard to rely on anyone except for Bolin, and the devastation of this encounter left him wishing he had his parents around to rely on, but even moreso, he wished he could speak to Korra. “I promise I’ll try harder.” 


 


  ---


 


  “Hey, where were you?” Ming sat up from the couch, rubbing his eyes as his roommate entered the apartment and shrugged off his coat. 



  “Out.” He said flatly, removing his shoes and making his way to the kitchen. The coffee had given him a small dose of energy and he wanted to eat a snack before hitting his apartment complex’s gym for a head-clearing run.



  “With who?” Ming asked, standing up from the couch and scratching his stomach, his shirt riding up to reveal his abs as he made his way over to the kitchen. He opened the refrigerator, pouring himself a glass of water before sitting down at the bar and watching as Tahno pulled fruit out of the fridge.



  “Do you really want to know, or are you just gonna get mad at me again?” Tahno relented, turning his back to Ming as he expertly sliced a few strawberries on a cutting board, sliding them into the blender with the serrated edge of the knife. Ming swallowed hard, his concerns confirmed with Tahno’s words.



  “Can you really blame me?” he said quietly, watching as the other man’s shoulders tensed slightly as he continued to slice fruit with his back turned to him. He wordlessly turned to dump the remaining fruit into the blender before turning back to the fridge to retrieve the almond milk from the side shelf. 



  “I don’t know what you want me to say.” Tahno said quietly before hitting the start button. They basked uncomfortably in the loud noise of the machine whirring his smoothie together, their eyes meeting as he turned the machine off. 



  “I’m just sick of seeing you suffer,” Ming sighed. “All the times you’ve cried in your room thinking I couldn’t hear, pounding Shaozu’s shooters and your countless hours in the gym alone with your thoughts? I know what-or should I say who-that’s about. It’s not healthy, man.”



  “You don’t understand.” Tahno replied, ignoring the valid points and pouring his concoction into a glass before making his way to the living room.



  “You think I don’t understand my best friend?” Ming retorted, following him and sitting down beside him on the couch. Tahno desperately wished to be left alone, for Ming to fuck off and let him make his own desicions, no matter how twisted they were. Who was he to get a say in anything involved with his romantic life?



  “Maybe you don’t know me as well as you think you do.” He shot back, watching Ming’s face fall. He needed to hurt him, make him stop caring so he would leave him alone. Things hadn’t been the same since Tahno’s confession, and they both knew it. It was only a matter of time, right?



  “You don’t mean that…” Ming said sadly, his hands balled into fists as they sat tensely on his thighs. 



  “And is there a valid reason you find me so incapable of making my own decisions?” Tahno spat, placing his untouched glass down on the table as Ming looked at him.



  “That’s not what I’m trying to do, T...I just don’t like seeing you hurt this way. She’s 
  
    hurting 
  
  you. Is that so wrong of me? To care about you?” Ming asked desperately, reaching for Tahno’s hand. He ripped it out of his roommate's grasp, and Ming’s face fell as Tahno shot up from the couch.



  “Just leave me ALONE. You never had a problem with that before!” Tahno yelled, stalking over to his room and slamming the door shut, his elated mood from a successful afternoon with Korra now tarnished. What the hell was Ming’s problem anyways? Why couldn’t he just be happy for him, and supportive? Why wasn’t he happy that Tahno had finally moved on? It didn’t make any sense to the water tribesman. 



  Ming looked at Tahno’s slammed door in shock, his heart aching from how upset his friend was. He clutched his chest, unsure of what the feeling he was experiencing was exactly as he glanced down at the undrunken smoothie Tahno had prepared sitting on the coffee table. He picked it up and placed it in the fridge, assuming he would want it later before retreating to his room. 



  Ming sunk down onto his bed, the homework he had been avoiding staring him down at his desk across the room as he focused blankly on the ceiling. Why was Tahno so upset with him for caring? Why did he care so much about the idea of Tahno and Korra? He wasn’t sure why the idea of them actually being together upset him so badly. Before, it was purely physical, and Ming had wanted in on the action too. But the more time they spent together, the more Tahno formed such a deep connection with another person, the more he felt like they were drifting apart. After Tahno’s confession, the confusion and worry that their relationship had been permanently altered was pushed aside in an effort to keep things exactly as they were, but Ming was finally beginning to understand that that was the wrong choice. If only they had truly worked through their feelings when they first appeared, maybe they wouldn’t be crumbling like this now.



  He turned to his side, sliding his arm under his pillow as he stared at the photo of them he had on his bulletin board above his desk, their arms wrapped around each other and their faces stretched into palpable happiness. Despite everything up until now, the thing that was hurting Ming the most was simply that he 
  
    missed 
  
  him. He missed spending time with his best friend, free of any drama or concern, where they could just be themselves together. 



  “Why’d you have to go and fall in love with me, idiot…” Ming whispered to himself, his heart swelling again as Tahno’s confession played over again and again in his mind.


 


  
    “Hah! Beat you again, loser!” Ming yelled triumphantly as Tahno lost yet another round of the videogame they were enjoying. Tahno didn’t reply, merely staring at his friend intensely as Ming smiled, enjoying his victory. He noticed the other man staring at him, and he turned in confusion, his smile softening. 
  



  
    “What?” Tahno paused, and Ming could tell there was something that was bothering him by the confusion spread across his face. 
  



  
    “I have to tell you something.” He said seriously, the loud noises of the video game loading screen distracting Ming’s attention. He muted the television, turning to face his friend as he took a deep breath.
  



  
    “What’s up? You good, bro?” Ming asked, brushing his hand through his hair as he made eye contact with the other man.
  



  
    “I’m...I love you. I’m in love with you.” Tahno breathed idiomatically, watching carefully for Ming’s reaction. Ming’s eyes widened in shock, the only response he managed to get out:
  



  
    “Oh.”
  


 


  Ming clutched his forehead, a headache beginning to form as he remembered his disconcerting feelings at his best friend's confession, the fear and sadness in his eyes and his voice in the aftermath, and the confusing feelings that such a declaration had arisen in himself. Feelings he had spent years pushing down before he had a chance to understand, out of fear. Was he too late? Had his initial rejection fundamentally altered their relationship past the point of no return? 



  
    If only I could go back, 
  
  Ming thought to himself. 
  
    I might’ve given you a different answer.
  


 

 

  







34. better off

Notes for the Chapter:things are heating up it seems...




    
    
  “Whatcha got going on tonight?” Korra spoke, her phone resting on her bathroom counter as she pulled a straightening iron down her hair, angling the ends inward slightly. 



  “Probably just gonna rest, honestly. I’m still pretty tired from the flight. Maybe I’ll order a massage.”



  “I’m jealous! That sounds amazing,” Korra cooed, brushing through her hair again to search for any strands that she missed. 



  “Aw c’mon, maybe the formal will be fun.” She paused, laughing at Korra’s dramaticized gagging noises. “Are you gonna let Bolin down tonight?” Asami asked carefully. Korra winced, clamping the iron down on another piece of hair as she glanced over at the framed photo of her and Bolin that hung on the opposing wall.



  “I’ll play it by ear. I just don’t want things to be awkward, ya know?” Korra replied, reaching for her makeup bag. She pulled her hair back with a headband and began to wet her face before applying a cleanser.



  “Spirits...and he still doesn’t know about you and Mako?” Asami asked, placing her phone on speaker and setting it beside her where she plopped down on her bed, grateful to finally be home after a tiring weekend. The man in question still hadn’t responded to her message requesting to speak, and she was beginning to regret ever sending it. She hoped and prayed that he only needed more time, as she finally felt ready to confront him. However, she wanted to keep it to herself, just a bit longer.



  “Not as far as I know. I still haven’t seen or heard from him since practice...I don’t know what to do, anymore…” Korra trailed off, rinsing her face and listening to Asami softly sigh on the other line. Speaking with Tahno had only seemed to muddy the waters further, and Korra began to drift further and further from what she had originally wanted. She knew what people wanted from her, but could she give it? 



  “Well, I’ve got to finish up some stuff over here so I’ll let you finish getting ready,” she answered. Korra replied with a hasty goodbye before ending the call, wondering if the mention of Mako had soured her friend’s mood. She assumed Asami wouldn’t be very forthcoming with advice on how to approach Mako of all people, and she didn’t blame her.


 


  From: Asami Sato



  It was good to hear your voice


 


  Korra read the message over and over again, her heart thumping at the words. Carefully, combed through her hair once more before turning on her favorite playlist as she moisturized her skin and began to apply her makeup. 



  She let her mind wander, the music fading to the background as she contemplated the safest way to friendzone Bolin without being a bigger asshole than she already felt from kissing him. Or would it simply be better to wait until after the formal? Was there an adequate way to explain that she didn’t mean to lead him on when she knew that was exactly what she did? And then there was Mako, who always seemed to occupy her thoughts as she continued to force away the idea of reaching out to him. The phone worked both ways, didn’t it? Why hadn’t he spoken to her? Why hadn’t he kept his promise to do better? 



  Likewise, she hadn’t heard from Tahno since yesterday, obsessively checking his location on snapchat and seeing all the places he had checked in and how they hadn’t spoken since he dropped her off after their coffee shop date. She wanted to check in, but Ming’s words held her back and her guilt was all consuming as she replayed their kisses over and over. 



  It was so painfully, abundantly clear how Tahno felt about her. So pathetic in his desire to be used. She didn’t want to hurt him any further, but the idea of telling him to go away hurt even more.



  Opal’s words continued to play over and over in her mind; the idea of harboring romantic feelings for Tahno becoming more and more plausible as she thought about things further. Was it possible to love more than one person at once? Surely she couldn’t love someone the way she loved Mako. There was too much history, too many shared emotions. But that didn’t change the fact that Mako had hurt her and other people she cared for too many times to count, and she was beginning to think that he had run out of second chances. 



  Korra had never considered herself an angry person before, her motivations spurred on by her passion. Sure, she could get angry on occasion as any person would. But she was more likely to become frustrated, or cry in upset. This genuine rage that she had been pushing down was new and foreign to her, so palpable that it frightened her how deeply and steadfast the wounds ran. Even worse, who the feelings were directed towards.



  And what did this mean for their romantic relationship? Korra couldn’t understand how you could love someone but not actually want to be with them. She had no answers to her infinite questions. 


 


  From: Bolin My Bitch



  Hey boo, I’ll be there in 15


 


  Korra felt her heart drop in her anxiety, liking his text so that he knew she had seen it as she finished applying her mascara. She moved to her room, ripping off the headband and slipping out of her bathrobe to step into her dress. 



  “OPALLLL!!! COME ZIP THIS UP!!!!” Korra yelled, suddenly remembering that she was at the library studying. “Fuck,” she groaned, realizing that meant that Bolin would have to zip it for her. The strapless design left no room for a bra, which worried her further. Would Bolin take it as an attempt at seduction? 



  
    Now I’m just overthinking things, 
  
  she shook her head. Bolin had seen her in various stages of undress plenty of times before, now only being awkward from his inferred feelings.  Making her way over to her dresser, she retrieved the necklace that her roommate had gifted her, fastening it in place and taking in her appearance in the mirror, donning the Earth Kingdom’s finest and enjoying the change of pace from her usual preferences of black and blue.



  “All I’m missing is the crown.” She scoffed, snapping a photo and sending it off to Asami as promised.


 


  From: Asami Sato



  So stunning! Xoxo have fun tonight


 


  Korra felt her heart quicken its pace again. Surely she was just being nice, right? So why did a compliment from someone as gorgeous and amazing as Asami feel so damn good?


 


  “HELLOOOOO!!!” Korra heard her front door open and Bolin’s rowdy voice enter the apartment, causing her mind to shift gears.



  “IN HERE!!!!!” She screeched. “COME IN!!!” Bolin knocked gently before entering as Korra turned to face him, holding her breasts with her arm to keep the dress from falling off of her. “Can you zip me up?” She turned her back to him again. Stunned, Bolin quickly made his way to her, zipping the vintage fabric with ease. Korra thanked him, making her way to her bathroom mirror and adjusting her chest where it sat in the dress before swiping on some lip gloss. “Can you grab my shoes? The silver ones,” Korra pointed to her closet, and Bolin complied with ease. She made her way back into the room, sinking down onto the bed as her friend handed her the high heels, which she laced up quickly. 



  “Alright, let's do this shit,” she nodded in determination as Bolin took her hand, lifting her off of the bed.



  “You look really beautiful, Korra,” he said sincerely. 



  “You look good too, bud,” she replied carefully. 



  They walked over to the car, Korra bundled in her fur coat to combat the freezing temperatures as she locked the front door behind them.



  “Where is this thing at, anyways?” Korra wondered aloud.



  “The Varrick Industries Country Club, uptown,” Bolin replied, shutting her door for her before making his way to the drivers side. 



  “Shit…” Korra sucked in her breath, realizing the drive would be well over 30 minutes in traffic. Plenty of time to talk. Great. 



  Surprisingly, they spent a majority of the drive in silence, with Bolin focusing on the road and Korra’s head resting in her hand as she looked out the window. Suddenly, they hit a pothole, causing Korra to bump her head lightly against the window.



  “Ow! Bo! Watch where you’re driving!” 



  “It’s just a pothole, chill,” he replied teasingly.



  “You suck at driving!” Korra shot back, clutching her forehead. “Shouldn’t you be more careful in somebody else’s car?”



  “Whatever. We all know you're worse because gays can’t drive,” he joked. Korra let out a short laugh, which Bolin matched. 



  “Maybe I should get Asami to give me some lessons,” Korra mused absentmindedly. 



  “Hah. You can drive one of the nice ass new satomobiles instead of this piece of crap. I don’t know how Mako has gotten it to run for so long,” Bolin remarked, turning onto another street. 



  “By not running into potholes,” Korra retorted.



  “Hey now!” Bolin grinned. “So, you and Asami have gotten pretty close, huh?” He asked casually.



  “Kinda, yeah. At least, I’d like to think so…” her voice trailed off.



  “Asami’s literally the coolest. Oh, did you know that they broke up? I don’t understand why they kept it from me.” He shook his head.



  “Dude, I didn’t even know they were like, exclusive. I thought she was just another random fangirl,” his date replied.



  “See now that confuses me so much,” Bolin turned into the parking lot, pulling up to the valet desk out front and parking the car. The parking attendant opened the door for Korra and helped her out as Bolin handed them the keys in exchange for a ticket. Mako’s car looked out of place next to the luxurious automobiles strewn about the private club, but Bolin didn’t seem to notice or care as he held out a bent arm for his friend to take. 



  They entered the party, and Korra recognized a few of Bolin’s fraternity brothers that came to the matches on occasion or that she had met in passing at a house party or two, nodding in polite greetings as they made their way through the crowds.



  “I’ll go get you something to drink, you go find our table,” Bolin said cheerily, pulling away from her as she stood awkwardly next to the set round tables in the ballroom. She shuffled around, cursing Bolin silently for tasking her with locating their assigned seating on her own. Finally, she found their seats, toward the back entrance before sinking down into a chair. She shrugged off her coat, her exposed arms going up in goosebumps as Bolin eventually found his way back to her, not leaving her alone with her thoughts. 



  “So, like,” Bolin began, sliding into his seat next to Korra after politely greeting the other couples at their table. He placed the drink down in front of her. “Do you know why they broke up? Neither of them will tell me.” 



  Korra stared down her vodka soda intently, not really interested in drinking for once. She looked at him, biting her lip as she attempted to think of some sort of explanation, wishing he would talk about quite literally anything else. Wasn’t tonight supposed to be a fun distraction?



  “You do know!” He gasped quietly, keeping their conversation private beneath the jazz band that played toward the front of the room. One of the couples sitting beside them left for the dance floor, isolating them further. “Even after you didn’t even know they were together? Why does Mako keep hiding things from me!” He said frustratedly, twisting the top off of his beer with ease and chugging half of it. “I’ll just have one, don’t worry,” Bolin remarked, which Korra waved off, knowing Bolin to be responsible in at least this regard.



  “He’s gotten pretty comfortable with secrets, lately,” Korra muttered. 
  
    And so have I...
  



  “Korra...I have to tell you what happened yesterday…” he said awkwardly, the sudden remembrance hitting him. “I told myself I wasn’t gonna talk about him or this tonight, but I just can’t relax and not think about it.” Korra nodded slowly, her exhaustion worsening. Not only was she forced to entertain a friend who had feelings for her that she didn’t return, but now she had to deal with even more Mako drama. She wasn’t sure she could handle it, but she remained silent. “I should’ve told you earlier, I just got so inside my own head. I’ve been so worried about him…”



  “Bo, should we really be doing this here? Maybe we should talk after…” Korra suggested. Bolin opened his mouth to protest before letting it clamp closed, nodding sullenly in agreement as the live music ceased and one of the Alumni of the fraternity took the mic.



  “Thank you all for being here as we celebrate-” was all Korra heard before letting her thoughts drift, clapping along mindlessly with the crowd. 



  The unadulterated anger had begun to resurface at Bolin’s words, Korra’s feelings for Tahno and Asami threatening to bubble over as she contemplated the recent actions of her best friend. The hurt she was feeling from their mutual ignorance and lack of contact made her want to cry, and before she knew it, silent tears were spilling down her face. Bolin continued to clap, turning to face Korra as his expression twisted to horror at her tears. 



  “Korra, what’s wrong?” Bolin whispered fiercely as the applause died down and the music picked back up. The other people at their table didn’t seem to notice as Korra dabbed at her tears with a napkin.



  “What isn’t wrong?” She replied melodramatically as she stood up. “I’m sorry Bo, I know this was supposed to be your big night but I...I can’t,” Korra covered her nose and mouth with her hand before stalking out of the back door into the cold night. Bolin chased after her, grabbing her coat as Korra leaned against the building, dropping her head and sobbing uncontrollably. A few of the country club workers that were outside smoking and chatting glanced over at her curiously as Bolin burst through the door, holding Korra’s fur coat. 



  “Korra! What’s wrong? Why are you crying?” He asked sincerely, holding the coat out to her shivering frame. She slid into it, trying to catch her breath as deep sobs wracked her body. 



  “I love Mako.” she burst out, standing up straight and looking her friend in the eye.



  “I said I love Mako. I’m in love with Mako. And he’s drowning and I don’t know what to do because he’s slipping away again and at the same time I fucking hate him because he keeps hurting me and he keeps hurting the people I care about and I fucking hate him so goddamn much it makes my chest ache,” Korra’s words tumbled out of her in one breath as Bolin’s eyes widened in shock. Carefully, he reached forward, pulling her wrist toward him. She collapsed into his embrace, and he held onto her tightly as she continued to cry, her mascara running down her cheeks.



  “Let’s get the car,” Bolin insisted, understanding the gravity of the situation and taking her hand, leading them around the building back to the front. The worker gave them a curious look, most likely from how short their attendance at the party was and Korra’s tearstained face. Bolin thanked the valet and tipped them before climbing into the front seat, peeling away as Korra dropped her head into her hands again. The driver turned up the heat to warm his friend's shivers before he pulled off into a fast food parking lot, barely any cars around to disturb them.



  “I’m sorry about the party.”



  “It doesn’t matter, I don’t care.” Bolin said quietly, a hand placed under his chin as they say in silence, both trying to find the right words to say.



  “I’m sorry, Bo. I know you have feelings for me, but-”



  “Don’t.” Bolin grimaced, squeezing his eyes shut and looking away from her before forcing them open again. “Don’t worry about that right now. Please, tell me what’s been going on.” He begged, holding Korra’s hand for support as she attempted to speak through shaky tears. And then it all came spilling out; the circumstances in which Mako and Asami had broken up, the subsequent friendship that had arisen between Korra and Asami, how Mako had insisted the relationship between him and Korra be kept a secret.



  “GODDAMMIT!” Bolin screamed, slamming his fist on the wheel of the car as Korra’s eyes darted up to his in fear. “GOD FUCKING DAMMIT! FUCK!!!” Korra’s skin erupted in fear at the anger of Bolin’s voice, a side of him she had never seen. It scared her almost as badly as Mako did. “You’re telling me,” Bolin’s voice shook in rage, causing Korra to shake in fright at the display. “Mako has been in love with you this entire time and didn’t fucking tell me? And he stayed with Asami ANYWAY? What the FUCK!” Bolin sputtered, ripping his hands through his hair. “And he made you keep everything a secret? What the fuck is wrong with him?” Korra tore her eyes away, unable to speak as fresh tears poured from her eyes, blurring her vision.



  Bolin was at a loss for words, white hot anger searing his veins as he attempted to steady his breathing. “Spirits, is that why he freaked out on Tahno? So the rumors about you guys are true? Holy fuck.” Korra nodded weakly, the truth finally spilling out of her and Bolin finally being caught up to speed. 



