
Deadly Dance. by kuvirasupremacistBA



Category: Avatar: Legend of Korra


Genre: Alternate Universe - Ballet, Alternate Universe - High School, Angst, Angst and Hurt/Comfort, Angst with a Happy Ending, Emotional Hurt/Comfort, Enemies to Friends to Lovers, Enemies to Lovers, F/F, Fights, First Kiss, Hurt/Comfort, Kuvira is trying to be better, Minor Character Death, Outrageous amount of flirting, She was adopted into the family, Slow Burn, Trauma, if not only for Korra but herself too, just realized i should've clarified kuvira is NOT related to the beifongs by blood, kinda bc they kinda do a speed run of the whole thing, spy AU


Language: English


Characters: Asami Sato, Baatar Jr. (Avatar), Bolin (Avatar), Guan (Avatar), Huan (Avatar), Ikki (Avatar), Jinora (Avatar), Korra (Avatar), Kuvira (Avatar), Mako (Avatar), Meelo (Avatar), Pema (Avatar), Prince Wu (Avatar), Tenzin (Avatar), Unalaq (Avatar), Wei (Avatar), Wing (Avatar), Zhu Li Moon


Relationships: Korra/Kuvira (Avatar), past Korra/Asami Sato - Relationship


Status: In-Progress


Published: 2021-04-15


Updated: 2021-11-26


Packaged: 2026-10-27 20:46:24


Rating: Mature


Warnings: Graphic Depictions Of Violence


Chapters: 9


Words: 55,712


Publisher: archiveofourown.org


Summary: 
            “When the fuck did you get a knife?!” Korra exclaimed, metallic scent of the small weapon still in her nose as Kuvira pulled away from the attack.
“Why the fuck don’t you have one, Water Tribe?” Kuvira mocked.
 
The dance department’s production of ‘The Avatar’ brought much more trouble to its two main stars than it was worth. A theatrical onstage rivalry quickly turned into a violent offstage rivalry as both Korra Kuruk, playing the role of Avatar, and Kuvira Beifong, playing the role of The Great Uniter, realized they had much more bad blood between them than it originally seemed. Korra had been sent by her agency two years ago to arrest the ever ominous “Metal Bender” for crimes against innocents and intentions to use a weapon of mass destruction. Never would she have thought that such a deadly criminal would be the person she’d least expected—she also never thought that down the line she’d be saving that same person’s life in order to take down a greater foe.

          







1. Attention.

Author's Note:
      hello! This is my first fic on this account! I hope you like it and feel free to tell me what you think either on here or on my tumblr: deadlydancekorviraff! I’ll update whether I can but no promises on swiftness. https://deadlydancekorviraff.tumblr.com/

    


    
    Kuvira shut her eyes, inhaling deeply through her nose until her breath filled every single inch of her lungs. Once she couldn’t take in anymore oxygen, she held the breath there for a moment, centering herself and refocusing her mind, before slowly releasing it as her eyes shot open with a new determination. The breathing calmed any nerves that might have been lingering in her body, which was definitely necessary as she could feel the weight of the whole room’s eyes on her, the class on the edge of their seats as they watched her prepare for the final part of the combination. She smirked, a wicked, sly thing, that would have easily given away more than she wanted to if any of her peers were actually that observant. But they were all far to enthralled with her movement to even notice, , as to be expected—their eyes widening as she extended her arms and raised her head, ready.

A beat, and she was off, turning and waltzing like she was floating through the air, higher and higher as the music rose in volume. She could feel the sweat running down the sides if her face and neck, which caused her skin to itch but she couldn’t care less as she was electric right now, practically on fire as she moved through the steps without a hitch. Her face never broke from the innocent and vulnerable look of the character she was playing, her limbs were long and free as passion was seeping from every pore and her technique never faltered, even as the combination came to a close and tiredness began to creep up on her. She ended the fouetté sequence flawlessly, of course, her face refusing to give away how uncomfortable her pointe shoes had become as the pain was an afterthought to the captivating performance she was seconds away from nailing.

With one last turn, she slid into her ending position, chest slowly rising and falling as the music faded away to silence, the room momentarily going stagnant, only to be filled with the hearty shouts of joy and claps of amusement seconds later. 

“Absolutely fantastic as always, Kuvira. Everyone, please give her another round of applause!” The instructor, Mrs. Suzuki, said enthusiastically, her smile wide as she praised her best student.



Kuvira smiled softly and bowed politely to her classmates, their praise only being cut short when the third period bell rang out, meaning they had accidentally spent their five minute time period allocated for changing back into their other clothes, watching Kuvira complete the combination.

“Oh, spirits, that’s the bell! Sorry I kept you, everyone! Hurry up and go change, those of you headed to lunch should be fine but I’ll write slips for anyone who is going to a class period. Hurry, hurry! Oh, and great work today!” Mrs. Suzuki called out, ushering some of her students out of the room as others scrambled to grab their things.

Kuvira quickly dropped to the floor, hastily taking off her pointe shoes before standing and jogging over to the mirror to retrieve her dance bag. She gave herself a quick once over, brow furrowing slightly at the loose hairs that had fallen out of her bun and stuck to her sweaty forehead, then she shoved her shoes into her bag while she walked to the dressing room to change. Hoping to save some time, she ripped off her constricting tights and deciding to forgo putting on a bra in favor of just pulling her shirt over her leotard instead. Once finished straightening out her skirt and turtle neck, she haphazardly slid her feet into her sneakers and rushed out of the door, excusing herself as she shoved passed some of her peers.

Luckily for her, the lunch room was only a couple doors down, unluckily for her however, she hadn’t packed a lunch that day and had no choice but to wait in the line, known by most to take up nearly half of their lunch period alone. She weaved her way through the crowd of students in the hallway and continued to give out a few more half-hearted apologies, not that they knew that of course.

When she finally made it to the lunch room, she smiled as she caught sight of her adoptive family sitting at the same table they always did.

 Consistency. Oh how she loved it.

You see, being at this school could genuinely be classified as her most aggravating responsibility she’ has, so the fact she had actually ended up tolerating the people she lived with, even when they were so stupidly oblivious of her true identity. Despite that, however, they usually still cared enough to talk to her, which was definitely a win in her book.


  ”Nice job today, Kuvira!”



  “You totally owned that combo! I wish I could dance like that!”



  “You should be proud of yourself...” 


The praises weren’t new to her, so she simply offered a kind smile and a couple ‘thank you’s’ while she made her way to the table.

“Well, if it isn’t the swan princess herself.” Wing teased as she sat down.

“Ha, ha, very funny. I seem to recall telling you not to call me that when we’re not in practice, especially because we aren’t even doing that ballet this year.” Kuvira replied light heartedly, stopping herself from rolling her eyes at the remark while she pulled a makeup compact out of her dance bag.

“My apologies, Great Uniter.” He said with a dramatic bow and smirk.

The Avatar ballet had been widely requested by everyone in the dance department since most of the students had literally grown up hearing the folktale from their parents and elders, or had actually been privileged enough to see the ballet performed when they were younger. It was safe to say that Kuvira was beyond ecstatic when she was selected to play the Avatar’s ultimate rival, The Great Uniter.

“How was class?” Baatar asked shyly, barely making eye contact with her as he did so.

“It was fine, my feet are killing me and I’m positive my shoes are dead, but ballet is my second favorite dance class so I don’t mind.” She replied sweetly, but mostly absentmindedly as focused on not messing up the eyeliner she was applying.

“I’ll never understand how you can do that so flawlessly, are you just perfect at everything or something?” Wei asked, watching her in awe as he bit into one of his spring rolls.

“I wouldn’t say “perfect”, just skilled.” She lied, adding a sharp tail to the liner. She was playing a character right now and, sadly, acting cocky wasn’t really in the script.

“I just don’t get how she got here so fast!” Korra panted, placing her backpack on the floor as she sat down and slumped, head down on the table. She had once again gotten lost in the sea of people all trying to get to lunch on time simultaneously from dance class and literally had to run to avoid the hall monitor.

“Maybe you’re slower than you thought.” Mako joked, offering her part of his sandwich like he always did. He loved Korra to death but that girl was so frantic she forgot her lunch at least three times a week.

“Must you insult me after I almost got trampled to death in the hallway? I’m hurting!” She pouted, taking her half of the sandwich from him and eating most of it in one go. 

“Maybe if you actually started telling Mrs. Suzuki when you have five minutes left of class you’d be here on time.” Asami smirked, eyes glued to her chemistry homework, homework that wasn’t even due that week but would be done by the end of the day because Asami was nothing if not an overachiever, through and through.

“I would have but she was too busy watching Kuvira prance around the room like a gazelle.” Korra said with her mouth full, unable to stop her eyes from rolling as she thought of the other dancer flawlessly completing that day’s combination.

“I’ll never understand why she gets under your skin so bad, Kor, she’s been nothing but an angel since we met her. And, honestly, I don’t even think she’d hurt a fly if she had the chance. Besides, you guys are rivals in the ballet, not real life.” Bolin said, blowing cool air on his noodles before slurping them up.

“And I don’t see why you don’t! I mean, just look at her, constantly having to be the center of attention every chance she gets.” Korra answered, gesturing to the girl a couple tables down as she continued to apply her makeup, a small hand-held mirror in one hand and a dark red lipgloss in the other. 

“Are you gonna leave your hair like that the whole day?” Huan grimaced, looking at Kuvira expectantly as she finished applying her gloss.

“Right, I didnt even notice. Thanks, Huan.” She acknowledged, placing the mirror and gloss back into her bag so she could dig through it for a hair brush. She constantly forgot to let her hair down and Huan, being the guy who was absolutely incapable of staying out of other people’s fashion choices, never let her forget. She still remembers how she had to force a smile and act like she didn’t want to punch him in the throat that one time he said she looked like a private school snob when her hair was up. 

He was right of course, but it still hurt.

Kuvira retrieved the brush she was looking for and set it down on the table while she started removing the bobby pins from her bun. She made quick work of it, of course, the action being second nature now that she’d been dancing nearly thirteen years, smiling a bit to herself as she got the last one out. Her favorite part was next, letting her hair down as she felt everyone watch.

Technically she wasn’t supposed to do anything that would make her come off as arrogant or self absorbed, but she was, sue her.

Kuvira gracefully shook her head as the hair began to unravel, her long, dark waves cascading down her back, almost reaching her rear. Honestly, she needed a trim, had been for weeks now, and she’d have to remind her boss to make time in her schedule to get one.