  “Why does everyone feel the need to keep things from me? I’m not some little kid that can’t handle the truth or whatever. I mean, fuck! You guys have been lying to me this whole goddamn time!” Bolin’s eyes were widened stressfully, his gaze fixated on the pedals of the car as he ripped his hands through his hair continuously, losing his grip on his careful demeanor. “And for what? Because you wanted to spare my feelings? Do you really see me as someone so fragile?” He asked her angrily, tears beginning to form in the corners of his eyes.



  “No! I-” Korra stopped herself, unsure of how to reply. “It’s my fault for not knowing how to handle it. I ended up making the wrong choice. I’m sorry.” 



  “I thought we were closer than that, Korra. And now I find out you and Mako have been lying to me for Raava knows how long. I feel so...pathetic knowing now that all those times I was talking about liking you that you and Mako were together the whole time!” 



  “You’re not pathetic!” Korra moaned, throwing her arms up in frustration. “You didn’t do anything wrong, Bolin! I did! Mako did!”



  “Why did you kiss me if you’re with Mako? If you don’t like me?”



  “We aren’t exclusive because he doesn’t want to be…” Bolin frowned at this answer, unsatisfied hurt etched across his face. “And I know I shouldn’t have. We had been fighting and you were so nice to me, I just...I got caught up in the moment I guess. I’m sorry…”



  “Whatever...It’s fine, I guess... I just can’t fucking believe he would do that to Asami. All those times he talked about how it ‘made more sense’ to go for her, now I realize he meant over you. And yet here we fucking are.” Bolin threw his arms up.



  “What? What do you mean ‘made more sense’ to go for Asami?” Suddenly, her mind flashed back to a joke Opal made about Mako ‘securing the bag’ after she found out about them dating. “Holy light spirit...did he mean-?”



  “Dating her for her money? Probably.” Bolin spat. “I’m so angry I could fucking crash this goddamn car.” Korra felt her heart drop to the pit of her stomach, her anger dissipating to the most visceral disappointment and hurt that she had ever experienced. “Asami is literally the sweetest fucking person on the planet. I cannot believe this. Fuck.” Korra slumped back against her seat, silent tears crashing down her face again as the realization hit her. Mako loved her, but wanted to make it work with Asami...
  
    for her money?
  



  “I’m sorry, Bolin…” was all she managed to say, eyeing a car that swerved past them into the drive thru.



  “None of this makes any fucking sense,” he said aloud, and Korra was unsure if he had heard her. He let his head drop to the top of the steering wheel in anguish, unable to fully comprehend everything they had divulged. “In a sense I sort of get it, you know?” Korra remained silent, urging him to continue. “Asami is beautiful and rich. You’re beautiful and his best friend. It makes sense why he’d have a hard time choosing. Its the motivations that are so completely fucked I don’t even have the words to describe it.” And in a way, Bolin was correct. It made sense that Mako would choose the more obvious option, no matter how awful the logic behind the choice. The idea of being taken care of after having nothing for so long was so much more appealing than true love. They had been off the streets for years, but Mako was still in hustle mode. He wasn’t living yet, he was still surviving. 



  “I fucking hate formals... “ Korra sputtered. Bolin looked at her, a sharp and humorless laugh bursting out of him. Korra joined in, their dark laughs erupting in the car at her horrible joke as they wiped away their tears. Bolin leaned over the console, taking her into his arms and squeezing her tightly. For Korra, a hug from Bolin was exactly what she needed.



  “Fuck formals,” Bolin agreed, pulling away.



  “I wrecked it, I really am sorry…” Korra said, sniffling. “I should’ve been honest with you sooner. I should know by now that I can’t bottle up my feelings. They always explode in the end.”



  “You certainly have a way with words, don’t you?” Bolin teased lightly.



  “Are you gonna be alright?” Korra wondered.



  “I’ll be fine…” He sighed discontentedly. “We’re cool, right?” Bolin asked carefully. 



  “Yes, of course. You’re one of my best friends, Bo. Always.” She assured him, much to his relief.



  “Damn, it stings getting rejected. These guns don’t do it for ya?” Bolin teased, and Korra smiled sadly at his feeble attempt to lighten the mood. They both knew there was so much more to be discussed, so much hurt to be addressed and hurt feelings to resolve, but they let the conversation fade away as Bolin leaned forward, wiping Korra’s smeared mascara with his thumb. 



  “Can I sleep over? I don’t wanna...” Bolin asked, sensing the conversation had come to its close. They could worry about things later when tensions weren’t running so high. Korra nodded, understanding the implications. The brief worry that Mako would assume something had happened between her and his brother flashed across her mind, but she pushed it aside. Bolins feelings were more important right then. 



  “Can we get some food? I’m starving…” Korra’s stomach grumbled, having not eaten before on the understanding that dinner would be served at the party. 



  “You read my mind,” Bolin exhaled, shifting the car into gear and pulling into the drive through. Korra reached for her phone as Bolin ordered their usuals, checking if that was okay with her to which she nodded. The logical part of her knew it was because her emotions were running high, and the illogical side of her pressed on knowing it would provide temporary relief, but she sent the message anyways, disregarding the future implications that would most certainly arise.


 


  To: Lake Tahno



  I need you.


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          ...but not in the fun way ;)

        








35. Whoever She Is


    
    Tahno rolled over to his stomach, his mind reeling from his fight with Ming before. They hadn’t spoken all day, despite neither of them leaving the apartment, and it was beginning to weigh on him.  Should I apologize for freaking out? He’s just worried about me, isn’t he?  

Suddenly, his phone buzzed loudly. He reached across the bed, noticing it was from the person he hoped for. 

 


  From: Korra ^^



  I need you.


 

He felt his heart pound as he bit his lip, typing out a quick reply.


  To: Korra ^^



  Are you alright?


 

She had to know what the implication of her words meant, didn’t she? He had told her so many times how he felt, embarrassing himself over and over again if it meant that he could be around her. 

 “   I don’t wanna fuck you just because you’re mad at Mako. If we ever have sex again, it’s because you actually want me, not a distraction from your problems with somebody else” 

 

He shook his head, his will to hold himself back weakening more and more with the passage of time. If she wanted him to, he would drop everything and run over right away. He had become putty in her hands, willing to be cast aside at any moment and praying every day that he wouldn’t be.

He glanced at his phone again, seeing that she had read it immediately. The three dots signifying her response popped up for a few moments before disappearing. 

“What the hell?” he hissed to himself. He glanced at the clock, realizing how late it was, a fleeting thought about his calculus test tomorrow afternoon flashing across his distracted mind. A soft knock at his door interrupted his thoughts. He sucked in a deep breath, unsure of his roommates intentions as he yelled to come in. Just another thing to worry about.

“Can we talk?” Ming asked softly. Tahno clicked his phone off to no further replies from Korra, nodding nonchalantly as Ming crossed the room and laid down beside him. Tahno turned onto his side to face him as Ming lay on his back, unable to meet the other man’s gaze. “I’m sorry for hurting you.”

“It’s fine…” He sighed, his pride unable to allow him to apologize before. He hated fighting, let alone with Ming of all people. “I realize now that you were just concerned about-”

“I don’t mean about the shit with...her…” Ming whipped his head to face him, his eyes boring into Tahno’s, who lifted his head from where it rested on his pillow. He shifted his weight onto his elbows, hoisting himself up to face Ming as he spoke, taking the weight in his voice seriously. “For my response...when you confessed.”

“Oh, Ming!” Tahno groaned, turning away from him. “I don’t wanna talk about that. It’s in the past.” And it was, but the wounds had never healed and they both knew that as Ming cried out again.

“Well I do!” Ming insisted, gripping his friend’s arm. “I wanna talk about it!” Tahno turned back to face him carefully, stricken by the severity of his words and tone. He swallowed roughly, sitting up in the bed and pushing his hair out of his eyes as he relented to the request.

“What about it…?”

“I wanted to know...why you fell in love with me. Why you loved me so much that you had to say it, even at the possible risk of our friendship. I don’t understand.” He sat up, the distance between them mere inches as Ming searched Tahno’s eyes for answers. 

“What is there to understand?” Tahno turned his face away, breaking their eye contact. “We got close, and I guess I misinterpreted some things. It was my mistake.”

“But what was the outcome you had hoped for?” Ming begged. “Why risk it?”  Misinterpreted things? Like what? 

“I don’t wanna talk about this right now! Spirits, what even brought this on?” Tahno seethed, facing him again in a flash of anger.

“Please…” Ming pleaded with him.

“So now you wanna talk about it? After...what, 6 plus months, you finally wanna talk about it?” Ming merely stared at him, watery eyes aghast at his friend's defensive anger. “Is it such a horrible idea? The two of us?” Tahno asked, his oversensitivity leaking through. First Ming, then Korra, he couldn’t catch a break.

 No! Ming wanted to cry out. His cowardice only made him want to retreat into himself further, as Tahno continued without pause.

“That’s what I thought…” He tore his gaze away. “I don’t even know what my desired outcome would be. I don’t know how to explain it, Ming. Okay? I just wanted you to know how I felt.” Tahno shook his head, flopping back down onto the bed. 

“I just don’t get why you would feel that way about me…” Ming whimpered, dropping his head into his hands. 

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Tahno shot up suddenly, as Ming stared at him in widened shock as his best friend's voice ranted. “You’re one of the best people I’ve ever known.”

“Wha-?”

“I’ve never had anyone in my life that has cared about me more than you. Not even my parents. You’re the only one that has ever seen the bad sides of me and not run away. You’re the most loyal person I’ve ever known. Even when we fight, I’d do LITERALLY anything for you. So yeah, I fell in love with you. Fuck you for questioning why.” Tahno spat, hitting him on the side of the head.

“I didn’t know…you felt that way…” Ming breathed, his eyes fluttering closed as his hand gripped where Tahno had made contact. 

“I guess it's me that’s wrong…” Tahno whispered, the rejection now stinging as if it had just happened. “Why are you bringing this up all of a sudden?” He continued, not letting Ming reply. “You never cared to talk about it before.” Tahno’s face had reddened in embarrassment as he pulled his legs to his chest. Ming let his eyes open as he faced him, chest rising and falling rapidly in his friends anger. “I thought you just wanted to skip over everything.” And that was exactly why Tahno had let him; the sting of the person you love not loving you back so deep and unyielding that he didn’t think he could bare it. Months of uneasiness as they attempted to settle back into their usual routine now being uprooted once again as they couldn’t let go of the past. And now it was happening all over again with Korra.  What’s wrong with me? Why am I so desperate for people that don’t feel the same way?  

“Because it never made any sense to me. You could have anyone you want. Look at you!” Ming insisted, leaning forward again. Tahno’s eyes widened in surprise, their faces only inches apart. Ming’s eyes flicked down to Tahno’s lips for such a brief moment, Tahno was sure he made it up as the man slowly lifted his head, leaning back away from him. They both exhaled quietly, Tahno in relief and Ming in regret. 

“Not anyone…” Tahno conceded, and Ming sighed knowingly. “What, you just wanted some reassurance or something?” 

“It’s just...When you brought it up in the hospital, how I should be happy that you moved on...a part of me was so confused. I guess I never took your feelings as seriously as I should have. It made me realize something…” he sucked in a deep breath, the courage leaking out of him the moment his eyes met Tahno’s.  Fuck. I can’t say it. “I care about you alot.” Tahno’s confused gaze relaxed, and Ming cursed himself for being too afraid to say how he felt, yet again.

“So, I just want you to know that you don’t need to worry about me with stuff like that, okay? I just want you to be happy.”  Even if it's with someone else. Tahno nodded in compliance. 

“I wish...I wish that you had said that back then. Maybe it wouldn’t have hurt as badly knowing you didn’t feel the same way.” Tahno admitted. Ming looked at him shamefully.

“I was scared… I didn’t know how to feel about it. I just wanted things to stay exactly as they were so that we wouldn’t hurt each other. But that was wrong. I’m sorry. I should’ve been more reassuring.”

“And I shouldn’t have dumped my feelings on you like that. I regret it a lot.”

“I know you do…” Ming sighed, rubbing his chin. “But I wish you didn’t. Quit beating yourself up over it. I was the one that made it a negative thing, when it shouldn’t have been. I hope you can forgive me.” Tahno nodded quietly. 

“But with that, I have to tell you as your best friend, okay? Korra is NOT right for you.”

“Ming-” Tahno began in a warning tone.

“All the times she hurt you, picked someone else over you! It doesn’t fucking matter if she has any feelings for you! Her feelings for Mako are always going to be stronger! Stop pretending like you don’t know that!” Ming burst out, chest heaving. Tahno exhaled a deep, calming breath in an attempt to control himself, not wanting to lash out again. “So if you want me to say I’m sorry, I will. But I can’t take it back. You’re worth so much more than that.” 

“Ming…” Wordlessly, Tahno pulled him into a hug. Ming clung to him desperately, his hands sliding on Tahno’s sweater as he pulled him closer. “I wish you had told me how you felt earlier...about everything. I don’t like when we fight…”

“I don’t either…” Ming replied, brushing his roommates hair down the nape of his neck. “I know I can’t tell you what to do, but...It hurts me to see you like this.” Tahno couldn’t help but notice how different the embrace felt from usual. It had to be because they had been so raw towards each other lately, right? They were just emotional and upset. They pulled apart, Ming’s touch lingering a bit too long as his gaze flicked down to Tahno’s mouth again.  

“So, um…” Tahno ripped his gaze away again, turning his head away and realizing he hadn’t imagined the first gaze, nor the second.

“I’m sorry I can’t be more supportive.” Ming shook his head, sliding off the bed and onto his feet. Tahno shook his head. 

“Let’s just not talk about it anymore, alright?”

“I don’t want you to feel like you have to keep things from me.”

“And I don’t like doing things that hurt you.” Tahno replied. Ming felt his heart crawl into his throat, interpreting his best friends words with a one sided, double meaning. They gazed at each other intensely, both parties unsure of where to go from there.

---

Mako’s stomach ached from hunger, unable to bring himself to consume any food or drink the entire day. The choice had led to a worsened headache from what he already felt as his fingers ghosted over his phone. Bolin had left for his date with Korra and Mako hadn’t spoken to her in so long it felt like he would die. Why hadn’t she reached out? Why hadn’t he? He tapped over to the unanswered text from his ex girlfriend once again, the deafening implications of her demands enveloping him once more.


  We need to talk. 


The idea of such a confrontation made him sick to his stomach. He didn’t want to face any more of his mistakes, the worst he had committed all towards the person that had asked to see him. He wanted to apologize and set things right with her, and he could admit to himself that his curiosity on her insistence of a meet up was intriguing at best and terrifying at worst. Before he could stop himself, he had tapped the dial button on her contact, the call picking up on the third ring.

“Mako…” she whispered breathlessly into the phone.

“Come over,” he begged.

 

--

“My face is fucked uupppp,” Korra snorted, glancing into the mirror of the hallway in her apartment. Bolin wanted to tell her that she looked beautiful regardless, but held back as she told him she would bring him some of Mako’s clothing to wear for bed. He shrugged out of his suit jacket as she disappeared into her bedroom. He rolled up the sleeves of his dress shirt as he made his way into the kitchen for a glass of water. 

“Korra!!!” He heard a voice call from the front entrance. “Oh!” Opal walked into the kitchen, startled by Bolin’s presence. Korra emerged, wiping her face with a makeup removing wipe as she handed Bolin the sweatpants and t-shirt. 

“How was studying?” Korra sniffed as Bolin nodded politely to Opal before slipping into Korra’s room to change. 

“It was fine. How was the formal?”

“Don’t ask…” Korra’s voice trailed off as she rubbed her eyes, black circles forming under them as she rubbed her skin. She lifted the band of her sweatshirt up to reveal her stomach, scratching the skin as she breathed out deeply. Opal noted the puffiness of her eyes and streaked makeup as she tiredly dropped the wipe into the garbage, filling a glass of water for herself. 

“That bad, huh?” she asked as Bolin emerged sheepishly.

“Heyyy, Opal.” He greeted her shyly. Opal noticed that Bolin’s eyes were red and teary as well, and she once again had the good sense to not question it.

“Hey, Bolin...Well, I’m gonna, uhh, I’m gonna go to bed. Got a long day tomorrow. It was good to see you!” She forced sincerity as she shot Korra a glance while Bolin repeated the sentiments before turning away to retrieve his water. 

Korra shook her head as Opal’s door closed. 

“Is she cool with me spending the night?” Bolin asked worriedly. 

“Yeah…” Korra sucked her teeth, realizing how the scene Opal had walked in on had looked. She would have a frank conversation with her in the morning. 

“I wanna talk more, but I’m literally dead. I think we should just sleep, for now...I’ll...take the couch,” Bolin said quietly. Korra opened her mouth to protest before realizing it was for the best. Their countless sleepovers sans Mako in her bed with cuddling now seemingly inappropriate given the circumstance. 

“I’ll get you a blanket,” Korra nodded, making her way to the linen closet and unsure of how Bolin would be able to get a wink. She herself knew she wouldn’t be able to rest after the revelations they had had together earlier. She wanted to push away all of the thoughts and feelings swimming through her bloodstream, the confusing mess of it all too much for her to handle alone. She needed to talk to her best friend. But what could be done when her best friend was the person she was upset with?

“We’ll talk more in the morning,” Bolin repeated as he took the blanket from her gratefully, pulling her into a comforting hug. Korra felt her chest tighten at her friend's words, feeling undeserving of his kindness and understanding when she knew she had played him like a fiddle. She didn’t deserve him.

“Okay, sleep well,” she said as she pulled away. To her surprise, Bolin leaned down and planted a chaste kiss to her cheek before turning away from her. The gesture was comforting and sweet; Bolin’s way of forgiveness without so much as saying it. She felt her eyes water again as she quietly made her way to her bedroom, sinking onto the bed next to Naga, snoring lazily on her side of the bed. Korra climbed under the covers, unable to shut her mind off as she started emptily at the ceiling. Morning couldn’t come fast enough, and yet she wished it never would.

  







36. Wait a Minute!
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  “Should I make some tea?” Mako asked awkwardly as Asami shrugged out of her purple winter coat. 



  “That would be great, thanks,” she replied, rubbing her cold fingers together. She walked through the apartment and sat on the couch in the living room, letting her eyes wander. There were traces of Korra everywhere: the plastic twisty bands she used to pull her short hair back, photos of her on the wall, a sweater in the coat closet she had left previously. Asami took a shaky breath, peering around the corner as Mako made tea, his always furrowed brow giving no indication of what he was thinking or feeling.



  Asami’s mind was reeling. She had spent so long working up the courage to figure out what she was going to say, but her mind was drawing blanks as Mako handed her the warm cup, sitting next to her in painful silence as they both searched for the right words to open with.



  “Asami, I owe you an ap-” He began, turning to face her. His body was tense, unwavering despite how uncomfortable he was. He needed to own up to his mistakes. It had been building up. He needed to atone.



  “Wait. I need to say something, first.” She interrupted, squeezing her eyes shut. Mako nodded feebly, biting his lip in anticipation for her words. If it was anything like their breakup, he wasn’t sure he’d be able to take it. “You hurt me.” Mako said nothing, not wanting to interrupt and not having a decent reply for such a blanketed, true statement. “I’ve been thinking about things a lot lately. I wish I could just get you out of my mind and forget everything. And then I realized, it’s because…” Mako looked at her wearily, brown eyes meeting green as Asami’s harsh tongue lashed out. “Because I loved you, but you didn’t love me.” Mako shook his head sadly, parting his lips to protest her words, but she didn’t let him. “You were my best friend, but I wasn’t yours. You had Korra, and Bolin, and the team, and I had nobody. Not even my own father, anymore, really. I needed you way more than you needed me, and you...you punished me for it.” 



  “Asami…” He croaked out.



  “Every time we touched or kissed or did anything more I couldn’t help but think you were imagining her”



  “That’s not true Asami! I care about you so much!” Mako’s desperate plea fell on deaf ears as she formulated her sullen reply:



  “But you never loved me the way I loved you.” Mako was silenced, unable to rectify the truth in her statement.



  “I never meant to hurt you.” 



  “Then why did you?” Such a simple question yet again left unanswered. Mako himself didn’t have one. “All this time,” she continued. “Never wanting me to get close to your best friend or your brother despite knowing how lonely I always felt? Never feeling like I truly belonged anywhere? Sure I had my sorority and the STEM club and other connections. But nobody...I never…” her voice trailed off, unable to find her words. “And then, come to find out my suspicions about your feelings for Korra are true, and you don’t even have the balls to just tell me.”



  “I don’t have an excuse,” Mako sighed, putting his tea on the side table and rubbing his hands over his face in exasperation. “I didn’t know what I wanted anymore. I still don’t…” He turned away from her, whispering softly. “And then I tried to hurt nobody, and I ended up hurting everybody. I don’t know what to say other than I’m sorry.” He turned to face her again, her black mascara tears rolling down her cheeks against her will. “Sometimes I feel like I don’t know how to be a person.”



  “I want to forgive you…” Asami sucked her teeth, her nose beginning to run. “I want to move on from this for my own sake. And yet, I can’t help but still look at you as...my best friend. My only friend, before Korra. And it’s endlessly fucked up because you guys are together and I’m just the pathetic ex girlfriend you can’t get rid of.”



  “I never wanted to get rid of you…” Mako said seriously, reaching for her hand. To his surprise, she let him take it. “I never wanted to hurt you. I know it's basically useless to say, but that's the honest to god truth. I ended up hurting you with my own stupid mistakes, because I couldn’t man up and figure out my feelings. I’m trying so hard to be more open and honest about how I feel. I keep finding myself wishing I could go back, and then I end up pushing everyone away again. It’s like…” he pauses to take a breath. “I keep trying my hardest to live in the moment or just let things be as they are, and I just...I can’t. I can’t be what everyone needs me to be. And I’m sorry that my actions have hurt so many people. But, I want you to know Asami. You don’t have to be my friend, but I'll certainly always be yours. And...I’m glad you and Korra are friends now. It was stupid and selfish of me to keep you guys away from each other. Especially knowing how you felt. It was wrong of me...I wasn’t a good boyfriend or friend to you. I don’t think you should forgive me…”



  “For my own sake, I have to…” she sighed, pulling her hands from his. Mako’s fingertips felt like they had been scalded.



  “I’m sorry for making you feel like you lost me...When it was my own damn fault. I should’ve been honest. I should've-”



  “You weren’t mine to lose.” Her whisper ghosted out, and Mako fell silent at the revelation. “And, as long as we’re being honest. I’ve been...lying to Korra about us. I keep insisting we were casual, and I guess to a certain degree we were, and maybe it meant more to me than it did to you and it’s my fault for not voicing that…” The words spilled from her cherry lips in a fluster. “I know you’ve probably been pretty stressed out at the idea of us getting close. I try not to talk about you or us very often, but she has so many questions because you don’t tell her anything.”



  “You don’t need to worry about sparing my feelings. Whatever you say about me, i’m sure it’s deserved…” Mako said darkly. 



  “Mako.” Asami said seriously. He met her gaze. 



  “No more self-punishing. I thought we were gonna work on that, remember?”



  “I deserve it. I deserve everything bad that has happened. I keep fucking everything up. I hurt Korra, I hurt you, I hurt Bolin.” Mako shook his head, a dark expression furrowing his brows further. 



  “Yes. You did. But that doesn’t mean we can’t move past it.” Asami said quietly. “When I said I wanted to forgive you, I meant that.” Mako’s lips parted slightly in surprise. “Like I said before, you’re...my best friend. I don’t care if it makes me pathetic to want to be around you. I just...I need some time to sort my feelings out. I want to forgive you, I really, really do. For myself and for your sake as well. I don’t want you to keep punishing yourself. It...hurts me too much.” she whispered the last part, tears forming in her eyes that she quickly wiped away. Mako stared at her in disbelief, her huge heart reaching out to touch his own shriveled one. “Do you...want me around?” Mako nodded his head furiously.



  “I always want you around, Asami. I care about you so much. I know I didn’t really act like it. There’s no excuse. I just...I get so messed up inside…”



  “I think I’ve come to understand that. Korra is the only person that has ever truly been able to break down those walls. So I guess, in a lot of ways, I can understand...I just...I missed you, Mako.” 



  “I missed you, too,” he sighed, pulling her against him for a tight embrace. It felt like a huge weight had been lifted off of his chest as she reluctantly eased into the hug. He had no idea where they would go from there.



  ---



  “Hey…” Korra sighed awkwardly, stepping into the living room where Bolin had begun preparing breakfast. 



  “Hey,” Bolin greeted her. “Do you want some?” He gestured to the waffles he had made, stacked on a plate next to Opal as she scrolled her phone absentmindedly, her glasses reflecting the screen light.



  “Thanks,” Korra said flatly, grabbing a plate for herself and sticking it in the microwave. She poured herself some coffee, dumping a generous amount of creamer into the mug and collecting her plate after the timer went off. “So…” She said awkwardly. Immediately catching her drift, Opal made an excuse for herself to retreat back to her room, thanking Bolin for breakfast before shooting Korra a worried look when the man’s back was turned. “What is the plan for today?” 



  “I can leave, if you want me to!” Bolin insisted.



  “It’s not that. You can stay as long as you want. I just...God...I have no idea how to go about addressing any of this shit. And, I feel bad that it feels like I’m not giving you any time to be mad at me about what I did.” She sighed, dropping her head into her hand.



  “I’ll be mad at you later. For now, let’s focus on the ‘shark’ situation.”



  “Shark?” She lifted her head in confusion.



  “Y’know. Shark. Mako. It’s a type of shark. So...shark situation.” Bolin said, gesturing like it was the most obvious thing in the world.



  “Uhuh…” Korra nodded along with her friend’s childish antics. 



  “I feel better after getting some rest...but I still don’t know what I’m feeling, exactly.” He admitted. She nodded in agreement. She needed some uninterrupted time to think. Suddenly, her phone began to buzz, Asami’s contact name appearing on the screen. 



  “Oh my God, it’s Asami.” She breathed.



  “Answer it!” Bolin insisted. 



  “Hey…” Korra said in an unnatural, high pitched voice. If Asami noticed, she didn’t indicate as she asked how the formal went.



  “Um, it was fine…” Korra said awkwardly. 



  “Damn, that bad? Did you tell him you just wanna be friends?” Asami mumbled into the phone. Korra assumed she was in the middle of something, wincing at her question as Bolin’s face fell, overhearing the conversation.



  “Yeah. So uh, I’ll call you back later, okay? I’m sort of in the middle of something over here, so-”



  “Okay! Talk to you later.” Korra ended the call, looking up at Bolin in discomfort as he ran a hand through his disheveled curls, the hair gel from last night crunching and splaying them strangely from bed head. 



  “She deserves better.” Bolin spat, his anger returning immediately at the sound of her voice. Korra nodded slowly. She wanted to give Mako the benefit of the doubt, but it was becoming harder and harder. She had no idea how the situation could possibly be spun in Mako’s favor. 



  “What should I say to him?” Her friend asked suddenly. For once, Korra wasn’t sure about herself. She didn’t know what she wanted anymore. 



  --



  Since their last conversation and almost kiss, Tahno and Ming had gone back to avoiding each other. Tahno had been spending a lot more time with Ga Eun again, and Ming had avoided coming home as much as possible, crashing on Shaozu’s couch and spending late nights at the library. He wanted to be angry. Angry at Korra for the harm that she had caused, angry at himself for being so stupid and oblivious to what was right in front of him all along. Because, it was something Ming had never allowed himself the time to explore. The idea of someone loving him so much that they felt such a burning desire to tell him, it was too much to fathom. How could anyone care for him that way? He hadn’t known how lucky he was. And he threw it all away. All he had was time to think. Time to contemplate his feelings, feelings he had been having for the longest time but not allowing himself to feel. Rationalized into friendship or confusion. Had he missed his chance? Was there no way to turn back the clock and give Tahno a different answer? He wanted to be honest about how he felt. He just didn’t know how. 



  It was a cripplingly lonely ordeal. Ming couldn’t confide in Shaozu or Ga Eun or anyone else about how he felt. It was too awkward. Too uncomfortably vulnerable and foreign and private. So instead he sat there, suffering in silence and wondering if things could ever go back to how they were. Maybe he could just forget about these feelings, and they could both go back to blissful ignorance. 



  But did he want that? Above all, he was 
  
    angry 
  
  with Tahno. Angry for ruining everything between them by catching feelings and having to share them. Why couldn't they have just stayed best friends? It would've been a hell of a lot easier than this. The main thought constantly plaguing his mind was...if he did decide to confess, who would Tahno choose? Would he break Ming’s heart the way Ming had broken his? It would surely be the end of their friendship. And if, by some miracle, he reciprocated, what then? Ming had no idea where to go from there, if it ever materialized. It was the ultimate catch 22, and he knew it. His thoughts were interrupted by the front door of the apartment opening. Tahno shoved his keys into his pocket, looking up and locking eyes with Ming. The roommates could tell that neither expected the other to be there at that moment.



  “Tahno.”



  “Ming.”



  Their eyes remained locked, and Tahno brushed his curls out of his eyes, attempting to feign casualty as he made his way over to where his best friend sat, sinking down into the couch. 



  “I feel like we haven’t hung out in ages!” Tahno forced an airy tone to his voice.



  “That’s because we haven’t.” Ming replied quietly. Tahno swallowed. 



  “I guess you’re right…” Was all he managed to reply. Ming wanted to tell him how he felt right then and there. But the words got stuck in his throat and his confidence waned as quickly as it built as Tahno looked at him curiously, powdery blue eyes catching on to his tense demeanor. 



  “I’ve been thinking a lot about things lately. And, I know you said you didn’t want to talk about it anymore, but I just…” Tahno instantly knew where Ming was going, and he felt his head and heart begin to pound anxiously at the idea. “Well, I’m going to stay out of your business from now on. Because, I want to support you in any way that I can. Even if I disagree.” Tahno’s lips parted slightly in surprise. “I know I haven’t made things any easier for you. I’m your best friend, I’m supposed to be the person you can come to for anything. And I haven’t been acting like a good best friend lately. I just...God, it kills me to see you hurt.” Tahno winced as Ming shook his head sadly. “I just...you give love so freely. You’re always there for me, and for Korra and Ga Eun and Shaozu and countless others...and you give away parts of yourself and you silence yourself for the sake of other people's feelings. You try to act like you're this selfish, proud guy when it’s actually quite the opposite. You give away so much of yourself...you give so much love and I realize now that you aren’t always receptive to it.”



  “What the hell are you talking about, Ming?” Tahno asked angrily, leaning forward to face him. “I didn’t want you in my business because I knew it would upset you. Not because I think you’ll judge me, or whatever.”



  “That’s not what I’m saying, T…” Ming sighed quietly, shaking his head and avoiding his piercing gaze. 



  “You’ve been a good friend to me regardless. I know how you feel about Korra, but I-”



  “I hope you’re able to accept love as freely as you give it, someday.” Ming whispered, the confidence building in his throat once more. “Because I love you.” There it was. Out in the open. A confession to himself, more than to the man it was meant for. 



  “Ming…” Tahno frowned, and Ming knew he hadn’t conveyed his feelings properly. Of course Tahno had interpreted it in the friendly way. He had chosen his words incorrectly. “Why are you saying all of this?”



  “Because, as someone that loves you,” Ming swallowed hard again, the words having a much deeper meaning than he was able to properly convey. “I want you to choose to freely give your love to people that will reciprocate. You shouldn’t have to fight for people to care about you. Your worth is abundant. I truly believe that. I’m sorry if it’s cringey, or too emotional, or whatever. I was a coward before.” 
  
    And I still am, because I still can’t make it clear to you how I truly feel. 
  
  “I know we’ve hashed it out already. I know It’s hurtful to keep bringing it up, but I just...I’m so fucking sorry for how I reacted, when you told me how you felt. It’s my biggest regret. I just keep thinking...all I do is think…” Tahno’s eyes had glazed over in thought, and he slowly rose from the couch, turning away from his roommate. 



  “Ming...I think we should take some more time apart.” He whispered. 


  







37. Remember This


    
    
  Ming felt his heart crack at Tahno’s words. 



  
    Time apart? Why? 
  



  “What do you mean?” He asked carefully, searching Tahno’s crestfallen gaze for answers. The watertribe man wouldn’t meet his eyes, icy blue trained to the floor and his lip bitten anxiously as he worked through his words. Ming felt a bubble rise in his chest; the sudden urge to admit what he had been feeling all this time. To beg Tahno to stay and talk things through. All of the self doubt, walking on eggshells around the person he cared about the most, he couldn’t take it anymore. And there it was: that feeling. That burning desire to say exactly how he felt the moment he felt it. He finally understood what Tahno meant. He had to tell him. He had to know how he felt. He had to be selfish.



  “I just need some space. This is all too much for me, right now.” Tahno groaned. “We... I’ll go to the glacier spirits festival, and the-“ His roommate was barely listening, inhaling a deep breath and forcing the confession out before he lost his confidence. It was now or never.



  “I love you!” Ming blurted out. Tahno’s head whipped up at the words. “I’m in love with you, Tahno.” The confession was so reminiscent. So eerily similar to his own, it nearly knocked him off of his feet. It was cringey and stereotypical like a made-for-tv coming-of-age film, and yet he didn’t care as he unclenched his fists, watching the man he loved shift from bewilderment to indignation.



  “That’s not fucking funny, Ming.” Tahno growled, running his fingers furiously through his hair. What the fuck was happening?



  “It wasn’t a joke…” Ming whispered, his hazel eyes glazing over as he looked at the hardwood floor,  a fearful, regretful gaze spread across his features. His confidence waned at Tahno’s anger, and he suddenly realized just how hurtful his own reaction had been all those months ago. It was too sudden, too explosive and too outrageous for either man to comprehend. He had repeated that very same mistake, now on the opposite end. 



  “No you aren’t.” Tahno whispered, his eyes trained to the floor again and widening with each passing second. It was all too much, the sinking realization. Why now? After all this time of avoiding each other. Why did it feel like he had ruined the friendship for so long, only to be met with supposedly reciprocated feelings? He felt unbridled rage rise in his throat. It wasn't fair. It wasn’t real.



  “Yes I am!” Ming insisted. “I’m…I’m in love with you. I realize that now. So please don’t go. Don’t go to the festival.” Tahno felt his heart race at the admission, white hot pain leaking from every pore. “Stay with me.” He took a step closer, grabbing Ming by the shirt and yanking towards him.



  “What the FUCK is wrong with you, Ming!” He yelled, shoving him away again. Ming croaked out his name as he stumbled backward, the desperation in his voice echoing. “You don’t get to do this!” Tahno shouted furiously. “You don’t get to come crawling back to me after I move on. We moved on! I got over you! And now you’re telling me you love me back? FUCK YOU!” He seethed.



  “Tahno, please…I was just-” Instant regret washed over him. It was too late, and he was being selfish again. Ming couldn’t help but envelop himself in regret.



  “You can’t stand the fact that I moved on!” The watertribe man’s voice rose several octaves, a manic whisper seemingly pointed toward himself. “You loved the attention I gave you and now that I finally have room for another person in my heart you can’t fucking stand it! You don’t love me, you love that I love you!” Tahno screeched, not realizing the accidental slip of tenses. But who was he fooling?



  “That’s not true and you KNOW IT!” Ming yelled back. “I was scared of my feelings before,” he admitted, his voice lowering for a moment. “But now I can say it as many times as you need me to, to get you to understand! I’m in love with you!” Ming screamed back with a ferocity Tahno had never seen on his friend. For just a small moment, he almost believed him, his heart swelling at the idea. But it wasn’t true, it couldn’t be true. It was a sick joke, a way to monopolize the attention he gave when he was in love. “I always have been!”



  “Then why didn’t you say so!” He said finally, tears springing from his eyes. “Why have we been avoiding each other all this time if you felt the same way? Why didn’t you tell me I wasn’t crazy? That I wasn’t risking our friendship for nothing?”



  “I don’t...I don’t know…” 



  “I don’t believe you.” He whispered back. “I asked for time apart,” Tahno’s voice shook with anger, so low it was frightening in its severity. “Because you don’t know what I’m like when I’m not in love with you. That’s why I pushed my feelings aside when you didn’t return them, because it didn’t matter, if it meant that I could be beside you. It was pathetic. But now I‘ve moved on. So just let me fucking do that.”



  “It's not pathetic!” The other man insisted. “If you can’t return my feelings, then fine! But don’t fall for someone that’s spoken for! She doesn’t love you, Tahno.” Ming stepped forward, taking the other man's face in his hands. “Im here, I love you!” He insisted, but Tahno wouldn’t believe him. He couldn’t believe him. If what he said was true, then that meant Tahno loved someone that actually loved him back, and the idea was just too unrealistic in his head. “Please don’t tell me I took too long. Please don’t say you’ve moved on,” he begged, olive eyes filling with tears as he gently stroked the other man’s face. Tahno pried Ming's hands from his face and turned away. “What do I have to do to make you understand!” Ming begged. “I’m sorry for being too much of a fucking coward to admit it until now! I’m sorry for how badly I hurt you!” Tahno was crying harder now, tears leaking down his sullen cheeks and his bottom lip bruising so badly between his clenched teeth it was about to tear. “But I’m here now. Now I understand and I want to prove to you that I’m still the person you fell in love with! The person that actually wants to be with you!” Mings plees fell on deaf ears as Tahno shook his head violently, as if to cause the words to bounce off of him and fall to the floor. 



  “No no no! No you don’t! Why do you always have to bring Korra into every goddamn thing! God...No one has ever wanted to be with me, either, have they?” Tahno’s voice broke. “It’s too late now, okay?”



  “But WHY does it have to be too late? Why can’t we go back!”



  “Because no one has ever loved me back! No one has ever loved me back!” Tahno sobbed, shaking his head back and forth. And there it was, the true reason Tahno couldn’t accept his feelings. He didn’t feel worthy of them.



  “T…” The room was spinning now, and Ming hurried over to him, hugging him tightly as Tahno protested against him. 



  “You don’t love me! You don’t!” He cried out, pushing against Ming’s tight embrace. “You said oh! You said, ‘Let's not talk about it!’”



  “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” Ming bawled. “I'm an idiot. I’m so fucking dumb. I'm sorry!” He apologized over and over again as Tahno kept pushing against his chest, resisting his embrace. They collapsed to the floor, Tahno’s sobs muffled into Ming's shirt as they held each other tight enough that they might never let go. Ming squeezed the man against him, their cries intertwining in heartache. Tahno’s mind was racing and his head was pounding as he squeezed his eyes shut, Ming’s whispered promises in one ear and out the other as all he could hear was white noise. The flood of emotions ripping him apart were terrifying; bottled up for so long. Anger at Ming for daring to return his feelings, anger at Korra and Mako and anger at the way everything had played out thus far. Slowly, he lifted his head and looked at Ming, their eyes matching in swollen and teary composure. Carefully, Ming pieced Tahno’s hair away from his eyes, staring into them intently. He searched for any sort of answers that could be found, but he drew a blank. His mind hadn’t caught up to his body as Ming leaned forward gently, embracing him again. Tahno shakily held onto him, unable to fully comprehend the situation.



  “I’ll do whatever you want, okay? Just please don’t ever say that I don’t love you again…” Ming whispered into his neck.


 


  ---



  “God, I could just beat his ass into the weekend!” Korra seethed, taking an aggressive bite of the apple she was holding and shifting her weight between the balls of her feet as Bolin looked up at her from his laptop. She was wearing spandex, comfy socks and an oversized t-shirt, having no motivation to put effort into her appearance the past few days that Bolin had been staying over. Since the indefinite suspension of the team, and the nearing finals of her classes that semester, Korra didn’t have the time nor energy to worry about it.



  “So how are we doing this…” Her friend asked carefully.



  “Yeah, I don’t think Bolin is as confrontational as you, Korra,” Opal sighed, shifting her legs from where they were resting on top of Bolins. She made her way into the kitchen for a glass of water, bringing one to their houseguest, which he gratefully accepted. 



  “Mako isn’t good with confrontation anyways, especially with me. If I do it, it’ll just end up in a screaming match…” Korra replied thoughtfully, traipsing over to the opposite couch and plopping down on it, taking another loud crunch out of her apple. 



  “So it has to be me…” Bolin remarked thoughtfully, a glint of worry in his eyes. 



  “The main thing is like, what is the goal here? Mako goes on an apology tour and everything is hunky-dory?” Opal asked in confusion. “What does this mean for you guys?” She asked her roommate pointedly. The look on Korra’s face gave Opal her answer. They had no idea. 



  “Well, he needs to apologize to Tahno and Asami. That’s all I care about.” Korra grunted, running her fingers through her hair.



  “I agree. And I think we need to get him some professional help,” Bolin added.



  “I just...I don’t know how we can get past this…” Korra admitted, shaking her head.



  “Kor, don’t say that…” Bolin whimpered.



  “Yeah, he’s your best friend in the whole world. I know he did some pretty bad things, but you can make it right, can’t you?” Opal said softly, sitting up and looking at her friend.



  “I don’t know...I thought maybe I could...but...I think…” She closed her eyes, inhaling deeply. “I don’t know if I can this time…” The friends sat in silence at her words, and Bolin felt the weight of the world on his shoulders. 


 


  ---


 


  “Mako, hang back for a second.”



  “Professor Moon?” Mako asked curiously as the other students in the class packed their things.



  “I just wanted to tell you how much I enjoyed your paper. You’re one of the only people that didn’t get dinged for your in text citations…” she shook her head and sighed. “You’d think college students would know how to cite their sources properly.”