Kuvira picked up the brush once again and ran it through her slightly sweaty hair, just enough to make it look neat but not enough to brush out all the waves it had accumulated. She could feel several pairs of eyes on her, both male and female, as she brushed through her locks. Kuvira wasn’t oblivious, never has been and never would be, and that was something she absolutely prided herself on. Despite how she acted as her given role, she knew she was much above average in looks and the eyes of those around her always found their way to her somehow. She liked, no, loved, the eyes on her—craved them even, since she was well aware her looks gave her a more deadly edge. Her eyes opened and a slight smirk spread across her lips as she caught Baatar looking at her. 

Truthfully, she liked when she caught him watching her the most, because she and him both knew he’d never have a chance with her, no matter how much he wanted one.

“Looks like the line is shorter now, I’m gonna go grab something to eat.” She said sweetly, quickly whipping her head around to eye how many people were still waiting in the line. She was fast enough to identify ten sets of eyes on her before they guiltily turned away. Her smirk grew. That was five more sets than last time, and yes, she’d been keeping count. She stood up and flipped her hair, strutting to the lunch line with a pep in her step.

“Ok, but it’s not her fault that she’s gorgeous, Korra, that’s hardly a reason to hate her.” Bolin said, back at their own table, pulling Korra out of her daze as she watched the other girl get into the lunch line.

“I never said I hated her, she just... bugs me...and I can’t figure it out.” Korra replied, crossing her arms as her jaw tensed up. Ever since the first day Kuvira had introduced herself to Korra in their dance class, something about her seemed too good to be true, leaving a nasty aftertaste in Korra’s mouth whenever they had to directly interact with each other.

“If I didn’t know any better, I’d say someone has a bit of a crush.” Asami said, finally looking up from her (now completed) homework to quirk her brow at the girl next to her.

“Wha-no. No! I do not have a crush on little miss perfect, sprits!” Korra scoffed at the accusatory tone.

“Whatever you say, but you really should just ask her to the formal in two months, get all that longing and tension stuff out the way.” Mako said before taking a sip from his water bottle.

“I will do no such thing because I don’t like her like that. Tui and La, you guys are impossible!” Korra testified, abruptly standing from her seat and stomping over to the lunch line—because she was hungry and Mako’s sandwich wasn’t gonna cut it! Not so she could stand next to Kuvira. She had more dignity than that thank you very much.

“Hey, Kuvira! How are you today, dear?” Ms. Li, one of the lunch ladies inquired.

“I am great, Yan Yu, thank you for asking. How about yourself?” Kuvira replied politely. That was one thing her boss could never shake from her, her manners for people less fortunate than she was. She had spent a lot of time talking to the school staff when she first got this assignment, she would tell her boss it was so she could find her target quicker but that was all a lie. To most, she might be considered to be on the wrong side of history, even if she thought that was nonsense, but that didn’t mean she was soulless or heartless. She only wanted the best for these people, even if she had to obtain that by less than conventional means, so why would she be cold if she didn’t have to be?

“Well, I could be better, these kids really don’t know how to say a simple please and thank you these days.” The woman trailed off, a sad smile gracing her face which made Kuvira frown. “It, um, it gets to you sometimes, you know? But, hey, I guess it could always be worse—Oh! Before I forget, me and a couple of the other lunch ladies decorated this for you, since you are such a bright spirit around here.” Ms. Li said, reaching over to grab a chocolate cupcake from the counter behind her so she could hand it to Kuvira.

“Oh, please, you didn’t have to do that for me. It looks delicious, thank you.” Kuvira said, accepting the sweet treat and placing it on her tray with the rest of her food. 

“Of course! Anything for my favorite student. Take it as a congratulations on getting the part of The Great Uniter, I look forward to seeing you shine!” Ms. Li smiled.

Kuvira returned the kind grin as she punched in her lunch number and swiped her school card. She appreciated the praise and she knew she deserved it, but too much of it from those she actually gave the time of day could make her uncomfortable. Because while she wasn’t ashamed of being arrogant, she too wasn’t absolved from the feelings of guilt. She said one more ‘thank you’ to Ms. Li and moved to head back to her table.

As she was walking however, she almost ran directly into someone who was clearly not watching where they were going. Now, If she had been anyone else, her tray would’ve went flying, along with the items on it, and there would have been a huge mess, no doubt, but she wasn’t anyone else. She was Kuvira Beifong, member of the prestigious Metal Clan, a branch of the most highly trained spy organization in the world, and she’d be damned before she’d let her special congratulatory cupcake get squashed. She effortlessly spun around the person, gracefully hoping one of the railings separating the lunch line from the tables on the other side to catch her airborne tray, moving agilely enough for every single item purchased to return to their rightful places. Well, all except her juice box, which was still soaring through the air and mere seconds away from landing on the ground behind her. She whipped her head back around and made a move to catch it but instead saw her onstage rival, The Avatar, played by Korra Kuruk, hopping the same railing to catch the juice box before it hit the ground, her own lunch items also fully unharmed on her own tray, despite its vigorous movement.

“I am so sorry about that! Here, wouldn’t want you to lose this.” Korra said apologetically as she held out the juice box to a wide eyed Kuvira.

As soon as they made eye contact, Korra seemed to have finally picked up on what had actually just happened, her own eyes going as wide as Kuvira’s as the other snatched the juice box from Korra’s hand.