  “Oh, thank you, Ma’am,” Mako replied in surprise, his arm stretching back to scratch his neck. He was anxious to get home, hoping Bolin would be around so they could talk some more. He wasn’t sure why he had gone so off the radar; the only thing he heard indirectly being a formal email his brother had sent on his behalf about the taekwondo team’s official hiatus following his public meltdown.



  “It’s wonderful to see someone so passionate about their heritage.” Professor Moon nodded politely.



  “Oh, yeah. My mom’s side of the family is from the Fire Nation. She taught me and my little brother a lot.” He remarked. 



  “Have you given any thought about doing a semester abroad, there?” She asked carefully.



  “What?” Mako asked, bewildered by her statement. 



  “I’ll email you more details. I think you’d really enjoy it. It's a wonderful opportunity to immerse yourself in a different culture, not to mention a great resume builder. The Fire Nation isn’t a place where you can truly take it all in in just a few weeks.” 



  “Oh, I see. Well, yeah. I’ll definitely look into it. Thanks, Professor Moon,” Mako said awkwardly, waving goodbye as he exited the classroom. There was a lot to consider, but he mostly brushed the idea off. He was certain he needed to be around for Bolin, no matter how screwed up the situation between them had become. As he made his way to his car, he spotted the last two women in the world that he wanted to see, splayed out in the grass of the courtyard. He ducked behind the nearby building as a few students passed by, eyeing him strangely as he peered around the corner to view the women. Korra was holding out her phone for Asami to look at, handing her one of her airpods. As she looked at the screen, Asami’s face split into a wide grin. Mako still hadn’t spoken with Korra since their big fight over the phone and his excursion with Tahno- which he had yet to formally apologize for- and he could only imagine what Asami had told her. In their brief conversations since making up, she hadn’t indicated that she had caught Korra up to speed, but Mako could only assume the girls would tell eachother everything. It made his stomach do flips at the idea. He felt his milky skin heat up under the bright winter sun as he retreated back around the building, taking the long way to his car so as to avoid the women. 



  It seemed like all he had time to do was think. With the team suspended indefinitely, and confirmation through the grapevine that Tahno wouldn’t be pursuing legal action, Mako had thrown himself into his studies. Every time his phone buzzed or rang, he felt himself jump out of his skin at the possibility of it being Korra, and every time being disappointed. His pride wouldn't allow him to reach out first, and yet he missed her terribly. Bolin hadn’t come home in the few days since the formal, and the idea of him being with Korra that whole time gnawed at him. Would Korra stoop so low as to sleep with Bolin, just to get back at Mako? The elder brother pushed the intrusive thought to the side as he drove home, willing his anxious mind to calm down and stop creating such extreme scenarios. He wondered how and when he could apologize to his teammate, or if he should even bother, wondering if the bastard would even accept it.



  “Bo? You home, little bro?” He asked, removing his keys from the front door as he stepped into the living room. Bolin entered the living room slowly, eyes swollen red and his curls splayed out strangely. He looked like he hadn’t slept in days, saying nothing and glaring at Mako menacingly in an unconventional way. The look pierced Mako to his core. “Bo?”



  “I know.” Bolin spat, getting right to the point. He had promised Korra and Opal he would be civil. He promised he would be sweet, naive Bolin, so forgiving and innocent and pure. Looking at his brother with new eyes, newfound knowledge and contempt, he couldn’t keep that promise.



  “Wh-” Mako began, but Bolin interrupted him before he could finish. So much anger and hatred had built, he wasn’t sure he could stop once he started.



  “Don’t FUCKING start. How fucking dare you. How fucking dare you do that to Korra. To Asami!” His voice cracked as he spoke their names. “You lie to my fucking face about you and Korra, knowing I have feelings for her and letting me embarrass myself, meanwhile you’re FUCKING HER!” Mako felt his heart threaten to leap out of his chest. The jig was up, Bolin knew everything.



  “Oh my god, Bo.” Mako’s eyes widened at the anger Bolin was displaying, his chest heaving as the elder brother’s panic began to set in. “I didn’t mean to-”.



  “HAH!” The younger brother let out a humorless laugh. “YOU DIDN'T MEAN TO?” Mako had never seen his brother so upset, spit flying and arms lashing wildly. “DID YOU MEAN TO MOAN KORRA'S NAME WHILE ASAMI WAS GOING DOWN ON YOU?”



  “What the FUCK!” Mako yelled back, chucking his bag onto the floor. “That’s none of your goddamn business!” He leaped across the room, jabbing Bolin’s chest with his finger. 



  “No, It is my business when you hurt the people I care about!” He shouted back. “How could you do that to Asami! How could you use her like that! She trusted you!” Mako felt himself crumple at his brother's words. 
  
    She trusted you.
  



  “I didn’t...I didn’t mean to!” He cried, slapping a hand onto his forehead, feeling a migraine coming on. The sudden realization that Korra had divulged everything to Bolin was coming to light. “We-we worked it out! She forga-”



  “I can’t believe you used Asami for her money. I thought you were better than that, Mako. I thought you actually cared about her. She doesn't deserve this shit. Asami is the sweetest person in the world! And you used her knowing you had feelings for someone else!” Bolin’s voice shot into a high-pitched, manic tone.



  “I told you I didn’t mean to!” Mako insisted. “It just-It just happened! I care about Asami more than you know!” 



  “You 
  
    used 
  
  her.” Bolin corrected, turning away from Mako. “Come to find out you’ve been seeing Korra behind my back, forcing her to keep it quiet and be your dirty little secret. Are you so ashamed of her that you can’t be public? That’s not love, Mako.” Bolin’s eyes darkened menacingly.



  “I didn’t use Asami for her money and I certainly don’t keep Korra as my dirty little secret! You don’t know what the fuck you’re talking about!” Mako’s voice lowered on the curse word, his panic at being pushed back into a corner splayed across his face. 



  “Don’t I? Korra told me everything. What you did to Asami, forcing her to keep quiet and forcing Korra to keep quiet about her side, too. You lied to my fucking face so many times...Is that why you beat the shit out of Tahno? You honestly have the fucking audacity to get upset that Korra was seeing other people? She can do whatever she wants! You wouldn’t even tell your own BROTHER about you two, and you expect her to wait that out? The brother you KNEW had feelings for her? I can’t believe what a manipulative backstabber you are.”



  “Y-you don’t understand…” Mako felt his confidence waning. “I didn’t mean to develop these feelings, I was-I wasn’t ready t-,”



  “You know what I wasn’t ready for?” Bolin seethed. “Finding out what a terrible person my big brother...my hero...actually was.”



  “I’m...I’m not terrible...I’m...I’m not…” Mako felt the room spin around him, his head going light from his siblings' words, his worst fears manifesting before his eyes.



  “I didn’t think you were capable of something like this, Mako. But, I guess I’m pretty fucking stupid.” Mako clutched his chest, his heart threatening to beat out of it. Bolin felt the words rise in his throat, not caring the consequence they would have. In his vindication, he would say them. “Mom and dad would hate the person you’ve become.” The fated whisper slipped from his tongue. Mako felt his heart rip in half at the words as his dearest little brother turned, stalking into his room and slamming the door shut.


 


  
    Mom and dad would hate the person you’ve become.
  


 


  The very thing he had feared most, the constant thought replaying in his mind over and over; his worst nightmare coming true and spoken to him from the most qualified person. He felt like the air around him was evaporating, a suffocating illusion of reality rendering him unable to breathe. He dropped to the floor in a panic, his vision blurring at the words. 



  
    Mom and dad would hate the person you’ve become.
  


  







38. Feeling Sorry


    
    
  “T, where the hell are you going?” Ming asked in exasperation as Tahno bolted across the living room, his gym bag slung over his shoulder.



  “I’m going to stay with Shaozu for a couple days, then I’m headed down to the south pole. Don’t try and stop me,” he spat, eyes swollen red from his tears. They looked at each other desperately, Ming trying to explain himself and nothing coming out.



  “So that’s it then? You’re just gonna leave?” The other man shot up from where he was sitting on the couch, making his way over to his roommate. “You’re just gonna act like I didn’t say it?” Tahno braced himself, his back turned to him as he slowly uttered his response.



  “Don’t call me. Don’t text me. And don’t try to come over.” He exhaled sharply, squeezing his eyes shut and turning around, hand on the doorknob. 



  “Why are you running away from this?” Ming’s voice broke. “Why are you leaving again?” Tahno’s grip on the front door released, hands shaking.



  “TO GET AWAY FROM YOU!” He spun around, voice rising several octaves as Ming’s eyes widened in shock. “IS THAT WHAT YOU WANTED ME TO SAY?” His chest heaved in his anger, conflicting emotions swelling within him and exploding out. “ I DON’T WANT TO BE AROUND YOU,” he lied through gritted teeth. “SO JUST LEAVE ME THE FUCK ALONE!” He yelled, yanking open the door and stalking out, silent tears streaming down his face as he bounded down the steps of the apartment building. Shaozu was waiting in his car out front, and luckily had the good sense to not ask any questions as Tahno furiously wiped his eyes and flung his bag into the back seat. He leaned his head against the window, exhaling shakily as Shaozu shifted gears. From their apartment, Ming watched blankly as they drove away, maintaining eye contact with the man he loved until he was too far away to see. He wished he could take it all back once more.


 


  ---


 


  “I’m coming! God,” Opal sighed, the knock at the front door becoming more frantic as she shuffled over to the front door, yawning and assuming Korra had forgotten her keys again upon returning from the gym. She swung open the door, surprised to see someone other than her roommate.



  “H-hey…” Bolin sniffled, tears streaming down his cheeks. The late evening cold breezed past him into the apartment, a few stray flurries of snow falling from the doorframe.



  “Bolin?” Opal’s tired eyes widened in surprise. “Are you okay? What’s wro-” The Zaofu native was cut off as Bolin quickly leaned forward and embraced her, sobbing into her shoulder as she awkwardly patted his back. “Um...Bo?”



  “I-I’m sorry, I just…” He lifted his head, and Opal quickly ushered him inside, locking the door behind them. “I did it...I confronted Mako. And I said some pretty fucked up shit…” 
  


  Bolin struggled to get the words out as he shook. 



  “Oh god, okay, umm...come in, come in. I'm gonna make some tea. Korra should be back soon, so…” Opal trailed off awkwardly as Bolin made his way over to the couch, tears silently continuing to stream down his cheeks as she hurried to the kitchen, filling the kettle with water. Usually the most level-headed of Korra’s friends, she was at a loss for words, unsure of how far she could or should go in terms of comforting Bolin. Her unrequited crush on the boy wasn’t helping. She texted Korra an SOS as she asked if he would like any honey -which he did- before she poured the tea and brought it to the living room. He had calmed down a bit by then, and she sat on the couch across from him as he searched for the right words to say. Korra responded to the text that she was on her way, which Opal related to Bolin as they sat in an awkward silence. 



  “Sorry...for dumping all of this on you...I know it doesn’t really concern you…” He muttered. 



  “You and Korra are my friends, so it does concern me.” She sighed contentedly. “And, Mako, too…” Her gentle voice trailed off. “Any friend of Korra’s is a friend of mine.” Bolin looked at her, eyes widened curiously for a moment. He maintained the gaze slightly longer than what was comfortable as they jumped from the sound of the front door opening, gaze tearing.



  “Bo!” Korra called, not even removing her winter boots and coat before rushing into the living room, sludge water tracking across the hardwood floor. Bolin set down his tea as Korra crashed into him, hugging him tightly. Now mostly calmed down, the boy could hold it somewhat together as he replayed the previous events at his apartment, voice shaking.



  “Oh god…” Korra breathed out. Opal remained silent, shocked that the guy she thought she somewhat knew could be 
  
    that 
  
  harsh to his older brother. She lifted from her seat, retreating to the linen closet to get a towel to mop up Korra’s mess, which she silently thanked him for. “That’s… a lot…” That was all Korra managed to say. “God…”



  “I went too far. I don’t...I don’t know what to do…” Bolin willed away the tears beginning to reform in his eyes. “I’m worried he might...Have you-?”



  “No, we haven’t spoken since the last practice,” Korra said quietly, understanding the words that were better left unsaid. “You need a few days apart, I think. He’ll be fine. Just stay here, for now. We’ll discuss this more later. I’m...tired…” she whispered, saying goodnight quickly and retreating to her room. Opal’s eyes trailed in shock as Korra left, leaving her with the mess of her friend seated in the living room. She considered herself and Bolin friends, but not close enough to warrant Korra dipping at such an important moment. She wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt, assuming it was probably too much to handle at the moment, and that the girl just needed some time alone to 
  
    think.
  



  “I even freaked Korra out…” Bolin sighed, staring at her closed bedroom door. “Fuck.” He dropped his head into his hands. Opal moved to sit next to him, placing a careful hand on his knee. 



  “It’ll be okay, Bolin. We’ll figure things out. We’ll help Mako and Korra together,” she promised. Bolin looked at her with curious eyes, their green gaze interlocked for a few beats too long before she ripped away. She sighed, breathing out quietly and wondering who 
  
    she 
  
  had to turn to. With Korra wrapped up in her own drama, and her other friends busy with their own lives, who was there for 
  
    her?
  



  “I’m gonna head to bed too.” She lifted from the couch, running her fingers through her hair to push back her bangs from her eyes. “Goodnight.” Kuvira, Baatar Jr., her mother, so many problems bottled up inside and threatening to leak out. She didn’t even want to think of the holidays, and going home in the next few weeks. She could barely think past the exams she had coming up.



  “Opal,” Bolin called out as she reached her door, snapping her out of her thoughts.



  “Hmm?” 



  “Thank you…” He whispered. Opal smiled quietly before retreating to her room. As she prepared for bed, she contemplated the situation further. She was beginning to feel completely depleted from Korra and all of her drama, though she wouldn't admit it. They had just gotten back to their version of normal after so many miscommunications. She had finally realized that she needed to let Korra make her own decisions when it came to her life and her relationships. All she could do was support her in any way that she could, even if she disagreed. There was no use arguing with someone as stubborn as her roommate.



  She brushed her teeth and completed her skincare routine, slipping into her pajamas and flicking off the lights, her bedside table lamp illuminating the darkness, double-checking her flight itinerary for the winter break was in order as her parents had called her earlier to confirm dates. Just as she climbed under the covers, a quiet knock came at her door.



  “Yeah?” She called out, clicking her phone off. The door opened, and Bolin’s large frame shuffled in quietly. “Bolin?” He shifted his weight uncomfortably, unable to meet her gaze in the lowlight. Did he need something? 



  “Sorry, I just...I was trying and I-I don’t want to sleep alone, and I can’t really go with Korra right now…” he fell silent as Opal nodded her head knowingly. She looked at him, and for a moment she could see the scared little boy that Mako spoke of. “Could I maybe...sleep on the floor?” He asked gently. She hesitated, the idea of a boy in her room like this a strange one. 



  She had experienced her fair share of flings since going to college in the city, but this was different. Her crush had only blossomed the more time they spent together, sans Korra, and her heart broke for the mess of a man standing in her doorway. She knew he had no idea how she felt, and that he just needed a friend right now, but being this close to him was still frightening. 



  Wordlessly, Opal patted her queen-sized bed, more than enough room on the other side for him. She would put aside her own feelings like she always did. He gasped quietly before sinking down beside her, muttering a quiet thank you as he turned away from her. They lay in painful silence for what felt like ages, and Opal’s cheeks burned at the implications. She wondered what Korra would have to say the next morning. Quiet sobs erupting from the man beside her shocked her out of her thoughts. As if on instinct, she turned to face his back, reluctant arms wrapping around his waist and her head laying between his shoulder blades. Maybe it was weird, maybe she went too far and she was just taking advantage of the chance to be close to her silly schoolgirl crush, but it didn’t matter anymore. Any feelings of awkwardness disappeared as Bolin eased into her touch, and she remembered why she liked being around for other people; it made her forget about her own problems. She laced their fingers together, holding him as he continued to cry, no other words exchanged as she felt herself drifting off, too tired to care any further. She would deal with any residual feelings in the morning. 


 


  ---


 


  Mako was reeling, head never leaving his hands after Bolin left. 



  
    Mom and dad would hate the person you’ve become.
  



  It was true, wasn’t it? He paced the apartment, vision blurring and head pounding.



  He was bad, he always had been. He couldn’t be good no matter how hard he tried, right? This was something he couldn’t bounce back from. His parents hated him, didn’t they? Everything Bolin and Korra said...Asami...the things he told himself when no one was listening...it was all true, it really way.



  Shaking hands lifted his phone, hovering over Korra's contact once more. He needed to reach out, just one more try. He needed her forgiveness, he needed her to tell him it would all be okay and he would apologize and everything would be alright. He would give her anything she wanted, so long as she didn’t leave. Just as he was about to dial, a notification to his school email popped up.


 


  From: Zhu Li Varrick-Moon



  Subject: Semester Abroad Information


 


  Hello Mako,


 


  Please see the attached for more information about the program, and how to apply should you choose to do so. The deadline for the Winter semester has passed, however, applications for the Spring semester should be opening up after the break. Please let me know if you are further interested, and I will get you in contact with the coordinator to help you with the application process. 



  Good luck with your exams this week!



  Regards,



  Professor Moon


 


  He hesitated again, clicking off his phone and retreating to the bathroom. He started the shower -seeking the warmth- but sank to the floor before he could get in, eyes blank and mind swimming, so jumbled his thoughts were incomprehensible. 



  Bolin hated him. Korra wasn’t speaking to him, and Asami had graciously forgiven him undeservedly. 



  He had no one left. 



  Previous arguments with Bolin were never truly resolved, growing up as street kids and forgiving out of necessity and survival rather than working things through. He had never really learned how to fix things, had he? He wanted to reach out, desperately cling to anyone near him and ask for another chance, but he was running out of them. But did they even want him to? The phone worked both ways, didn’t it?



  Leaving. 



  Leaving sounded good. He couldn’t face anyone, his shame overwhelming. The only solution was to go away forever. Yes, that was the right choice. He would leave and never come back. He quickly fired off a response email to his teacher, asking to get in contact with the coordinator, smiling frantically for himself. They were all better off without him. A new culture, a new terrain, just focusing on studies and getting away from the mistakes of his past. It was a new start knocking at his door, and he didn’t care if he was jumping in too quickly. He was taking it.


  







39. Miserable At Best


    
     


  “How’s the boy?” Korra smiled gratefully at the attendants that had begun collecting her luggage from her as she sandwiched her phone between her cheek and shoulder. She offhandedly instructed them to place Naga’s carrier in the back of the car with her.



  “I think my parents like him more than me,” Opal groaned on the other end, and Korra could picture her mossy green eyes rolling. “Figures the first time I bring a guy home for the holidays is one I’m not even dating!” She said in exasperation.



  “Oh please, just bat those pretty lashes and you’ll have him in the palm of your hand by the end of the break,” Korra laughed. “Thanks for letting him come to Zaofu with you.”



  “It’s fine, but...has anyone checked on Mako?” Opal asked carefully. “I feel bad. He’s all alone...did Bo even tell him he was coming here?” Korra sucked her teeth sharply, shivering in her winter boots as she shuffled into the car service that was waiting for her. 



  “I don’t care,” she replied coldly. 



  “You don’t mean that,” Opal whispered. In the distance of the call, Korra could hear Bolin’s bright laugh, filling her with momentary relief. 



  “I don’t wanna talk about it. He can spend the holidays -and every day after that- alone for all I care.”



  “Kor-”



  “I gotta go. Say hi to Bo for me,” she grunted, ending the call. 



  “Princess Korra, would you like something to drink?” The driver offered. 



  “I’m alright, thank you. Let’s just get to the palace. I’m exhausted.” Korra yawned, dropping her head into her hand and staring out the window. She had almost forgotten about the snowy peaks and midnight blue sky she called home. She had been away for too long.


 


  ***


 


  “Ugh, c’mon Teeeee, pick upppp,” Korra groaned, dialing Tahno’s number over and over. Naga slept lazily at the foot of her bed where she paced back and forth, polished floors causing her to slip in her socks. Suddenly, a knock at her door snapped her out of focus, ending her tenth attempted call to her friend as her mother entered the room. 



  “Hey honey, just wanted to say goodnight.”



  “Hey mom,” Korra hugged her, dread flooding her limbs as she hugged her mother. There were so many things she wished she could say, but she stayed silent as her mother stroked her hair comfortingly. Being home with her parents was refreshing if done in controlled doses, as her headstrong nature didn’t always align with her parent’s more traditional approach. Going away to college in the cultural hub of the world didn’t exactly bridge the generational gap, either.



  “Do you want to talk about whatever is bothering you?” She asked pointedly.



  “Damn, mom’s really always know, huh?” She pulled away from her mother’s embrace, hugging her arms to her chest. 



  “What’s been going on, baby?” Senna asked gently, stroking her hair. 



  “It’s everything, mom. School, relationships, the team. It’s all a huge mess.”



  “School?” Senna’s eyes narrowed and her brow raised.



  “I passed, let’s just leave it at that,” Korra raised her hands in defeat, crossing the room and sinking down into her grand bed.



  “I see. And the team?” She moved to sit next to her daughter, tilting her head as Korra sighed, dropping her shoulders.



  “Some...stuff happened. An argument between a couple of players. And now everything’s all screwed up and it's all my fault.” 



  “I’m guessing that’s where the relationship stuff plays in, huh? Her mother prodded gently. “Could this have anything to do with that Fire Nation boy I’ve heard so much about?” Korra nodded weakly as her mother took her hands and stroked them comfortingly. “Whatever it is, I’m sure you two will be able to work it out.” Korra nodded, grateful her mother didn’t pry. “For now, let's just focus on the festival, and relaxing before going back to school. Okay, honey?” Korra sighed, nodding again. “We’ve got a big day tomorrow, so rest up. Oh, when are your friends arriving? How many rooms should I have prepared? I was thinking we could-”



  “No one’s coming, mom.” Korra groaned, flopping back onto the bed and staring at the icy ceiling, avoiding her mother’s puzzled expression. “Opal’s in Zaofu with Bolin, Tahno won’t return my calls, Asami is busy, and Mako…” Her voice trailed off painfully. 



  “Bolin... He and Opal are-?”



  “No, but he’s sort of...well, he would’ve come here with me but he didn’t wanna see Eska after that messy breakup...and he didn’t wanna stay home with Mako because they’re sort of...not speaking right now…” Senna nodded slowly, contemplating her daughter's words. 



  “Wait, what’s going on with Tahno? I thought for sure you’d bring him along. His parents were just here last week to-” Korra cut her mother off, groaning loudly.



  “I screwed up, and now he’s not speaking to me.” She turned to face away from the conversation, squishing her face on the bed. “I don’t wanna talk about it.”



  “Aww, honey,” Senna stroked down Korra’s hair again. “I’m sorry you can’t be with your friends right now. But whatever it is, it’ll work out. You too are thick as thieves! Maybe this will give you a chance to spend some more time with your father, attend some more meetings and start learning the ropes. Hmm? How does that sound?” She ran her fingers through Korra’s cropped hair as the younger woman exhaled deeply. 



  “Yeah, okay,” she conceded reluctantly. 



  “I love you,” Senna bent over, kissing her daughter's cheek before wishing her goodnight again. Korra turned over again, pulling out her phone.


 


  To: Lake Tahno



  Please stop ignoring me. I need u rn


 


  Almost instantly, she received a response.


 


  From: Lake Tahno



  Leave me alone.


 


  The princess felt her heart drop at the message, quickly tapping over to Snapchat to see where the Watertribe man was on the map. Recognizing the hotel he was staying at, she slipped into her boots and fur coat. Sneaking past security would be difficult, but worth it as she tiptoed out of her chambers. She needed to see him.


 


  After careful aversion, she made her way to the nearby hotel, bursting into the foyer and a cold gust of winter mix trailing in behind her. He was sat at the bar, leather gloves still on his fingers and still bundled in his winter coat as he sipped a dark liquor, leaning forward in the stool as other patrons buzzed around him, discussing the festivities that would be occurring.



  “Tahno.” She watched his curls move, arctic eyes flashing over to her familiar voice.



  “What part of ‘leave me alone’ isn’t computing?” He asked angrily.



  “I needed to see you,” she said. “I know I said I’d work on my boundary issues, but there are too many people upset with me right now. I don’t want you to be one of those people,” she whispered. The anger in his expression began to fade as he looked at the broken girl in front of him, nearly as broken as he was. “Why aren’t you staying with your parents at the embassy lodging?” 



  “Because they don’t know I’m here yet. I needed a night 
  
    alone
  
   to think. Figures you’d follow me here. I should’ve blocked you from seeing my location ages ago,” he rolled his eyes. “Let’s just go to my suite.” Tahno conceded, knowing he wasn’t going to be able to get rid of her. He silently paid for his drink, lacing their fingers together and leading her to the elevator of the hotel. Korra knew he could never say no to her, and felt slightly bad in the moment for taking advantage of that.



  “Nice digs. You know you could stay at the palace, though. My mom asked about you.” Tahno ignored her words, clutching his forehead and sinking down onto the bed. 



  “What are you doing here, Korra?” He asked in exasperation. 



  “I wanted to apologize...everything got messed up so quickly, I just...I’m so, so sorry, T.” she sat beside him, taking his hands. “I keep hurting you. I don’t know what’s wrong with me.” Tahno stayed silent, hands dead weight in hers as he looked at her face; matted lashes from crying, stormy blue eyes and deep flushed skin. He leaned forward, tucking a strand of hair behind her ear before wrapping his arm around her head, guiding her to his chest. 



  “I’m in love with you,” Tahno said suddenly. Korra lifted her head slowly from his chest, terror in her eyes as Tahno met them with a completely blank expression. “And I know that scares the hell out of you. But I’ve got this bad habit of needing to say how I feel. So I’m sorry if that causes problems for you, or if It makes you uncomfortable. But you need to know that I’m in love with you, and I’m tired of people telling me I’m not.”



  “People telling you you’re not?” Tahno winced, dropping his arms from her and standing up from the bed, pacing. 



  “It’s Ming...I don’t know why he keeps fucking with me. He can’t stand that I moved on and now he’s trying to reel me back in, fucking idiot…” Tahno whispered, as if he was speaking to himself rather than her.



  “Reel you back in? What do you mean?” Korra stood up from the bed in confusion, her blood running cold at the words. 



  “He’s lying to get back at me. He’s still mad at me for pushing my feelings on him,” Tahno stared at the floor, continuing to pace.



  “T, slow down and explain. I don’t understand what’s happening.”



  “He told me he loved me to fuck with me. There’s no way he could ever love me. He’s upset I moved on and don’t give him the same attention. I hate him. I hate him so goddamn much.” The man seethed, pushing his curls out of his eyes.



  “WHAT?” Korra’s voice rose. “He said WHAT?”



  “He confessed. Yeah,” Tahno let out a humorless laugh.



  “Then what the hell are you doing here? Go be with him!” Korra’s jaw practically hit the floor. “Or, why isn’t he here with you?”



  “Because I moved on. I don’t love him anymore. I love you,” Tahno insisted, crossing back over to her and taking her hands as he crouched down in front of her. “I don’t care about before. Just say you’ll give me a chance, Korra. Please.” He looked at her desperately, and she pulled her hands from his grasp.



  “Tahno. You don’t love me.” She shook her head, her mind racing back to Asami’s party. She was pretty sure that was the night everything took a course for straight downhill.



  “Oh stop it!” He threw his hands down, lifting up from where he had kneeled. “I’m sick of everyone telling me what I feel! I moved on! I choose you! I love you! So be with me. I’m begging you, Korra.” She bit her lip, eyes stinging at the broken man in front of her. 



  “Don’t you see how unhappy I’ve made you?” She whispered. Tahno’s eyes widened for a moment, taking in the truth of her words as she stood up shakily from the couch. “Don’t get it twisted. I care about you! So much. A part of me loves you, even…” she admitted. He bit his lip at her words. “But you’re not 
  
    in 
  
  love with me. You’re using your feelings for me as a scapegoat to run away from before. I know I don’t know the whole story with Ming -just the pieces you’ve told me- but...you love him, don’t you?”



  “It doesn’t matter anymore, it’s too late,” Tahno muttered, turning his head away from her.



  “Who says it’s too late! Is it really so difficult to accept the fact that someone could love you?” She pleaded for an answer, tears springing in her eyes as she was finally confronted with how much damage she had caused him.



  “You don’t get it. You never have. You walk around, having people fall for you left and right. You could have anyone you want! Ming, Bolin, Hong Li, 
  
    Mako.
  
  ” She winced at the man’s name. “You’re a goddamn princess. You’re beautiful, smart and charismatic. Of course people fall in love with you constantly. All I’ve ever known is rejection. It’s so goddamn embarrassing. Why do I beg for people to care?” 



  “Tahno, that’s not even true at all. You’re gorgeous, and a star athlete, and you get plenty of action. Ga Eun is crazy about you!” He groaned at her name being mentioned.



  “It isn’t the same.”



  “T...in the least judgemental way possible...I think you pick people that you know aren’t emotionally available.”



  “What?”



  “If you’ve already made up your mind that they won’t love you back, it hurts less. You could have Ga Eun right now, a girl you’re very good friends with that you know is interested in you. And sure, you can’t force feelings, but you have 
  
    safe
  
   options, and you choose to ignore them. And if you pick someone like me, someone that loves someone else, you can hurt yourself more by begging and chasing after them despite knowing deep down what the outcome will be.”



  “Why would I do that!” Tahno shot back angrily. “Why would I hurt myself on purpose!” 



  “I don’t know...maybe for the same reason I keep people at an arm's length? People...hurt people. Sometimes it really is that simple.” They looked away from each other, the mood sobering as Korra hugged her chest. “I’m sorry for invalidating your feelings, but I just can’t accept them.”



  “I know you have feelings for me,” he insisted, gripping her shoulders.



  “I...I do.” She admitted, dropping his hopeless gaze. “But my feelings for Mako are stronger. And, you’re my friend, and I care about you a lot. But I can't be with you. I’m sorry.” She wiped away a stray tear, attempting to keep her voice calm as silent tears ran down the man's face.



  “I get it…” was all he managed to say, dropping his arms. “Just like before, I should’ve kept my mouth shut.”



  “I’m sorry…”



  “When I told Ming how I felt about him...it was like, I don’t even know how to explain it. He was...Indirect? He just said ‘oh’ and that was that. We never really talked about it. And we tried to get back to normal, but I don’t think we ever could. We never dealt with it, y’know? And somehow, right now, being told flat out to my face that you don’t return my feelings...hurts a lot less than that avoidance. It was like I wasn’t important enough to even acknowledge long enough to reject.” He rubbed his nose, the cold air in the room causing them both to shiver slightly. 



  “Tahno, I do love you. A part of me always will.” Korra replied sincerely. “And, maybe if things were different…” her voice trailed off, and their blue gaze met for a moment before she continued. “But they aren’t. We can’t make each other happy, and I love someone else very much. And I think you do too, and you’re running away from it. This whole time I ignored the fact that I was using you as more than a friend, and hating myself for being unable to stop. I’m sorry for that. I just came to rely on you too much. I took advantage of your feelings for me.” They looked at eachother again. “But I think I realize now...you were using me, too. And I know Ming isn’t exactly my biggest fan, but that’s only because he cares about you so much. He always takes care of you. That’s love, isn’t it? So what you said before...about him lying when he said he returns your feelings. I don’t think he is. You said I’m terrified of your feelings, but I think you’re the one that's scared, because…” She took a step towards him, hugging him tightly as he stood flat against her. “It means you finally love someone that loves you back.” She pulled away, and they gazed at each other intensely. Both parties leaned forward, lips meeting in uncertainty of their emotions and unable to differentiate the past and the present as they moved against each other. 



  “I’m using you again, I’m sorry,” Korra mumbled against his lips as the kiss heated up. “I just need to show you what you mean to me.” Tahno shook his head, lifting her up and placing her delicately on the bed as he loomed over her, slipping her sweater over her head.



  “That’s fine, because I think I’m using you, too.” He whispered, diving down to consume her once more.


 

 


  When they had finished, Tahno had fallen asleep not long after, the confusing implications of a stalking-turned-argument-turned-lovemaking causing Korra’s brain to melt. It was well past midnight as she took in Tahno’s sleeping frame beside her, her fingertips sweeping across his delicate cheeks as he slept. His face was twisted slightly in anguish, no doubt a confusing dream the root cause of his expression. For once, sleeping with Tahno didn’t feel like a mistake, but rather a way to say goodbye in the only way they knew how. 



  Suddenly, Korra’s phone began to buzz. She carefully lifted it from the bedside table and saw the contact that made her heart drop. As quietly as she could, she untangled herself from Tahno’s grip, shuffling into the bathroom of the hotel suite and accepting the call on the last few rings.



  “Hi…” she said in uncertainty. 



  “Hey…” Mako whispered. She felt her heart crack at his voice.



  “I don’t really know if a phone call is the best idea, right now.” She whispered.



  “Then why did you pick up?”



  “I guess I just needed to hear your voice.” She admitted. “I’m scared of the person that I thought I knew being gone.”



  “I’m here, Korra.”



  “But I realized that he is gone.” She replied. “You’re so angry and self-destructive and I realize now that it’s a lot bigger than just us.” She sighed shakily, her emotions getting the best of her. “I can’t believe you said it would ‘make more sense' to go for Asami when you already knew how you felt about me. Was your fuck up and consequential dumping the only reason you admitted your feelings for me? Was I just a consolation prize? Asami doesn’t deserve that. I don’t deserve that. I don’t...know who you are anymore.”



  “I’m still me, Korra. I’m the guy that loves you. I made a lot of mistakes, but you were never one of them. You’ve never been a consolation prize to me. Please come home. Let’s fix this. I’m sorry for not reaching out sooner. I thought if I gave you space...well, I don’t really know what I thought.” He sighed on the other line.



  “You’re...not a good person…” Korra whispered.



  “Korra…”



  “I can’t wait around for you to be better. I’ve been so angry with you, and spending this time apart made me realize that my love was never going to be enough. It’ll never be enough,” she said definitively. “I used to think of you as someone I could rely on but you proved to be something different. I thought that if we had each other we could get through anything. That’s why I pushed my feelings about everything aside if it meant that I’d be able to stay by you. You couldn’t give me what I wanted, and I couldn’t give you what you needed. And now you’re alone.”



  “Well, let’s not pretend like 
  
    you’re 
  
  alone tonight,” Mako’s voice shook. Korra winced, poking her head out of the bathroom and glancing at the sleeping frame of the boy that thought he loved her. “I guess I’ll leave you to it then. I won’t bother you anymore,” he said coldly. “Have a good break.” Mako hung up before Korra could reply, and for once, the familiar tears she was expecting never came.


 

 

  







40. The Night Life


    
     


  “Well, I think my mom officially likes you more than me,” Opal joked, shutting the door behind her. They had just finished playing a pickup game with her twin brothers in the courtyard -the uncharacteristically warm day was enjoyed thoroughly- and she was looking forward to a soothing bath before dinner. She had asked the chef to make her favorite kale wraps so that Bolin could try them out, having talked them up all week.



  “I 
  
    am
  
   pretty good with parents,” Bolin winked, flopping down onto his guest bed. They had spent the last few days touring the city with her parents, her father explaining the architecture and his original vision for the city. It was a unique experience to be able to share her home and culture with her friend, as he hadn’t been outside of Republic City much before then. “Thanks again for letting me tag along.” Opal quelled his gratitude, insisting it was no trouble. The room was bathed in an orange glow as the sun began to set, a perfect view over the family property and the city in the distance through the large bay window.



  “It’s fun to have a friend here I can use as an excuse when my mom is being annoying!” She grinned, poking his chest. “And I always love a chance to show off my hometown.”



  “Still, I’m very grateful,” he replied seriously. “Things with Korra have been really... awkward since the formal…I honestly feel really strange about it, still,” he divulged, turning to face his host. Opal’s ears perked up at Bolin’s vulnerability. She could tell it had been bothering him consistently for him to work it into a conversation like this, when they finally had a minute away from her family. Although he had been in a generally decent mood since they had arrived in Zaofu, she also noticed his specific lack of mentioning one honey-eyed brooding older brother.



  “Oh?” She asked carefully, sinking down into the bed next to him. He looked up at her as she smoothed down her hair, willing him to continue. In the days they had spent together since coming to Zaofu for their semester break, she had gotten to know Bolin a lot better, and on her own terms. Her crush only intensified further as she saw how wonderfully he got along with her family, and how much her parents adored him. Bolin’s passion for the small things, and his insistence on fully appreciating the things that mattered enough to her to share with him, was one of the many things she really liked about him. It made her feel seen, like what she had to say actually mattered. Regardless, she had convinced herself anything romantic was probably never going to happen, and her feelings had welled up so many times that her twin brothers had begun to joke about it in front of her guest, much to her chagrin. Despite her embarrassment, Bolin took their jibes in stride, joking about marrying into the family since he got along with everyone so well, and she felt comfortable enough to discuss his feelings for Korra with him. More than anything, she appreciated him as a new and closer friend. She liked how he made her feel, and she hoped she made him feel good, too.



  “I’ve felt so out of the loop about things, and just this weird sense of betrayal, I guess. Obviously she doesn’t owe me anything romantic, it’s just…that girl sends some mixed ass signals.” 



  “I understand,” Opal sighed, having been filled in on everything that had gone down between her roommate and the boy beside her. She hadn’t been able to process her feelings toward the situation, contemplating various motives her friend could’ve had for such an action. Nevertheless, it was still painful to hear from someone other than her. Likewise, she was still unsure of how to even go about addressing that with her. Korra’s dishonesty was disturbing, to say the least. 



  “It hurts that she couldn’t trust me with the Mako situation, I guess. I’m not completely sure how I feel about everything, to be honest. I’m still processing it. I just hate feeling like the dumb little brother that no one trusts. Whatever, it’s stupid.” He shook his head lightly.



  “It’s not stupid! And you’re not dumb!” Opal insisted fiercely. Bolin looked at her curiously as she back tracked in her intensity. “I mean…I understand how you feel. I had to learn to just let her do her thing. Our relationship suffered a lot when I tried to tell her what to do, because I thought I knew better...Even if I disagree with most of her choices lately…” She sighed again, dropping her head into her hand and letting her gaze gloss over. “It’s still not really my place.”



  “I get it,” he sighed discontentedly. “I still can’t believe Mako is actually leaving…”



  “Me either…” Opal whispered. “Even if it’s just for a semester...it feels so...permanent.” They fell silent at her words for a moment. 



  “I’ll just say it’s needed, right now. God, I feel like such a big baby. It’s like I keep getting kicked back down before I’ve even had the chance to stand up.”



  “I know the feeling…” They gazed at each other for a moment.



  “You’re a good friend, Opal.” He said suddenly. “I’m glad I got to come to Zaofu for break.” The woman blushed at his words, squeezing his hand for a moment before withdrawing her own. “I like spending time with you. It’s been fun to get to know you better. You and Korra have been roommates for a while, but we never really got the chance to hang, y’know? I’ve been having so much fun! I get why Hong Li is always hyping this place up.”



  “Oh! Um, same here! You’re pretty cool, Bolin. And listen, sorry about my brother’s heckling you about...stuff.” She shook her head, her lips spreading thin as she plotted ways to get back at her siblings for their antics, cheeks rogued at their words.



  “Oh, don’t worry about it. If I had a beautiful sister I’d probably be protective of her, too.” Opal blushed furiously at his casual words, tucking her hair behind her ear. 



  
    Was he…?
  



  “Besides, this is a sick ass house you got, here. Maybe I will marry you.” He joked. “Or maybe Huan. They’re recently single, correct?” Bolin leaned back again, letting his eyes flutter closed as he grinned. “Y’know, for a while actually, I thought Korra might’ve been trying to set 
  
    us 
  
  up, but then she went and kissed me! I was so confused.”



  “Oh, yeah...hahaha,” Opal attempted to laugh off his words. “Imagine that.”



  “It was a pretty shitty thing to do if she didn’t actually feel that way about me. I can’t figure out if she just felt bad for me or what. Shit’s embarassing. She’s got this bad habit of seeking the wrong kind of comfort, if you know what I mean.”



  “It was shitty. It’s not a reflection on you. She just needs help, right now.” Bolin turned to face her, taking her hand gently with his. “Doesn’t mean we should let her get away with this behavior, though. I just don’t know how to go about it. Last time it sort of blew up in my face…”



  “How do you mean?” He sat up, eyes fixated on hers.



  “Ugh, fine. I’ll just be honest. Asami’s party? It was supposed to be a setup.” Opal exhaled, comfortable enough to divulge a bit of the truth and making peace with whatever Bolin’s reaction would be. She watched as his interest in her words piqued curiously. “I’m just painfully shy with crushes, so she was trying to help me out. But then when we talked I got the message that you were sort of hung up on her, so...yeah, haha.” She chuckled awkwardly, hands shaking as her words spilled out of her, almost involuntarily. “I sort of flipped out at her later. It was stupid of me, but we had a really bad fight. I thought she knew you liked her and set me up for failure on purpose, or something. But I don’t actually think she would ever do that. I was just being insecure. It was dumb.”



  “Wait, you liked me?” He asked incredulously. “Like, actually?” His green eyes were huge, pupils blown.