Before either of them could say anything, acknowledging that pieces of their joint puzzle had finally begun to fall into place after all these years, the fire alarm went off, blaring so loudly it caused several people to flinch in their seats—excluding Korra and Kuvira of course, as they’d been trained better than to get startled by a sudden noise.

“Ok, ok, everyone please grab your phones, and I mean only your phones, in the event this is not a drill, and exit the building! Come on, single file this way, no running. Let’s go!” One of the lunch monitors said, ushering kids and lunch ladies out of the back entrance so they could head to the field and line up.

Both girls locked eyes with each other, an unspoken bubbling disdain for the other lingering between them, before going their separate ways back to their respective tables. Kuvira pulled her phone from her bag and followed Baatar out of the lunch room, not even bothering to spare Korra a glance, despite them both knowing she wanted to. She was so angry that her head felt like it was spinning and she momentarily thought it might fly off. Kuvira was furious, she was appalled, and she was slightly disoriented. But above all else, Kuvira was elated, because her target had finally showed herself. 

While no one questioned Kuvira about the situation, having stopped paying attention to her once she got up from the table, Korra wasn’t as lucky, as she returned to a table full of wide eyes and slacked jaws, her friends having watched the whole ordeal intently after Korra bailed at the mention of a possible crush.

“That was like some ninja shit, Korra! Wh-How…?-When! When did you even learn how to do stuff like that?” Wu asked, most likely having just coming off of his hall monitor shift to eat lunch with them moments before the alarm sounded.

“Movies. Come on, we need to get outside.” She said coldly, voice dropping an octave as her anger made her ears heat up and made her hands ball up into fists. Nobody asked more questions after that because, well, despite whether or not they actually even knew what else to ask, Korra was already stomping away.

One thing’s for sure, Korra now had more reason than ever to feel off about Kuvira. 


   Because Kuvira was undoubtably the Metal Clan Protegé that Korra was tasked with detaining, questioning, and arresting for crimes against innocents, murder, and intentions to use a weapon of mass destruction to carry out world-threatening plans of severe violence. And after years of searching for her, it turned out she had always been hiding right under Korra’s nose the entire time.


  



2. Temper.

Summary for the Chapter:
            The students are all ushered outside because of the drill and Kuvira and Korra finally confront each other after a huge realization from both parties.

          


    
    Korra was livid. Little miss perfect was turning out to be much more of a problem than she thought. 

Korra narrowed her eyes, making eye contact with the older girl on the other side of the field. Kuvira held the eye contact with Korra, raising a brow with a slimy smirk as a way to initiate a starring contest, one that she seemed determined to win. 

Korra didn’t even want to accept this mission but Tenzin insisted she be the one to take it because she needed a “challenge” and the other kids at the Air Temple agency weren’t old enough to. When her bosses had first filled her in on what she was facing she had scoffed, told them she could take out the target in a simple week. 

That was two years ago.

No matter how hard she had tried and far she had dug, she hadn’t been able to figure out who the Metal Clan Protegé was. The protegé had never been spotted and was only ever looked at as a serious suspect after the case for the crime had become cold, no good evidence still around to connect her to it. Korra had done some asking around and found out that even adult agents were afraid of “The Metal Bender”, as they would call her. She was a master at disguise, combat, deception, was a specialist in metal weapons, and had a one hundred percent success rate for her missions. She was even rumored to have made her first kill at merely age fifteen, something Korra hadn’t even done yet. As time went on and the months turned into years, Korra realized that the protegé was much better than anyone thought. That hypothesis was now proven since Kuvira was the person Korra has suspected the least. If Kuvira hadn’t caught everything on that tray with such speed and precision, Korra honestly would’ve still been in the dark. But Kuvira had caught the tray as if she wasn’t even scared it was going to make a mess, she caught it like she intimidated it and was putting it in its place. And Korra had been studying this girl for two and half years, she would’ve been a fool to not pick up on that. 

Neither of the girls moved, contest now hitting the three minute mark. Korra could’ve gone longer but Kuvira’s smirk turned into a full shit-eating grin as she threw a wink at Korra, chuckling as Korra took a step backwards, losing the contest.

“Ow! Korra These are my fancy boots.” Wu called, dusting off the shoe that Korra had accidentally stepped on.

“Huh? Oh sorry, Wu, I should’ve been paying more attention...” Korra said, genuinely sorry she had hurt her friend.

“Mako, you’re my boyfriend, fight her in the name of my boots.” Wu said as he snuggled into Mako’s shoulder with a pout.

“I am not gonna fight the fucking avatar, are you crazy? I’d do anything for you but I’ve seen Korra pick up a wooden table, with one hand. You’re on your own, babe.” Mako said, pressing a kiss to Wu’s temple as an apology.

Wu was about to interject when he heard a snicker.

“Boyfriend? Babe? I didn’t know you were fruity, Mako...don’t they have camps where you can get that fixed?” Some jerk from the wrestling team chuckled with venom in his words.

“The fuck did you-“

“Do you wanna fucking go?!” Korra yelled, completely cutting Mako off. She was practically seeing red at this point, any attempt to get her to calm down would’ve been useless. She had already found her arch nemeses now she had to deal with a homophobic dick head in the same day? What’s next, she has to save Asami from a bear?!

“Maybe I do, sweetheart, do you really think I’m scared to hit a girl? All’s fair in love and war.” The guy said, lunging at Korra with his fist already flying towards her face.