  “Is that really all you got out of that!” Opal joked, her heart leaping into her throat.



  “And she kissed me anyways? That’s…” Bolin’s voice trailed off, mind flashing to Mako’s similar indiscretion, though at a smaller scale.



  “It’s fine,” she insisted. “We worked it out.”



  “Ahh, I get it. You got to know my personality… and then-” Bolin joked, yelping as Opal smacked his arm and told him to shut up. “I’m just playing. I get it, I am pretty handsome.” A goofy grin spread across his face.



  “Uhuh,” Opal agreed sarcastically. 



  “Damn, I can’t believe how obvious I was. And here I thought I was playing it supercool. I’m such a loser,” Bolin grinned weakly.



  “Me too,” Opal nodded. “Anyways, I’m uh, I’m g-gonna go take a bath. See you at dinner?” She asked, slipping off of the bed as she stuttered, sliding her fingers with his in a farewell shake, a habit they had fallen into. Bolin caught her gaze again, pausing for a few beats past awkward before shaking his head to snap himself out of his daze and confirming.



  “Yeah, I’ll uh, I’ll see you at dinner.” He said softly as their hands slipped apart. He had a lot to think about.


 


  As she exited the room, her phone began to buzz with an incoming call. She shook her head to clear it before bringing the phone to her ear, mind reeling from Bolin’s touch. She needed to get over him, and yet he kept naturally reeling her back in.



  “Just checking on Bo,” Korra said flatly.



  “Don’t you have his number?” Opal griped, trodding down the hallway of the estate back to the east wing, mind swimming with Bolin’s words. She was trying not to be too upset with her, but the truth about the night Bolin extended his invitation to the formal was still burning at the forefront of her mind, and it disgusted her that Korra could play things so cool in front of her.



  “Things are still pretty sore from the formal. I’m trying to give him some space.” Korra relented, slightly startled from Opal’s gruff demeanor.



  
    As they should be, 
  
  Opal thought to herself.



  “I doubt he’d like me hounding him for updates. How’s the fam?”



  “Oh, true. He’s okay, we’re getting ready to have dinner. How’s princess duties?” Korra groaned low and long as Opal made it to her room, shutting the door behind her and placing the call on speakerphone as she began to disrobe.



  “Don’t ask. And uh…Mako called last night.” She picked up her phone.



  “Oh yeah, I see you were with Tahno again,” Opal remarked flatly, noting the last check in that Korra’s Snapchat avatar had next to Tahno’s. She zoomed in as much as she could, seeing the location of a hotel, and the idea made her wince. 



  
    This bitch cannot be serious right now.
  



  “Yeah…” Korra sighed, and that was all Opal needed to hear. “Well, I gotta go. I’ll talk to you later.”



  “Okay,” she replied simply, hearing the call end. “Thanks for asking me how I am,” she grunted, tossing her phone back on the bed and turning on the bath faucet. She still wasn’t sure how she truly felt about Korra kissing Bolin, wondering if Korra knew she knew. Dinner with Kuvira and her brother would be undoubtedly awkward, but she was grateful Bolin was aware of the situation and that his presence would support her through it. Playing off her feelings to him felt a lot better than keeping them bottled up inside. She had never experienced such intense fondness for another person before, and the idea terrified her. Hopefully he would understand. 


 


  ***


 


  “You’re WHAT?” Asami practically spat out her tea as Mako pushed his food around his plate. The swanky little brunch place that Asami frequented was wasted on him, and Mako had finally dropped the bomb about leaving.



  “I applied, and this morning Professor Moon informed me of a cancellation. Family emergency or something. Since I’m an upperclassman and in the international studies major, I get priority. I leave next week.” His explanation was curt as he finally set his utensils down. 



  “But you-you can't! You can’t just up and move!” 



  “It’s just one semester, ‘Sami,” Mako sighed. 



  
  
    Maybe. 
  



  “Besides, I think it’ll be a good thing. For everyone.”



  “So you're just gonna run away. Like a coward.”



  “I guess so,” Mako replied simply, setting his fork down. They sat in painful silence for ages, Mako's eyes on the floor and Asami’s reflection in the pool of her tea, rapidly cooling off as they froze. “I guess I’m just a big fat coward.”



  “I can’t believe you’re just giving up!” Asami slammed her hands on the table. “After everything that’s happened. You’re just gonna walk away.”



  “It doesn’t matter anymore. She hates me. Bolin hates me.”



  “Mako, you know that’s not true.”



  “Isn’t it? I can’t atone for the past. Even if we were together…I’d only miss her…” he whispered, eyes far away as Asami begged him. “I called Bolin to tell him the news, and you know what he said? He told me to go. He said he doesn’t want to be around me.”



  “Mako…”



  “I don’t really blame him. Raava knows why you even talk to me after the fucked up shit I did to you.” Their eyes met, and Asami winced at his words.



  “It’s because I know that isn’t the real you. You’re just in a bad place right now, but I th-“



  “But that doesn’t mean you have to be around me, and yet you still reach out. You’re too kind for your own good, Asami. I wish I was the person you think I am.”



  “There’s no sense holding onto the past.” She insisted, reaching for his hand and ignoring his melancholy notions. Mako looked at her palm placed over his blankly. He couldn’t understand why Asami forgave him so easily.



  “This is me trying to move on. I can’t force people to forgive my actions, and I don’t blame them for being hurt. Space will be...good for everyone. I’m gonna try to work on myself. Get to the root of some things, y’know? I don’t want to keep upsetting everyone. So sure, I’m a coward. But it’s for the best.” He pulled his hand away. 



  “Not for me…” Asami whispered. 



  “Just forget about me, Asami. You’ll be fine.” The heiress shook her head in frustration. “I want to be better, but I can’t do that when all of my mistakes are constantly looking me right in the eyes. How am I supposed to move on? How are they supposed to move on if I’m still around?”



  “So that’s what we are to you? Mistakes?” She whimpered. “What if I don’t want to move on!”



  “I’ve got a lot of regrets, and I’ve made a lot of mistakes. But you were never one of them.” He replied. “I’m sorry I couldn’t give you what you deserve.” His voice trailed off, and they sat in silence again. “Can I ask you to promise me one thing?” Mako muttered quietly. 



  “Oh, so now you’re asking for favors?” Asami spat, willing her frustrated tears to stay in her eyes. How could he abandon her again after she had forgiven him? Why did people always leave?



  “Just please, take care of them. Especially Bolin...I know he can take care of himself, but I...please Asami.”



  He begged.



  Asami promised.


 


  ***


 


  Korra stood in the mirror, traditional robes draped and hair pulled back as she took in her appearance, mentally preparing for more royal duties and the subsequent banquet she was attending. She wasn’t looking forward to seeing her uncle or cousins from the north, nor the stuffy conversations of other Watertribe high society. She tried not to think about how much worse these events would become when she took over as Chief, her free spirit so incompatible with the rigid destiny that was bestowed upon her before she was even born. 



  Her mind was still swimming from Mako’s call last night, and her final decision to end things. She wasn’t looking forward to the difficult conversation that would entail when she got home. Suddenly, her phone began to buzz, and she eagerly picked it up.



  “T!” She said happily. “After the banquet, do you wanna go penguin sled-”



  “Korra. I have to tell you something,” Tahno’s voice sounded painful as her lips parted in confusion, asking him what was wrong. “I’ve been thinking a lot about what happened.”



  “...Okay…” Korra willed him to continue, his serious tone a cause for concern. 



  “I don’t think it’s a good idea for us to see each other, right now.”



  “Wha-? But I thought-.”



  “We shouldn’t have slept together again. I knew it was wrong and I did it anyway.” She could hear the frustration and anguish in his voice.



  “T, it’s okay. It’s just sex. I know it’s not the best coping mechanism, but someti-.”



  “No, it’s not fucking okay. You knew how I felt and we still did it anyways. It’s not 
  
    ‘just sex’ 
  
  and it never has been with you. It means more to me than that.”



  “I-I’m sorry! I just thought-.”



  “I just- I don’t want to be around you. I-I can’t.” He whispered. 



  “Tahno…” her voice cracked at his words, eyes widening.



  “I can forgive you, Korra.” She heard his voice break as he spoke through his tears. “But...I can’t be your friend. I gotta go.” He sobbed, hanging up immediately after. Korra stood in shock, tears streaming down her freshly made up face. She had fucked up again, just like she always did.


 

 

  







41. Make Yourself At Home


    
    
  Opal stirred in her half asleep daze, a sound at her door causing her eyes to flutter open as she turned, rubbing them as they watered from the dim light of the hallway leaking in and illuminating the darkness. The day had been long and draining, her parents coming down hard on discussions of her final semesters as her college graduation neared and uncomfortable conversations about her future droned on. Fortunately, she had managed to only see Kuvira and her brother a couple of times at a few family dinners, using Bolin as a scapegoat and narrowly avoiding discussions of wedding preparations by taking her houseguest into the city or out with the twins and Huan. The days were going by too quickly, and the end to their perfect little getaway was rapidly approaching. She didn’t want it to end, selfishly wishing she could have Bolin to herself, just a little bit longer, away from the drama and pain that waited for them back in Republic City.



  The familiar broad frame of her houseguest stood before her as a quiet voice begged for permission to enter, and she granted it in confusion.



  “Is everything alright?” Opal asked, rubbing the sleep away and sitting up in her bed, fixing the fallen strap of her nightgown. 



  “Couldn’t sleep, '' he replied simply. “Will you take a walk with me?” Opal nodded quietly in reply, throwing off her covers and slipping into a pair of sandals. “I hope I didn’t wake you,” he muttered, holding the grand doors to the courtyard open for her as they began their stroll, the distant city lights of Zaofu casting dancing light as they stepped. 



  It had become a near nightly ritual for them over the last couple of weeks, admiring the winter foliage and distant cityscape as they talked about nothing and everything. Opal felt like she already knew everything there was to know about Bolin by now, as he was an open book. She felt herself being able to open up about things she hadn’t been able to fully hash out with even her closest friends. There was something about Bolin that gave her the courage to be vulnerable.



  “It’s alright,” Opal shuddered, rubbing her shoulders as goosebumps rose. “Ahh, I should’ve grabbed a jacket.” She shook her head in dismay, the cold air ghosting around them. Wordlessly, Bolin shrugged out of the Republic City University hoodie he was wearing and handed it over to her. She took it gratefully, the material swallowing her petite frame as her companion dragged his feet. “Thank you.” She peeked over at him, he head tipped back and his curls in disarray as he now stood in a form fitting tank top and boxers. He didn’t seem to mind the night chill, and she morbidly wondered if he had grown accustomed to the unforgiving elements from his time on the street. “So...What’s bothering you?” She cut to the chase, watching as he met her gaze curiously.



  “Was it that obvious?” He grinned halfheartedly, dropping his gaze.



  “Spend a couple weeks with a guy and you get to know his tells,” Opal shrugged, nuzzling the collar of the warm cloth. It smelled just like him, and she wasn’t sure Bolin would ever get it back from her. “Don’t ever play poker with me,” she joked.



  “I’m scared to go back.” He said quietly. “I’m scared to face everything. Nothing’s been resolved. I’ve had all this time to just...
  
    think. 
  
  About everything. And what I said, y’know? And just...everything that happened.” Opal nodded, willing him to continue. The light dusting of snow that remained on the ground sparkled in the dim light, and their breath could be seen in front of them lightly as they dragged their feet. “Being here, with you...It’s been so fucking wonderful. It’s such an escape from basically my entire life, y’know? A whole new city, new culture and people. No problems… But I just-I just feel so...angry...all the time. And I don’t know how to fix it. Mako’s usually the one that…” he let himself trail off. 



  “I understand, Bolin,” Opal whispered. “You’re probably feeling guilty about the things you said. But, Mako is his own person. I think, in some ways, a bit of separation could be good for you both.” He looked at her with disapproval on his face as she continued. “All this time, you’ve only had each other to rely on. I know it might seem like you’re both only running away from the problem, but...when you told him you wanted him to leave...I don’t think it was necessarily out of just...anger…” Opal bit her lip as she watched Bolin’s expression rise and fall, tearing his gaze away from hers at her words. “I’m sorry If I’ve overstepped...I just hate to see you all torn up like this. Sure, you shouldn’t have been so cruel with your words. But I’m sure you know now that it was probably years worth of resentment and frustration building up and it just...i guess it just exploded out. And I know you know that wasn’t right, but, hell, I’m angry with Mako, too! And from all of the wonderful things you and Korra have told me about Asami, she seems like a really great person that didn’t deserve for things to play out the way they did.” Bolin remained silent, unmoving as Opal shook her head again. “And as for me...I’m still...Mako and Korra are just...drama central.” Bolin nodded, his eyes glossed over and a faraway look in his eyes as he took in the cityscape. They came to a natural halt, paused at the overlook beneath a pair of trees. “I’m glad you came, too.” She admitted, glancing to the side and unable to meet his sincere gaze. “It’s embarrassing to admit, but...you make me feel...hmm, how do I word this…” she thought carefully, and Bolin felt as his heart leapt into his throat in anticipation. Where was she going with this? “Like, the things I say matter. I feel like back in RC a lot of times I’m just screaming into the void. And even here, I talk to my parents or my brothers and no one fucking 
  
    listens. 
  
  But, you do. So, thanks, Bo.”



  “Well, I’m glad I can be that person for you,” He replied honestly. “You’re the first person that’s ever made me feel like I wasn’t the dumb helpless little brother.” He shook his head, folding his arms over his chest.



  “That can’t be true!” Opal refuted gently.



  “Hah! I wish,” he let out a humourless sharp laugh. “Mako’s the 
  
    cool guy. 
  
  The 
  
    guy with the plan. 
  
  And every goddamn time I like a girl! He-” Bolin’s voice rose as he worked himself up, and he watched as Opal’s face fell slightly at his intensity. “He gets her in the end. Ha, sorry. I bet you’re glad you nipped that so-called crush in the bud early, huh? I’m such a mess,” Bolin let out a humourless laugh as Opal shook her head sadly, ignoring his words. 



  If only he knew.



  “Me too.” She agreed. “I’m scared to go back too.” She glanced past Bolin, viewing one of the night guards that had dozed off at their post. “But more importantly,” She met his gaze again. “I’m worried about you.” She admitted. “I just...don’t want to see you get hurt anymore…” For a moment, Bolin felt his heartbeat quicken at her words, the girl stood before him who had extended every kindness for no reason other than that he was friends with her roommate. The girl who had listened to every grievance, hadn’t judged any choice or word spoken, nor action taken. Someone who listened and waited, and made him feel like more than the goofy little brother of the guy that every girl wanted. 



  “You’re worried about me?” he asked incredulously, snapping back to reality and taking in her delicate features; large round eyes, sweeping lashes and chilled brown skin as the winter wind licked them both.



  
    Opal. 
  



  Of course. It was so 
  
    obvious
  
  , he had just been too dense, as always.



  “Of course I am…” she whipped away again, the sincerity in her words undercut again in insecurity. He watched her tuck her short locks behind her ears again, the soft glow of the courtyard lights a quiet illuminating backdrop as she stood in his sweatshirt, her nightgown reaching just past her mid thigh as she shivered against the cold. He felt his breath hitch at the sight, and Bolin wondered if he had missed his chance, the realization hitting him. He had been hung up on the wrong girl.



  “I really am just the dumb little brother,” Bolin whispered, grabbing her arm and gently tugging her against him. He held her carefully, arms reaching over her shoulders and guiding her head to his chest as her eyes widened in surprise, frame frozen against his. “Thank you for worrying about me, Opal. Thank you for everything...up until now...just, thank you…” Slowly, she lifted her arms to reciprocate, gently pulling on the back of his tank top as she embraced him, his strong arms impossibly warm around her as she snuggled into his chest, her eyes fluttering closed as his head fell to hers. 



  How foolish he had been.


 


  “Could you maybe…” Bolin stared at his feet as they came up to his bedroom door. 



  “Oh, right! Sorry,” Opal chuckled, reaching for the bottom of the hoodie to lift it up over her head. 



  “No,” Bolin said with a slight laugh. “You can keep that. I was going to ask if you would...um…” his voice trailed off again as Opal dropped her arms in confusion. “Stay with me again, tonight…” Cheeks inflamed, her lips parted in a reply as Bolin continued: “I just don’t want to be alone right now. I can sleep on the floor or whatever. Just knowing you're nearby...helps me.” The woman felt her heart swell as she nodded shyly, gesturing for him to follow to her wing of the estate. It was nearing sunrise as they returned to her bedroom, and she drew her curtains closed to block out the early rays of the sun as she crashed down on her bed, the delirium from lack of sleep beginning to settle in. Bolin watched her fall into bed tiredly, suddenly feeling guilty for dragging her out of bed so late at night and whining again about his problems. Her skirt had flown up slightly, exposing her briefly as she shimmied under the covers, and Bolin blushed profusely. Opal was far too good for him, he knew that now. She was right to move on from a silly little crush so quickly, and he had probably scared her off for good by now, right? How a girl like this had even been interested in the first place was beyond him, and he was kicking himself for being too stupid to realize it before it was too late. 



  “Sorry I'm such a mess. I know you keep saying not to apologize or thank you so much, but I just can’t help it. God, I wish this didn’t have to end. I wish I could hide out here with you forever,” Bolin yawned, sinking down onto the floor. In delivery, his words were light and humorous, but in meaning much deeper and weighted. He wondered if she knew.



  “You can sleep in the bed, silly. It’s big enough for two.” Opal yawned, curling up on her preferred side and closing her eyes. She was too tired to acknowledge his words, and she didn't want to say anything she would regret the way she always did after dark, the restrictions of the day lifted and her filter broken. Bolin’s eyes widened in surprise for a moment before he climbed in beside her, though he wasn’t too surprised as he had slept beside her several times now. However, something about this instance felt different from before. As his head hit the pillow, Opal turned to face him, her eyes still closed as she breathed out deeply, her sleepy voice asking him if he was comfortable. Bolin shifted underneath the sheets, reaching out to tuck a stray strand of hair behind her ear as he watched her doze off. He watched her chest rise and fall, her thick lashes lightly fluttering as he delicately traced her jaw. Opal wasn’t sure if she had dreamed it as he whispered goodnight again, her consciousness drifting away with each passing beat. Bolin knew things would be completely different heading back to Republic City. He didn’t want to consider how things with Mako would be...if he’d even wanted to say goodbye and all that that would entail. Would he apologize? And as for Korra, he couldn’t even begin to untangle the mess of feelings he felt toward his best friend. 



  Maybe things with Opal would go back to mere acquaintances, and they’d forget all of the late night talks about their feelings and waking up in eachothers arms, and Bolin would try to forget the way she made him feel and how stupidly long it took him to realize it. 



  Maybe he would just be alone again.



  So for now, as she turned away from him in her slumber and he draped an arm around her to pull her closer to him, he prayed he hadn’t gone too far, that he could be okay with accepting things as they were once again, a future he couldn’t look forward to. 


  







42. Champagne for My Real Friends, Real Pain for My Sham Friends


    
    “It’s almost midnight,” Opal said airily, taking a seat next to her friend on the grand couch of the sitting room as the festivities continued around them. Her parents had thrown their annual New Year’s Eve bash in typical fashion -the twins the life of the party and Huan sulking in the corner nursing a glass of bubbly- not feeling particularly social since their still recent breakup. Opal had worn her favorite shift dress, taking a bit of extra time on her makeup and hair for the occasion. It was rather lively as a live band performed across the hall, servers expertly weaving through guests as they served drinks and earth nation dishes. Bolin had forgotten to pack anything dressy and borrowed a suit from Wei, though the sleeves were a bit too tight, which Opal noticed with a giggle as the guests began to arrive. Suyin had forced them all to pose for several rounds of photos, which Opal spent avoiding her soon-to-be sister-in-law and her fiance’s attempts at conversation before whisking Bolin away to get tipsy. 

Bolin’s glazed-over eyes snapped up to focus on hers, and they softened kindly as she smiled at him, brows furrowed in slight concern as she saw the far-off look in his eye. He had been impossibly distracted all evening, the end of his wonderful escape in Zaofu rapidly approaching, and Mako’s departure date coming just as fast. He still wasn’t sure what to say to him, or Korra for that matter, and he was tired of thinking about it. He had half a mind to ask the Beifong’s to let him stay forever, if given the chance. Opal seemed to be the only person that could make him forget about his troubles for more than a moment. If Mako was running away from his problems, why couldn’t he?

“Can’t believe how fast this year went by…” he mused, sitting up a bit as his companion continued sipping her drink and scanning the room. The younger brother had no interest in drinking, his champagne barely disturbed beside him as Opal tipped her glass back. Kuvira and her brother were schmoozing public officials, and she rolled her eyes, wanting to keep their interactions to a minimum as she saw Baatar Jr. attempt to make eye contact with her. His eyes beckoned her once more, pleading for some sort of reconciliation before the wedding. In Opal’s eyes, they were free to get married, but she didn’t exactly need to be thrilled about it.