Big. BIG. Mistake.

Korra easily dogged it, sliding right under the kid’s legs, kicking up dust to disorient him. She remembers when she first used that move on Tenzin, he was floored.

“Afraid you’ll have to actually hit me first,” Korra practically growled with a cocky smirk as she spun around and kicked the guy right in the face, knocking him to ground. She wasn’t done however, she had a point to prove, so she kicked him in his goods and kneed him in the face when he lurched upwards in pain. He flew back to the ground again with a loud groan as his head hit the dirt. Korra leaned over him and grabbed his hair in her fist, causing him to curl in on himself out of fear of being hit again.

“Sweetheart.” She spat, releasing her grip with a death stare as she walked right over him and stormed off, ignoring the calls of her friends and the lunch monitor for her to come back.

She was far too angry to even notice Kuvira watching her with a smile as she left.

“Spirits! Why do I keep losing my temper like that?! Tenzin is gonna kill me when I get suspended.... again!” Korra groaned angrily as she shoved open the door to the empty first level bathroom, one anyone hardly used since they were meant to stay clean for performance nights. She sighed as she looked into the mirror, fixing the hair that had fallen out of her bun. She turned on the sink and began to wash the loose dirt off of her hands. She rolled her eyes when she heard a knock at the door.

“Not now Asami! I need to be alone for a sec.” Korra said as the door opened and closed.

“You really didn’t have t-“ Korra froze as she turned around. She was not looking at Asami.

“Not who you thought it’d be, Water tribe?” Kuvira asked, leaning against the door with a playful smirk on her face.

“You-“ Korra lunged, fist already pulled into a tight fist as she did so.

“Ah-“ Kuvira said, holding out a hand to stop Korra from moving. She made contact with the girl’s chest, lightly adding pressure with the tips of her fingers just in case Korra decided to move anyway.

“Maybe we should lock this before we have any unwanted visitors walking in on our little make out sesh, hm?” The older girl said, voice sounding like honey as she reached behind her and turned the lock, thin smirk covering her face. Kuvira removed her hand from Korra’s chest and slowly cracked her knuckles one by one before winking at Korra again, point to provoke the blue eyed girl made clear.

Like a switch had flipped in Korra, she swung right for Kuvira’s face, huffing when the green eyed girl easily dogged the strike. Korra tried again, making a sharp jab in the direction of the older girl’s neck only to be met with nothing but the air as Kuvira easily spun out of the way, long hair brushing against Korra’s arm which caused hills to spread Korra’s skin.

“You’re fighting me without purpose, Water Tribe. They had told me you’d be hot headed and easily distracted but I think they vastly underestimated your lack of talent.” Kuvira chuckled coldly. Her tone was mean and so were her eyes, she was currently playing with Korra like she was prey, only making the Air Temple agent even angrier.

“Go to hell!” Korra roared, glade so intense it made her head hurt.

“Been there, they said they weren’t looking for a queen at the moment.” Kuvira laughed, finally making her first real move at Korra—a slice at Korra’s throat. 

“When the fuck did you get a knife?!” Korra exclaimed, metallic scent of the small weapon still in her nose as Kuvira pulled away from the attack.

“Why the fuck don’t you have one, Water Tribe?” Kuvira mocked.

They continued their fight, this aggravated dance that was no where near as deadly as it could’ve been—should have been, probably. They were monitoring each other, taking notes of their fighting strategies up close and personal. Korra made sure to pay attention to what areas of Kuvira’s body she actually cared about protecting outside of the typical neck, eyes, and stomach. Tenzin would always tell her that paying attention to the way an opponent reacted to a certain body part being threatened gave away their weaknesses the quickest. 

”The body can hold a large majority of our trauma, even if our brain has forgotten.” Or some bull shit Korra was only half listening to when he said it.

Korra decided to take a chance and make a move to punch Kuvira in the left shoulder, just to see how the girl would react. To Korra’s surprise, Kuvira practically flew out of the way, eyes growing just the tad bit wider and darker than they had been throughout the whole fight in response to Korra’s move.

Gotcha. Korra thought to herself as she lunged at the same shoulder again, earning her a similar reaction. 

Kuvira wasn’t faltering, oh no, she was too good for that, but she was fighting more aggressively the more Korra went for her shoulder. 

Korra got a little too cocky however, like she usually does, and decided to change up her methods. She spun around and tried to kick Kuvira in her other shoulder. Unfortunately, Instead of being met with the typical hardness of a bone coming into contact with her foot, Korra was met with a hard surface akin to a metal plate instead. She almost hollered in pain as her foot when numb but Kuvira had other plans.

Kuvira had been watching Korra just as closely as the Water tribe girl had been watching her. She was actually growing the slightest bit annoyed at the fact the younger girl didn’t seem to have any clear weaknesses. Kuvira wasn’t going to let that stop her however, not even when her own body betrayed her as she flew out of the way of an attempted assault to her shoulder. She might have mentally been over the trauma associated with her left shoulder, but it seemed her body was not. Korra had swiftly picked up on this fact, Kuvira could tell as the blue eyed girl’s glare softened just the slightest bit at Kuvira’s reaction.

As the water tribe agent kept trying to hit Kuvira in the shoulder, Kuvira finally discovered one of Korra’s weaknesses. Korra actually discovered it too, as soon as her leg came in contact with the Metal plate in Kuvira’s right shoulder.