“Wanna go upstairs for a bit? I wanna show you something.” She grinned, taking his hand and not waiting for a reply. She set her empty glass down on a waiter's tray, hurrying up the stairs as Bolin tripped up after her, her mother’s narrowed eyes watching them as they disappeared.

 

“I forgot to show you, one of my favorite rooms in the house.” Opal sighed happily, swinging open the large ornate French doors and stepping inside. “The Observatory.” Her arms swung upward in a presenting fashion, and Bolin gasped audibly as he entered. Ancient maps and dust clouded books covered the walls; large glass windows overlooking the courtyard where they took their nightly strolls. In the middle of the room, a large telescope positioned toward the midnight blue sky, starless from the light pollution of the cityscape. “Also doubles as my dad's office, occasionally. I used to hide up here as a kid if my brothers were being mean to me- try to find stars and planets and stuff.” She sighed, the past flashing in front of her eyes for a moment as she snapped back to the present at Bolin’s voice. “I could never really figure out how to work this thing, though,” she said, tapping the metal frame.

“Wow..It’s so cool,” Bolin breathed out softly, walking around the room and the sound of his dress shoes clicking on the tiled floor. “This view is insane. God, I wish I was rich.”

“Hey, you’re marrying Huan, remember? You’ll be a Beifong soon enough,” Opal teased, giggling behind her hand. Bolin turned to face her, the overwhelming urge to move her hand away and kiss her nearly overtaking him. He wanted to make her laugh again and again and again.

“What will the wedding colors be?” He joked, stepping towards her as she paced a finger to her chin in contemplation. 

“Hmmm, green for Huan, and red, to represent your mixed heritage of course.” Her lips moved slowly, teasingly.

“Ew, that’s so tacky!” He laughed, eyes glued to them. He wondered if she had noticed.

“Those are complementary colors!” She retorted, lightly smacking his arm in their playful demeanor. “You’re marrying an artist, you know.” 

“Speaking of marriage…” he waded into the topic carefully, the curiosity overwhelming him as it was a topic she had danced around for ages now, and one Korra respectfully declined to discuss as well. “Why are you so against Kuvira and Baatar Jr. getting married?” Opal glared at him, and Bolin immediately shot his arms up in defense as she rolled her eyes, groaning dramatically. 

“She’s just so...ugh! And she makes him so...gah!” she moaned, throwing her arms up.

“Oh, is that the reason?” Bolin forced a grin, the overwhelming thoughts of returning home clouding his brain again as he turned away from her, ripping his gaze from her mouth. For days, it was all he could think about, his only solace apart from the mess waiting for him back home. All attempts at distracting himself had only lasted in fleeting moments.

“What is it?” She asked, immediately picking up his uncomfortable demeanor. She feared she already knew the answer.

“In a couple of days, we go back to Republic City. We have so many problems waiting for us…I just wish we could hide out here a little longer…”

“Bo…” Opal walked over to him, placing a hand on his shoulder. “There’s gonna be problems wherever you are. But, we’ll figure it out together, alright? I’m here for you.”

“And what are  you  going to do? Are you still mad at Korra?” He asked, his eyes begging for answers as she dropped her arm. He knew he had struck a nerve, but the curiosity had been gnawing at him, still unsure of what he himself was planning on. “Going back to the apartment is gonna be weird isn’t it?”

“I don’t know…” she looked at the floor. “I guess I’ll just figure it out when I have to.” She placed her hand over her mouth in contemplation as she turned away from him slightly. Bolin frowned as she resolved to putting it off to the last second, disagreeing vehemently with her decision.

“You’ve been there for me, for Korra. My brother, probably. For  everybody  else. But, no ones' been there for you, all this time. Pushing things aside because you have no means to plan ahead...You keep getting fucked over, in the end.” Bolin said suddenly, grabbing her hands and forcing her to look at him, his courage finding him in his words. “These past few days with you have meant more to me than you could ever know. I feel...comfortable around you. I’d…i’d like to be the guy you can rely on. I wanna be the person you see through your eyes.” Strength coursed through him as he remembered her encouraging words from the past few days.

“Bolin…?”

“So…let me be there for you too. Okay?” Opal nodded, biting her bottom lip. Bolin caught her eye again, and the intensity of their gaze caused her to cough and rip away as she remembered why she had brought him to the Observatory in the first place, pushing aside the blissfully overwhelming feelings his words had caused to crash down on her.

“Okay, so. Ever since I was a kid, I would write my New Year's resolutions in this book thingy I’d stash away.” She attempted to shake off the heaviness of the previous interaction as Bolin prayed she couldn’t hear how hard his heart was beating. 

He really was too late.

“Then, the next New Year, I'd go back and read what I wrote and see if I achieved them! It’s fun. I thought this year, since you’re here, you could do it with me. And then next year, we can check them and see if we achieved our goals.” Bolin felt his heart swell at her childlike demeanor, as he nodded and bit his lip, the urge to tackle her in a hug regrettably suppressed as Opal scanned the shelves for the beloved book. 

He wanted to touch her.

“Let’s see what I wrote last year,” she hummed, flipping the pages to find her most recent entry. “I think it had something to do with going to the gym with Korra more. Obviously, that ended up not happening,” she giggled. “Wing keeps calling me noodle arms, haha. Let’s see, buh buh buh,” she tutted, flipping to the correct page as Bolin watched her. “This year, I’ll get Bolin to finally n-“ she froze, violently flipping the page to a clean one. “You know what? Uhhh, let’s just write our new entries, shall we? You’re the first outsider, so you should feel really spec-“

“What?? What did you just say?” Bolin gasped, easily overpowering her protests and maneuvering the book away from her. 

“N-n-no! Bolin, please don’t!” She begged, frozen in place as he flipped back to the page from last year's entry.

“This year, I’ll get Bolin to finally notice me. Then, Korra can finally confess to Mako and we can finally be the girlfriends of the “fabulous bending brothers”. Also, I’ll get arms as nice as Korra’s, and start going to the gym more often.” Bolin looked up from the book slowly, lips parted slightly as Opal’s fingertips went numb.

“If you’ll excuse me, I need to go die now,” she said, pointing her thumb behind her as she spun on her heel away from him. Bolin dropped the book on the table, grabbing her arm and spinning her back to him. 

“You liked me for a whole year?” He asked incredulously. “But I thought…” His mind was blank as he attempted to form any coherent thoughts, his brain flooded with a million different emotions. Did this mean…?

“Just leave it alone, Bo,” she yanked her arm out of his grasp, trying to walk away again.

“Opal!” Bolin called out her name frustratedly.

“Ugh!” Opal spun on her heel again, stalking back over to Bolin and throwing her hands up in frustration. Maybe it was the liquid courage, or the fact that she had just been completely exposed, but she really had nothing left to lose. She had humiliated herself so many times, and Bolin liked someone else, what was one more? 

“Fine! God! Yes, okay! I had a pathetic crush on you for a whole fucking year!” She admitted to Bolin’s widening eyes. 

“And, Korra kept pushing, and it took until like, October for me to even agree to her even  attempting to some sort of set up.” The roar of the crowd downstairs could be heard beginning the countdown to the new year as Opal’s cheeks inflamed in embarrassment. 


   10! 


“And we all know how that worked out!”


   9! 


“So I told myself I’d be fine being friends!” She heaved.


   8! 


Bolin’s jaw dropped open as she continued her rant, losing her typical composure. “Why are you so upset right now?” He asked.


   7! 


“BECAUSE!”


   6! 


 “ Then I got to know you and you got to know me,”


   5! 


“and now it’s getting harder and harder to do that! I want more than that!”


   4! 


“Do you have any idea how hard it’s been sleeping beside you and not touching you?”


   3! 


“And, don’t get me wrong, I know you like Korra, and she’s a princess and she’s bu-”


   2! 


And before she could finish her sentence, Bolin’s hands were pressed to her cheeks, his lips encapsulating hers as they melded together, heavy breaths steadying as he pulled away from her just slightly to press their foreheads together. 


   1! 


“I don’t like Korra,” he refuted.

“Bolin, I-“ Opal’s eyes fluttered open, unable to process what had just happened.


   HAPPY NEW YEAR! 


“I can’t like Korra. Not when I like Opal Beifong so fucking much,” he whispered, kissing her again. Her hands moved to tangle in his hair, and his arms wrapped around her waist in disbelief as the cheering and merriment continued downstairs. Fireworks went off outside to ring in the holiday as Bolin pulled away slowly, grinning as Opal’s eyes fluttered open to his adoring gaze. 

“Sorry I didn’t make it in time for your resolution,” Bolin whispered, hugging her tightly against him. He dropped his head into her shoulder, and she clung onto him tightly, a happiness swelling in her chest that she had forgotten the feeling of. 

“That’s alright,” she smiled at him as he lifted his head, shaking hers and holding his face softly between her hands. “You were worth the wait.”

 

——

 

Asami lifted her head and sucked in a deep breath of air, the dancing colors of the palace views calming her as she gazed upon the auroras of the southern sky. She shivered in her red ball gown as a gentle snow began to fall, the city bustling with New Year's festivities as a familiar voice called her name. She turned around and smiled, her heart skipping a couple of beats as Korra smiled at her, breathtaking in her full princess garb and radiant blue eyes lighting up her delicate features.

“I was wondering where you ran off to,” she forced a smile, and Asami knew underneath her exquisite attire and happy facade that she ached like a broken bone that was never properly reset.

“Just…taking a breather, I guess.” She sighed. So many conflicting emotions filled her, and she wondered how much of Korra and Mako’s disagreements were within her rights to meddle. She wanted to beg Korra to help her get Mako to stay, but another part of her wanted Mako to be happy, and if that meant going away for a while, then so be it. 

“Oh, by the way, where’s Tahno? I need to ask him about that moisturizer he uses for travel. My skin is sooo dry from the flight. I wasn’t taking you seriously when you said it would be cold.” Asami grinned, flipping her hair behind her shoulder. She watched as Korra’s face fell and she asked if she had said something wrong. 

“He isn’t...he’s not coming…” Korra croaked out, fists balling at her sides.

“Whattt? What happened?” Asami stepped into the doorway again, shutting the cold out behind her as Korra looked away from her shamefully. “Oh Korra...you didn’t…” she shook her head, immediately understanding what had occurred.

“It was like a goodbye thing! And then he got really upset...he told me he’s in love with me...spirits I’m such an ass.”

“Yeah, you are!” Asami spat. “You know damn well how he feels about you! How could you do that! And what about Mako?” Korra’s eyes widened for a moment before she whipped her head away, the only noise between the two women the distant music of the jazz band playing in the concert hall of the festivities of the palace. “Have you guys even spoken since your fight?” 

“He...He um...he called me,” Korra choked out, hugging herself to brace against Asami’s harsh words. “Said he wanted to fix things…”



“Really? That’s fantastic!” Asami said, reaching out to touch Korra’s shoulder. The princess whipped away from her, crying out in agony. 

“I told him he wasn’t a good person! I told him he was alone!” The heiress’s jaw unhinged in shock as tears began to stream down Korra’s face, her sanity that had been hanging on by a thread snipping apart from Asami’s scissors. 

“You know what, Korra?” She whispered, voice eerily calm as if she wanted to scream. “There’s something seriously wrong with you.” Without another word, she pushed past the princess and rejoined the party, leaving her alone with consequence once again.

 

  







43. Betrayed


    
    “Asami, wait!” 

“Wait for what. Korra!” She spun around angrily. “For you to push me away again? Disregard my feelings? Steal my boyfriend?” She spat, invading Korra’s space as the princess recoiled.

“Asami…” her voice trailed off awkwardly as the heiress’s anger only rose. 

“I don’t even fucking know Tahno and I know he doesn’t deserve to be pushed and pulled around like this! And Bolin! Spirits! Do you know how much you’ve made him cry since the formal? He’d call me in TEARS at all hours so fucking upset and miserable from how you played him. I thought he was being dramatic, or just upset at the rejection, but you  played him, Korra.” The princess avoided her gaze. “It’s no different than what Mako did to me.”

“I’m not like him!” Korra refuted furiously. “I’m nothing like him!”

“NO!” Asami screamed, her curls bouncing wildly behind her. “YOU’RE JUST LIKE HIM! I want to believe you didn’t have nefarious intentions, but after Mako explained his side… Spirits, I can’t believe either of you! You’re both wrong! You two deserve each other.” She attempted to storm away, Korra strong-arming her back to her and not letting her leave.

“You don’t get to just walk away after saying that to me! How dare you!” Korra seethed, ripping Asami’s arm closer to her before dropping it.

“You DON’T tell me what to do!” Asami shot back. “I’ve been trying so goddamn hard to be a good friend to you, to Mako. And what do I get? I get Mako leaving and I get you-”

“What do you mean Mako’s leaving?” Korra interrupted, eyes instantly widening. 

“He’s leaving.” Asami whispered shakily. “He’s doing a semester abroad in the Fire Nation. I don’t know what the hell happened for him to need to go halfway across the fucking world to get away, but I can take a pretty good guess.” Asami’s shoulders had risen tensley as her fists balled at her sides. 

“He’s...he’s leaving?” Korra whispered in disbelief. “To the Fire Nation?”

“And Bolin told him to leave, too! Spirits, I can’t believe you both. Mako  needs us right now. He really is all alone! I don’t understand why we-”

“Why the hell are you even butting in, anyway?” Korra shot back, spit flying from her mouth as Asami’s face twisted in anger again.

“Mako is one of my best friends! I don’t want him to leave! We made up! I forgave him!” Asami said desperately.

“And you just didn’t tell me?” Korra raged, mouth hanging open in shock. “You forgave the guy that left you for the girl he told you not to worry about? Why the hell do you even care anyway? Why bother staying friends with someone that did that to you?”

“Oh, you’re one to talk!” Asami turned away from her. “How can you sit on your high horse looking down and judging me. He...he can’t leave me...he-”

“It’s pathetic.” Korra said quietly. “After everything he did to you and you’re still clinging on to the past.” Asami turned toward her slowly, heart cracking at her words.

“So now I’m pathetic?” She whispered, a blank expression clouding her beautiful face as her eyes fell to the floor. 

“I mean, what are you even doing, Asami?” Korra threw her hands in the air. “Why do you concern yourself with me? Why stay in touch with  Bolin? Why cling onto Mako after everything that has happened? What the hell is your game! I’m tired of you pretending like there isn’t some ulterior motive!”

“What the hell, Korra!” She screamed. “After everything we’ve been through and now you're implying you can’t trust me! What the fuck did I ever do to you except try to be your friend!” Korra clamped her mouth shut, unable to answer her. She knew her anger was misplaced, that Asami didn’t deserve such harsh words, but her pride got the best of her as she slowly met the heiresses gaze, swallowing hard and unfurling her clenched hands to silence.

“Fuck you.” Asami replied, turning on her heel and leaving the room.

Korra didn’t stop her. 

 

---

The gleam of the carnival lights danced across the freshly fallen snow as Tahno dragged through the streets. Children laughed along the booths, couples shared cotton candy and families indulged in games as his crestfallen gaze picked up from the floor. His designer winter boots suddenly felt too heavy as he stopped in front of a game stand, the one he had intended to win a prize for Korra at before. He watched as a young man won the ongoing round, selecting a stuffed air bison toy before handing it to the boy accompanying him before they shared a kiss. 

“Hey man, you in for the next round?” The carnival worker asked. Tahno snapped out of his daze, realizing how close he was to the booth.

“Umm...sure, yeah.” He handed the attendant the participation fee, sitting down at a seat and gripping the water gun with his leather gloved hands. He let his mind wander distractedly, thoughts turning to the event he was skipping as the worker collected money from other participants. A very young girl took the seat next to him excitedly, pushing the water gun forward to adjust it to her liking.

 

The royal banquet was in full swing, and his parents had been blowing up his phone wondering where he was. He couldn’t bring himself to respond, let alone attend. He couldn’t see the princess, not after everything that had transpired the evening before.

“Alright, at the sound of the bell, the water will start spraying out! On your marks!” Tahno pitched forward, angling the water gun directly against the target as he watched the bar signaling his lead shot up. His distracted mind wandered further, a mess of emotions entangling him as he mulled over her words. Was she being supportive about Ming’s supposed confession to get him off her back, or was that simply how she actually felt? He wondered if he had any right to even feel upset after their harsh call. He had used her just as much as she had used him, hadn’t he? A distraction from the boy waiting for him back home. He still hadn’t properly worked through the implications of Ming’s words. If he really did mean what he said, then…

“We have a winner!” The worker said, pointing to Tahno. The watertribesman snapped out of his daze, the little girl sat beside him groaning and crossing her arms in defeat. “Here you go man,” the attendant said, unhooking one of the hanging air bison stuffed animals and handing it to him. Tahno thanked him, a migraine suddenly setting in as he made his way to a nearby bench to rest. He set his prize down next to him, clutching his forehead.

It felt like his chest had been split in half, mind further splintered and unable to form any coherent thoughts as he shifted his weight forward. He wondered what excuse he would feed his parents about missing such an important event, knowing full well they would be mingling with the royal family. He couldn’t shake any thoughts of Ming from his mind, the way his gray eyes flashed up to his, the curve of his lips and the feeling of his embrace. How could he go back after everything he said? What did he even want anymore?

A lone tear involuntarily slipped from his eye, and he furiously wiped it away as he attempted to hold in the oncoming ones. 

“Hi mister,” a little watertribe girl walked up to him, sitting down beside him on the bench. “My name is Kiku. Can I sit next to you?”

“Oh...yeah, sure, whatever,” he replied absentmindedly, letting his gaze unfocus again on the carnival landscape, his thoughts drifting back to the princess.

“What’s your name?” She asked politely. He realized it was the girl that was sitting next to him while they played the game.

“Tahno,” he replied flatly, not meeting her gaze.

“Why are you sad?” The little girl asked, poking his shoulder.

“Don’t you have parents, brat?” He retorted, snapping out of his daze and sniffling.

“You should be happy ‘cause you won the game. I tried three times and I didn’t win. Me and my friend really want that stuffed air bison.”

“Yeah, I was supposed to play that game with my friend, too.” His words softened. He turned to look at her, familiar round sapphire eyes, short brown hair and watertribe getup. She looked just like the girl he couldn’t get off his mind.

“Well, where did they go? Did something happen?” The child asked.

“We had a fight...spirits, why am I telling a random little kid this,” Tahno shook his head in disbelief. “I must’ve hit rock bottom.”

“My mom says that sometimes we fight with our friends, but that doesn’t mean we should stop caring,” she replied, swinging her small legs on the bench. 

“Your mom is right. I could never stop caring about her,” Tahno muttered.

“Oh, I get it. You love her,” the child smirked, a teasing tone in her voice. She covered her mouth with her mitten hands, giggling as Tahno’s expression softened. 

“You’re a precocious little brat, aren’t you?” Tahno sneered. “What do you know about love?”

“I know I love my moms! And my baby brother, and sweet buns, and hugs.”

“Okay, you know a lot about love,” Tahno admitted, a small grin curving his lips.

“ My mommy says you can always make things better with a hug.” She said, leaning over and hugging his arm. Tahno looked at her curiously, the child’s head lifting up with a large grin and a tooth missing. 

“Didn’t your moms tell you not to talk to strangers?” he said curiously as she lifted off of his arm. 

“Yeah…” she sighed in admittance. “I can’t find them. I had to go to the bathroom and when I came out they were gone.” 

“Oh spirits.” Tahno groaned. “Alright, let’s go find your parents.” He took her hand, scooping up his prize and leading her to the nearby information booth, asking the attendant to make an announcement. “Tell the man your name.”

“Okay…” the girl’s voice trailed off. The carnival worker made an announcement as Tahno shuffled his feet. A few minutes later, a frantic couple with a very new baby came rushing into the tent, tackling the little girl in desperate hugs.

“Oh spirits! Thank the spirits you’re safe, Kiku!” The taller one said, hugging her daughter tightly.

“Mom, mommy! This is my best friend Mr. Tahno. He brought me to the nice security man so that I could find you.” Tahno politely waived off their teary thankyou’s.

“No worries, I’m glad you guys found her safe and sound.”

“Don’t you ever let go of our hands again, you hear me?” The shorter parent said sternly, relief flooding her face as Kiku nodded sheepishly. 

“By Mr. Tahno!” Kiku lurched forward, hugging his legs and looking up at him. Tahno grunted awkwardly, patting the child's head as her parents smiled sympathetically at him.

“Um, here...you should take this,” he said suddenly, handing the stuffed toy down to her. Her eyes lit up in glee, excitedly accepting the gift from him and thanking him over and over.

“You’ll take care of him better than I would,” Tahno sighed, waving goodbye to the happy child and her family. 