“You should’ve stuck with what you knew, Water Tribe.” Kuvira chuckled as the girl left just enough an opening while hissing in pain for Kuvira to strike. Kuvira speedily put away her weapon and punched Korra right in the stomach, sending her a good three feet backwards.

“Are you sure you’re the up and coming agent I’m supposed to take in for questioning? You’re quite an awful fighter. How’d they even let you out of Weapons training one?” Kuvira teased, dodging another one of Korra’s half assed strikes by sliding between the girls legs and running up the wall behind her, flipping gracefully over Korra’s head. 

Before Korra could even come up with anything clever to say, she was harshly slammed into the wall, Kuvira’s hand wrapping tightly around her throat to push her back into the brick.

“Fuck. You.” Korra replied instead, trying to pry Kuvira’s hands away from her neck as she breathed shallowly. It was no use however, Kuvira was just as strong as Korra, maybe even stronger, and her grip was deadly. Korra had to think of something quickly to distract the older girl just enough to rip her hands off of her neck. 

Korra narrowed her eyes at the older girl as an idea popped into her head. It was gonna hurt a bit but it was worth a shot. Korra brought both of her hands to Kuvira’s face, holding it tightly with a smirk as the older girl’s eyes widened. Korra managed to throw in a wink, maybe even pucker of her lips, before Korra slamming their foreheads together as hard as she could. Kuvira stumbled back with a shrill hiss.

“Why the hell would you do that you insufferable idiot?!” Kuvira spat as she rubbed her head in pain.

“Guess I have a bit of an edge on you after all,” Korra began, giving a quick set of jabs to Kuvira’s left arm, effectively disarming it and leaving it motionless at Kuvira’s side.

“Metal Bender.” She finished.

Kuvira’s eyes grew even darker than they already were as she realized she had just been Chi Blocked.

“There’s no way that old bald guy taught you how to Chi block, the white lotus are still active I see. Excellent. My boss is gonna love to hear that.” Kuvira grinned as she held her lifeless arm with her good hand.

Korra’s eyes widened, Kuvira was definitely not supposed to know that the White Lotus was still active. Maybe Tenzin was right about not using all her greatest tricks during the first fight after all...

Before Korra could say anything, there was a rattling at the door.

“Korra? Korra! Are in there? Are you ok? Why is the door locked?” Asami called, tone obviously ridden with worry.

“U-um just a minute!” Korra called, looking at Kuvira with a grimace as the older girl rolled her eyes. Korra knew Asami would be the only one able to get away to see her after her outburst and, quite frankly, she was happy she had come when she did, this fight was basically only out of spite, they were mainly wasting their time.

“We’ll have to finish this later, Water Tribe. I’ll be staying late to practice for the ballet if you care to stop by for a.... chat.” Kuvira said quietly, expression unreadable as she fixed her hair in the mirror with the hand she still had feeling in. She strutted her way to the door, fully intending on opening it at first. She froze before her hand reached the knob, however and she spun in her heals, walking back over to Korra. 

She stared right into the blue eyed girl’s orbs for a moment before leaning in to whisper something to her.

“Oh, and If you ever, Chi block me again,” Kuvira began, words more her breath than actual words, “I will slit your throat open and leave you bleeding out, all for your dumb little girlfriend out there to see.” She finished, punctuating her words with a quick slice of the small knife she had to the skin on Korra’s right forearm. Korra almost yelped in pain but didn’t as she remembered her friend on the other side of the door.

“Got it?” Kuvira asked, voice no more than a whisper as she breathed onto Korra’s neck.

“Got it.” Korra replied, voice shrill as the sharp pain from the cut made her eyes water.

Kuvira angrily ripped some paper towels from the roll on the wall and shoved them at the girl before turning the lock, opening the door, and rashly shoving past a startled Asami.

Kuvira didn’t even bother to make eye contact with the girl as she speed walked down the hall and out of sight.

“Korra! What the hell was that out there on the field? And why was Kuvira in here? What happened?” Asami yelled, chest heaving due to her lack of inhales as she angrily lectured the girl in front of her.

“I-“ Korra began, head bowed in shame.

“Oh my fucking, SPIRITS. What happened to your arm?!” Asami gasped, pulling the bloodied paper towel away from Korra’s wound and dragging the injured girl  over to the sink.

“I got cut on the fence, I’m sorry...” Korra grimaced, face contorted in pain as Asami ran cold water over the cut.

“You scared the hell outta me, out of us! It was like you weren’t even you when you took that guy down. And where the hell did you learn to do that!? And do NOT say movies again, there’s no way you learned all of that from a shitty cop movie.” Asami said as she grabbed more paper towels to wet.

“My dad. He taught me self defense stuff because he’s super over protective and shit.” She lied. It was only partially true but it’s not like she can just say her parents sent her off by the time she was old enough to walk to work with the white lotus so she could fulfill her role in the Air Temple Agency just like her dad and his dad and his dad and so on and so forth had before her.

“Some stuff. You were like a machine. And you didn’t answer my other question, why was Kuvira in here?” Asami asked, with a quirked brow and a hand on her hip.

“She was Uh, h-helping me! Yeah she was helping me with my wounds! She’s super nice and stuff, ya know? Super nice and everything—anyway! How long am I suspended this time?” Korra asked, changing the subject as quick as she could. She hated lying to Asami so the less she had to do it, the better she felt.