“I won't forget you!” The little girl promised. Just then, an incoming call from a certain princess lit up his phone. He glanced down at the notification before immediately screening it, shaking his head in disbelief as he pocketed his phone again.

“Me either,” he replied.

 

---

 

“So…” Opal said quietly, making her way over to the couch that Bolin was lounging on, glasses perched on the bridge of his nose as he read a book. “We're going back tomorrow...how are you feeling?” She sank down into the seat beside him, and he set the open book down, cover facing up to keep his place before pulling her into his lap and resting his head on her chest. She cradled him gently, letting her hand sweep down the nape of his neck as he searched for the right words to properly convey the complex tangling of emotions he was feeling about going home. 

“Are you sure we can’t just hide away here for a little longer?” He whined, his eyes flashing up to hers as she looked down at him. She brushed the stray curl that always came undone from his forehead, pressing a soft kiss to it before hugging him tighter against her chest. They had spent the last few days in bliss, sneaking into each other's rooms at night and staying up talking, embracing each other the way they hadn’t before. After spending so much time with him, she felt herself becoming more comfortable than she ever had with a guy, and she was grateful to be his friend before anything. All of her past flings had been meaningless trysts in the bedroom, casual and fulfilling momentary needs. It was nothing like the sense of comfort and belonging that Bolin gave her. Although they had only kissed a few times, Opal could feel herself falling so fast it frightened her, and she wanted to kick things up a notch. 

“It’ll be okay…” she trailed off, unsure of what else she could say.

“But will you be?” Opal looked at him curiously, contemplating his words. 

“Yeahhh…” Her tone was unconvincing as Bolin tilted his head. “Still trying to figure out what the hell I’m gonna do about the Korra situation.”

“Well, you could come stay with me for a bit, if you want to,” Bolin offered. Opal’s eyebrows raised skeptically as he continued. “In Mako’s room, if you want!” He reassured frantically. “Absolutely no pressure at all. Just...if you need some more time to think things over.” She thanked him halfheartedly, contemplating the implications of such an offer. 

“I need to apologize to him for what I said before he goes...he can’t be gone that long carrying such a burden.” Bolin mumbled quietly, hugging her closer as she adjusted her legs to drape better over him.

“Heyyy lovebirds!” Wing entered the room, interrupting the intense conversation, and Bolin lifted his head as the twin addressed them both. Opal frowned, dropping her arms from Bolin’s shoulders.

“What do you want, Wing.” She groaned, her brother smiling brilliantly at her.

“Mom just wanted me to tell you we’re having your fave for dinner tonight, since you guys are leaving tomorrow.”

“And this message couldn’t be conveyed over text?” She asked, rolling her eyes. He feigned offence, checking his phone as Opal waved him off. “Damn, okay, I get it. Love you too, sis!” He called without turning, waving his hand up in the air as he made his way outside.

“Ah, anyway,” she sighed, adjusting her position so that she was straddling him. “Apology sounds good. And maybe the space will be, too. Whatever you want to do, I support you,” she grinned, kissing his cheek.

“I’m still mad at myself for taking so long,” he sighed, pulling her against him again. 

“Mako will understand, you just n-”

“I meant with us, silly,” he grinned as she lifted her head, blushing and looking away from him. She loved how honest and straightforward he had become about his feelings, grateful that the guesswork from before was slowly evaporating.

“Opal,” he said to get her attention, leaning forward to kiss her sweetly. She kissed him back in momentary surprise before melting into it, deepening the intensity of the embrace and heating up quickly to test the waters before Bolin broke away panting. “We’re in the living room,” he said anxiously, looking around for any lurking family members or servants.

“Wing’s the only one home,” she replied breathlessly, going for his neck. “We could always…” Opal rocked her hips forward, causing Bolin to gasp lightly at the friction as she whispered into his ear:  “go to mine…” She looked at him expectantly as his face twisted into a painful grimace, her lips parting in shock as he opened his mouth to speak.

“Um, so here’s the thing,” he said, lifting her off of himself easily and setting her down beside him. “I uh... I haven’t ever uh…”

“YOU’RE A VIRGIN?” Opal sputtered in disbelief. Bolin winced, nodding awkwardly as Opal fell backwards against the couch, clutching her forehead in disbelief. “Spirits...uptight Mako I could sort of understand...but you? What the hell…”

“Does it freak you out?” He squeezed his eyes shut in anticipation for her answer.

“No! It doesn’t matter to me. I’m honestly just really surprised.” She turned to face him, placing her hand on his jaw and making him face her as well. “I think it’s sweet.”

“I mean, I’ve done other stuff. I just haven’t done THE thing.” His eyes averted her gaze as she brushed his hair out of his face. 

“I can wait, if you need more ti-”

“No!” He interjected, and Opal’s eyes widened at the protest. “I mean, I do. Want to. I really really do. I just…”

“Aw, Bo. You don’t have to be nervous with me. Whatever you’re comfy with, alright?” He nodded wearily as she rubbed his arm comfortingly.

“Is it really that shocking?” He asked quietly.

“I mean, a little bit! I’ve seen how you are at parties and stuff. I just assumed…” her voice trailed off. “I mean, I’ve told you about my history…”

“It doesn’t bother me,” he replied sincerely, turning to face her and taking her hands. “I just wanted to wait for the right person. Is it alright if I think about it some more?” He asked slowly. Opal nodded, forcing a smile as Bolin breathed out a sigh of relief. This was something she definitely hadn’t seen coming.

 

  







44. Do I Wanna Know?


    
    
  Tahno arrived home a few days later, the break drawing to a close and a few awkward meals with his parents to appease them now behind him. He had been unable to focus on anything other than his roommate and the girl who’s name he could no longer speak without shaking. He had been dreading returning to the apartment after the way he and Ming had left things, and he wasn’t sure what he wanted or what he was doing at all, anymore.



  The complexity of his emotions only seemed to confuse him further as old feelings began to well up again. Did Ming really love him? He had seemed so sure, so blatant in his confession, and yet Tahno couldn’t fathom escaping the past, unable to wrap his brain around the idea that the person he had given up on seemingly so long ago finally reciprocated. 



  There was much to consider, and he didn’t want to jump into anything while he was still so raw from the events of the festival. Korra had smartly ceased contact, and Tahno had removed her from all social media and was still considering blocking her number, though at least she wouldn’t be able to see where he was on snapmaps anymore. He had finally learned his lesson. 



  As he reached the front door of the apartment, suitcase trailing behind and heart in his throat, he quickly unlocked it and stepped inside, half hoping Ming would be asleep on the couch, evening adult cartoons blaring or his roommate in the middle of an intense video game session on call with his friends around the world. Anything to delay the inevitable confrontation just a bit longer, to give him the chance to gather himself together and staple things back into place. 



  The heavy door swung closed behind him as he glanced around, no best friend in sight. However, upon further investigation, something about the apartment looked different. Tahno walked over to the living room wall where his photography prints were displayed, a few photos and posters of Ming’s noticeably missing, namely the godawful retro videogame one that Tahno despised but allowed Ming to keep up because it brought such an incandescent smile to his face. He glanced to his right, the potted plant that his roommate’s sister had given him a while back as a housewarming present not in its usual spot by the balcony doors. He moved to the kitchen, where his beloved's novelty fridge magnets and photos of them were wiped clean. 



  “What?” Tahno whispered to himself in confusion. Had Ming done some early spring cleaning in his absence? Was Tahno being away so unfathomably boring that he had resorted to tidying up the place? It was too shocking to be true.



  “Hi.” In his impairment, the Watertribesman hadn’t noticed when his housemate had opened his room door and entered the living area, hands shaking as they ran through his curls. They locked eyes as he whipped around slowly, hands balled into fists at his side as they both stood their ground.



  “Hi.” He replied simply, any other words stuck in his throat. He wished he could say something, anything. But his mind and his body stayed frozen in place. 



  “How was your trip?” Ming asked tentatively, glancing around and shifting his weight as he avoided Tahno’s icy glare.



  “Bad, thanks.”



  More silence. 



  “Where’s your stuff?” Tahno broke it. “Trying out the new minimalism trend? I never thought you’d b-“



  “It’s packed up,” Ming said quietly, exhaling as if he had just unloaded a huge secret.



  “What do you mean packed up…” Tahno felt his head getting lighter at the other man's words, unable to fully comprehend the extent of their meaning. 



  “I’m gonna bum it with my sister for a while, till I can find a place,” Ming admitted, sighing heavily and letting his gaze wander across the hardwood floor. “Not ideal, but-“



  “What? What the fuck are you talking about?” Tahno demanded angrily, stepping closer to him. Ming flinched at his ferocity as he calmly explained.



   “Tahno, don’t make this harder than it has to be, please.” Ming replied dejectedly, gray eyes fluttering closed as he attempted to plant his feet into the floor.



  “Why are you moving out? What the fuck is wrong with you?” Tahno hissed, invading Ming's personal space and feeling his rage seethe further. Retroactively, he was appalled that he had so little control over his emotions anymore, but he didn’t have the energy to care in the moment.



  “So much. There is so much wrong with me,” Ming shook his head again. “I’m just done, T. I’m done with this school, the team, everything.” He pulled away, rubbing his eyes to will away the oncoming tears. 



  “So what? So so y-you’re j-just gonna-gonna run away?” Tahno sputtered in disbelief.



  “I’m so fucking…yeah, I am, actually.” Ming spat. “Spirits-” He threw his head back, a twisted grin on his face as he stepped away from him. “I..I act like I don’t care, but it really does hurt to see how much more liked you are by everyone, T. But how could they not, when it’s you, y’know?” He paused, taking in Tahno’s confused face. “Yep. That’s right, I’m fucking jealous of you. It’s like,” he let out a humourless laugh. “Everyone hates me, bro. It’s like...
  
    I hate me.
  
  ” Tahno’s eye’s had widened impossibly further at his friend’s words as he continued. “I hate the way I act. I just drive everyone off because I’m so goddamn insecure. I’ve been trying to be better, more honest about things. I don’t know why. It’s like I can’t help it or something. And I guess I thought for so long that these feelings I had towards you were just jealousy and admiration and wanting to be more like you.” Tahno remained frozen in place as Ming ranted, showing no sign of stopping. “But it’s so much more than that. And I missed my chance, and I gotta live with that, that’s fine. But I’m not gonna stay here and act like things are okay between us when they’re not. I need to work on myself for a while.” He breathed out, choking back sobs as he angrily wiped away his tears. “And I can't do that and be near you. It hurts too much.”



  Tahno’s mouth parted slightly in shock at the confession, guilt suddenly overwhelming him that he was unaware of how his best friend had been feeling about himself, after all this time. The vile things he had said behind his back. “Part of me was hoping maybe you’d come back and change your mind, but even then it was like…what was I even expecting out of this, y’know? That we’d be together? Happily ever after or some other bullshit? But It’s cool…I know you made your choice. Saw snap maps. Looks like it worked out in your favor, dude!” Ming’ voice quivered as he attempted to be cheerful. Tears streamed down his face as he wiped his nose, clapping a hand on his friend’s shoulder, congratutory



  “Ming, that’s not-“ Tahno protested, his heart beginning to ache at the sniveling mess of a man in front of him.



  “I’m happy for you!” He said painfully, forcing a twisted smile. “I really didn’t think it was possible, but who am I kidding? You always had a knack for getting what you want. That’s what I always liked about you.” He removed his hand and turned away again, his voice lowering. “And, since I’m being honest, It hurt so bad hearing you talk about how grateful you were that you could be yourself around her.” He choked out, wiping away his tears. “I wanted to know why I couldn’t make you feel that way. Why I couldn’t be that person for you. But that’d be hypocritical, right? I haven’t been honest with you for a long time, really. And I realized then how badly I had screwed things up, back when you were in the hospital, I told her to give you a straight answer. About her feelings, y’know? I guess I was projecting, cause I couldn’t be honest with myself -or you- about mine. But a fucked up part of me was hoping she’d say no to you. That i'd have another shot if I could just get you to wait a little bit longer. Man up and shit. Isn’t that horrible of me? I couldn’t just let you be happy…” Ming paused to exhale shakily, and Tahno was so at a loss for words he didn’t even attempt to interrupt as Ming continued. “Even after I was the one that had screwed things up before. I was so selfish. When you said you were jealous, that you wanted her to be that distraught over you when she was tweakin’ over Mako…to feel that strongly about you…well that’s how I felt. I just didn’t know how to put it into words. That’s why I couldn’t accept your feelings before. I fucking hate myself, bro. I really, really do. I thought that if I could love you the way you needed to be loved, maybe I could have a second chance and you could...spirits, it sounds so juvenile, doesn’t it? I thought that maybe if someone as wonderful as 
  
    Tahno 
  
  saw something in me, then I’d be able to deserve it by spending my time making myself…I dunno, worthy of that love.” He threw his head back again, whining through his tears. “Spirits, I sound like a fuckin’ chick, bro! I just thought that somehow loving you could make me love me. I just…’cause, you deserve so much, T. The best. I’m sorry I caused you so much pain. I really, really am. Cause, I really do love you. Always have. And, I’m sorry I was so scared to say it. And I’m sorry for being selfish before. I just want you to be happy, even if it's with someone... that isn’t... me.” He grinned lightly through his misty eyes, a faraway gaze cast over them. “But honestly, I don’t think anyone deserves you at this point so…” He turned back to meet the other man’s gaze. “So…just tell me you’re happy, and I can leave you alone.” Ming finished his babbling, sniffing loudly and wiping his eyes as Tahno’s hair covered his own while he looked at the floor, fists clenched. He had heard enough.



  “I don’t want that,” he whispered, so faintly that Ming was sure he was mistaken. “I never wanted that. I was always so pathetic, hanging around you despite the soul-crushing rejection. You think I don’t know what it’s like to not belong? To hate every part of yourself and wish you could take it all back?”



  “T…”



  “You’re a fucking coward, Ming. And a liar. And a selfish asshole.” Ming stepped forward, breaking the touch barrier again and wiping a stray tear on Tahno’s face.



  “Yes I am,” he agreed, Tahno turning away from his touch. It broke his heart further.



  “You thought that staying quiet and keeping your head down was the answer, when all I needed was for you to 
  
    need me back
  
  . Why couldn’t you just be honest with me?” Tahno’s voice cracked, stepping forward and grabbing Ming's face with his hands. “Why don’t you trust me?” Ming slowly looked at him, placing his hands over Tahno’s and gripping them as fresh tears spilled down his cheeks.



  “I was scared! You know what it’s like, don’t you? I guess I also thought you’d get tired of me quickly…our whole friendship, I’ve been worried one day you’ll just walk out that door and never come back. I guess I just didn’t want to lose you.” Tahno bit his lip, eyes boring into his best friends as he lowered his voice in sincerity. “It was better to stay silent than risk it.”



  “Ming. You are not EVER going to lose me. I’m sorry for everything from before. I’ve been struggling so much. It wasn’t fair to take it out on you…but, please don’t go. I shouldn’t have gone to the stupid festival. I shouldn’t have run away. I’m a coward, too,” Tahno sighed, wrapping his arms around Ming’s head and holding him close. Ming reciprocated slowly, shaking hands clutching Tahno’s back as he attempted to control his sobs, 



  “I love you too, dummy.” Tahno whispered, stroking his hair. Ming’s eyes widened as his best friend whispered in his ear. There was still so much to consider, but before anything else Tahno needed to make sure his best friend was okay, that he was by his side regardless. 



  “You do?” He sobbed into the bend of his elbow as Tahno sighed deeply, exhausted by so many life-changing events. He was so distraught, so broken down that he couldn’t even fully process or enjoy something so beautiful as falling in love with your best friend and having those feelings reciprocated. There was a bizarre moment of clarity in which he found it gloomily ironic that he could understand that within the moment it occurred.



  “I always have.” Slowly, Ming lifted his head from the embrace, eyes relaxed as more tears flowed. “So stay.” Tahno reached out to wipe them away, but before he could, Ming met him halfway. It was slimy and snotty and shaky but Tahno kissed him back gently, holding him as close as possible before the other man broke away, hugging him again without making eye contact. It was too intense, too emotional, but he replied, lips brushing against Tahno’s shirt as he mumbled a reply.



  “Okay,” Ming whispered. “I’ll stay.” 


 


  ---


 


  “Babe, are you hungry? Want me to whip us up something for dinner?” Opal asked sweetly, dropping her bag in the living room. They had just returned from their blissful getaway, the promise of the new semester right at the end of the weekend as her boyfriend easily scooped her bag up with his free hand and rolled it into his room. There were packed boxes everywhere, labeled with Mako’s messy scrawl as Bolin reentered the living room. 



  “Mmm, I doubt we have anything good. Do you want me to just pick something up for us?” He asked, kissing her cheek. Though Opal wouldn’t admit it, she secretly loved how affectionate Bolin was, always cuddling her and kissing and hugging her any chance he got. She hadn’t realized how badly she had needed that until it was a constant. 



  “Oh, no, no, I’ll go get it. I need to get a few things at the store anyway if I’m staying here for a bit.” Opal bit her lip, that prolonged, intense eye contact they’d been having ever since she’d discovered Bolin’s sexual experience-or lack thereof. It was a palpable tension, how badly they so obviously wanted each other, but she wanted to be respectful of his boundaries so she was simply waiting for the 
  
    ok, go. 
  
  She finally ripped away, asking him what he wanted, and he had no preference so she grabbed her keys and was on her way with a kiss goodbye. 



  Sometime later, Bolin was putting some of his things from his trip away, his mind swimming as he tossed some dirty laundry into the proper bag. He let his eyes wander a bit before settling on a framed photo he had with his brother and his best friend, the two people he loved most in the world, and also the two people he had never been more devastated by. He had no idea what to think or feel toward either of them, but he did know how hurt he was, and to him, that was all that mattered. 



  It was a mess of emotions; betrayal, anger, contempt, sadness, the biggest ache in the gigantic Mako and Korra-shaped holes left behind, respectively. And then there was the matter of Opal, who he had fallen for so absurdly quickly that he was frightened. He worried about hurting her, making her feel bad in any way from his own shortcomings. He didn’t want to disappoint her. The sound of the front door opening snapped him from his thoughts as he moved into the living room. 



  “Hey babe, that was fa-” his voice cut off when he realized who it was. “Oh, it’s you,” he muttered, dropping his gaze.



  “...Hey, Bo,” Mako’s voice ghosted out in a breathy whisper. They both stood there, afraid to break the silence as Bolin refused to look at him, reminiscent of their childhood spats.



  “When do you leave?” He asked the older brother suddenly.



  “Tomorrow.” 



  “And how long will you be gone?”



  “Not sure yet,” Mako whispered.



  “So that’s it, then. You’re just gonna run away, like you always do,” Bolin spat.



  “That’s not-”



  “Heyyy, babe. They were out of-” Opal swung open the door, practically jumping out of her skin at the sight of her partner’s older brother. “Oh! Hey, Mako.”



  “Opal? What are you doing here? Is Korr-”



  “She’s my girlfriend, and she’s allowed to come over whenever she wants,” Bolin seethed.



  “Um…” Opal’s eyes darted between the brothers, Mako’s look of disbelief and Bolin’s daggers. “Well, okay, um...I’m just gonna…” she awkwardly pointed her thumb towards Bolin’s room, dropping the dinner she had procured onto the coffee table. “Yeah…” 



  They remained in silence until she had closed the door before speaking again.



  “You and Opal? When did that happen?” Mako asked in disbelief.



  “Over the break,” his little brother said shortly. 



  “Oh...I’m…” the elder brother breathed out shakily. “I’m really happy...for you…”



  “Are you going to talk to Korra before you go?” Bolin asked.



  “I haven’t exactly...told her that I’m leaving, yet…” Mako rubbed his eyes exasperatedly.



  “That’s fucked.”



  “I just...I don’t know what else there is to say.” He squeezed his eyes shut.



  “Whatever,” Bolin grunted, grabbing the bag of food Opal had brought and slamming his bedroom door shut behind him. Opal jolted at the loud noise, looking up at Bolin from where she was laying on the bed in shock.



  “Bo…” She whispered his name sympathetically, flipping to her back and opening her arms wide for him. He set the food on the bedside table and collapsed into her, finding solace in her skin as he pressed his head into her chest. “Do you wanna talk about it?” she stroked his hair gently. 



  “No,” he mumbled against her. “I wanna watch 
  
    Love Airtemple Island 
  
  and eat dinner and keep my head on your titties.” Opal rolled her eyes, dropping her head on top of his and placing a soft kiss into his hair.



  “They are simply there for you as a pillow,” she sighed, stroking down his head again, wondering how she could help him get through this.



  Mako was leaving, she still didn’t know how she would face Korra, her family sucked, and her boyfriend wouldn’t fuck her.
  
    


  
  
    My life is soooo great! 
  
  She thought to herself.
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