“I don’t think any time, actually. Since the guy came at you first, was being a bully, and wasn’t even standing with the right class, he’s probably getting suspended for a week. You’ll probably only get a detention or lunch duty but that’s all I know. You should still go to the principal to ask about it after I take you to the nurse.” Asami replied, either not caring enough to pry about Korra’s awful Kuvira response or too focused on the blood gushing from Korra’s arm to ask for a better answer.

“Let’s go, we are already late enough to last period and we had a test today.” Asami replied, holding Korra’s arm as they walked out of the bathroom together.

The walk to the nurse’s office was a bit of a long one since it was in the middle of the second floor and they were on the first. Luckily, people had already returned to their classes so Korra didn’t receive any weird looks from anyone that might have seen the fight outside.

“What classes did your dad take you to? And do you have to train like that everyday or something? You literally didn’t miss a single beat.” Asami asked as they went up the stairs.

“Um, well, ya know just some simple classes at a boxing ring and stuff. He taught me all the things he knew at home and I work out everyday but that’s about it.” Korra replied, voice still wavering a bit as each new flare up of pain shot through her arm.

“To think we dated for a year and I never knew that.” Asami chuckled.

Korra knew that Asami hadn’t meant to make her feel bad but Korra still blames primarily herself for their breakup, it was her job that came between them after all.

“I’m sorry, I just...” Korra sighed, “I just know how people look at me after I do that stuff. You’d think they’d be in awe at how much I can do but they’re always terrified I’m gonna snap and hurt them out of nowhere. I really shouldn’t have lost my temper like that, I feel like an ass.”

“Aw, don’t feel too bad! People know that you’re basically a puppy with a temper, they’re not gonna think you’re some ticking time bomb that needs to be avoided at all costs. And besides, Wu and Mako appreciated what you did, they’re not mad at you.” Asami said, checking the paper towels around Korra’s wound again to make sure nothing was dripping onto the floor.

“Thanks, Sami, that makes me feel a lot better.” Korra said, offering as genuine of a smile as she could manage. Even if her and Asami had broken up, they still knew each other on a deeper level than any of their other friends, Korra was thankful to have someone like that in her life.

“Girls! What are you doing out of cl- Spirits! You’re the girl that just came from the fight aren’t you?” The nurse asked.

“Yep, that’s me...” Korra replied with a forced smile.

“Well come on in then, I’m assuming you got cut on the fence out there? I keep telling the rest of the staff that we need to fix the sharp edges if kids are gonna stand out there for drills and they never listen.” The nurse said as she ushered both girls inside.

“Whew, that’s a nasty cut. It doesn’t look too deep though, thankfully. It seems like the fence took mercy on you.” The woman said as she quickly inspected the student’s wound and turned away to type into the report on her computer.

“More like she was giving me a warning...” Korra muttered under her breath. She knew Kuvira was evil but the anger in her voice when she threatened Korra caused a chill to go through the younger girl’s veins. Kuvira was not messing around and if Korra wasn’t smart about this, she’d just be another kill on the Protegé’s list.

“What was that?” Asami asked.

“Nothing, it was nothing.” Korra said, shaking her head and turning to face the far right wall. She could feel Asami eyeing her, trying to figure out what she had actually said but she couldn’t afford to give her an answer, she’ll be damned if Asami got mixed up in this and got hurt because of it.

“So.” The nurse said, turning back around in her chair to face the girls.

“I don’t think we can just out a bandaid on this so I’m gonna need to know your age miss....?” The nurse drew out the syllable in hopes Korra would fill in the space.

“Korra! Korra Kuruk. Eighteen.” Korra said.

“Right, Miss Kuruk, The Avatar in the ballet, I heard your name on the announcements! Congratulations.” The nurse said with a smile.

“Thank you. It’s a huge responsibility but I can handle it.” Korra said in response.

“Well, miss kuruk, since you are a legal adult you can either sign this form for me to give you stitches or I can just clean up the wound, put a bandaid on it and wrap it up in gauze.”

“No, no, it’s ok. I’ll sign, Thank you.” Korra said, making a move to reach for the clipboard.

“Here, let me.” Asami said, taking the clipboard from the nurse and handing it to Korra so she didn’t have to move her arm much.

“Thank you, Asami.” Korra smiled. She skimmed through the document and signed where it was needed. She had gotten stitches many times before so she didn’t make a fuss as she felt the needle pass through her skin. Her line of work wasn’t as glamorous as it seemed, injuries were apart of the job. 

“Does it hurt really bad?” Asami asked, letting Korra squeeze her hand as the nurse did her work.

“Not too. Thank you for being here, sorry I’m keeping you from class.” Korra replied.

“No worries, I already have an A, whats one late test.” Asami smiled, causing Korra to chuckle a bit.

“Ok, you’re good to go! Make sure you read the sheet I gave you on how to take care of it and clean it and you should be fine. Oh! And please mention the fence thing to the principal, please.” The nurse said as she took off her gloves and cleaned up her tools.

“Will, do! Thank you Ms. Zhang.” Korra said as she and Asami left the room.

They stopped by the lunch room to grab their bags and clean up their mess and then headed to the principals office.

“Do you want me to wait out here?” Asami asked, giving Korra’s hand a gentle squeeze.

“You can if you’d like, I’d appreciate you being here, just in case I lose my cool again.” Korra joked. Asami smiled and pulled her into a hug.

“You’ll be fine, don’t be so nervous.” Asami replied, patting Korra on the shoulder before taking a seat on the bench by the door. Korra took a deep breath and knocked, hand already on the knob.

“Here goes nothing...” She exhaled as she walked into the office and shut the door behind her.
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3. Meeting.

Summary for the Chapter:
            After receiving detention for her involvement in the fight, Korra has to ready her mind and body for the meeting Kuvira promised her.

          


    
    “Three days on cleaning duty seems a little excessive, don’t you think?” Bolin said almost absentmindedly as he adjusted his shades in the car mirror. 

“He claims it’s because I acted out even though I wasn’t entirely in the wrong. And...let’s be honest, I probably didn’t have to kick that asshole in the goods.” Korra replied defeatedly, leaning on the car door as she cringed a little at thought of the fight from earlier.

“It really bites that you’re gonna miss movie night to scrub lunch tables and sweep the cafeteria, Kor. I hate that the principal is all crazy with military type discipline and whatnot. We’ll totally have to do something as soon as you’re off punishment.” Asami said, tossing her bag into the trunk of Bolin’s car before making her way to the passengers side.

“And I’ll have to get you something special for defending our honor!” Wu added, not even sparing a glance at the pouty girl as he reclined on Mako’s shoulder, eyes closed and a sated smile on his face. 

“Wu, you seriously don’t have to-“ Korra began, thinking like she had already brought enough negative attention to her friends and feeling like getting something in return was rewarding her for out of line behavior, in a sense.

“Nonsense!” Wu exclaimed, finally sitting up and pulling down his shades to look at Korra. “I’ll buy you dinner whenever you’re free, just let me know!”

Korra bit her lip with a sigh, knowing there wasn’t really any point in arguing with the rich kid. “Fine, but you have to let me pay for dessert, you know I’m not the biggest fan of handouts.” She replied, arms crossing over her chest with a pout tugging at her lips.

“Deal!” Wu smiled brightly, expression genuine and sweet.

“We’ll see you later, Kor, don’t stay here too late, ok? You have a forensics test tomorrow and I’m sure I don’t need to tell you how bad you need to study for it.” Asami chided without any real malice, briefly placing a comforting hand on Korra’s shoulder before sitting down in the passenger’s seat. 

“Yeah, I got it. I’ll see you guys tomorrow.” Korra waved them off solemnly, head hung low as she slowly walked towards the cafeteria, taking the longest way possible which was only prolonging the inevitable.

Out of nowhere, chills ran down her spine, a feeling in her telling her she should’ve taken the short way. She rolled her shoulders back and ignored it, her reasoning being that even though the more time she spent away from her impending lunch room obligations wouldn’t change anything, the stalling allowed her to psych herself up.

“Hey there, Avatar.”

Korra tensed, stopping in her tracks as she realized the voice had belonged to non other than Kuvira, who was now standing behind her with a sinister grin plastered across her annoyingly perfect face.


  Korra definitely should’ve taken the short way…


Kuvira was standing with her arms crossed in the middle of some kid named Huan and some other guy Korra had never heard the name of before, dance bag in hand as they approached Korra.

Normally, Korra would have lunged in an effort to land the first punch but since it was bright as all hell outside in the middle of a populated courtyard, she could only turn around with a fake smile glazing over her face to look at the other girl.

“Hi there, Miss Uniter, where are you off to on this lovely evening?” Korra grimaced, voice laced with thinly veiled snark.

“Huan, Bataar, and I were just about to get something to eat! Care to join? I’m sure they wouldn’t mind.” Kuvira said, fake grin never once faltering or slipping in a way that would notify the two men next to her that she was being unruly.

The two men mentioned had very different reactions to this proposal, Bataar offering a quick half smile as he looked up from his phone and Huan rolling his eyes without actually sparring a glance at Korra.

“You know, I would love to but I actually have detention to get to so, maybe another time?” Korra said monotonly, reserve wearing dangerously thin as she tried to weasel her way out of interacting with the group any further.

“Aw, how sad. Well, I’ll be here later if you still want to...practice, like we talked about earlier! I’ll stop by the lunchroom after I run some combos. How does that sound?” Kuvira smiled, voice still cheery despite her attitude shifting to a more dominant energy.

“Great! See you then.” Korra said, fake smile widening as she noticed the shift in the other girl’s energy.

“See you then...” Kuvira replied, smile quickly cutting into a scowl as she winked at Korra and turned to walk away, not forgetting to flip her hair dramatically with a faint chuckle in the process.

Korra felt her eye twitch slightly at the entire exchange, heart rate quickening at the repeated mention from Kuvira of her future whereabouts. As Korra walked to the lunchroom (finally giving in and taking the short way), she mulled over all of the possibilities of what could happen when she and Kuvira ended up crossing paths—including the possibility that Kuvira could kill her and successfully complete her own mission, a fear that Korra quickly pushed to the very back of her mind. 

Before entering the cafeteria, Korra pulled out her phone and called Tenzin, knowing that she needed to brief him on the mission with the operative before the meeting, one that could very well be the end of the line for her.

“Come on, pick up, pick up…” Korra mumbled, biting her nail anxiously the longer the dial tone sounded.

“Yes? What is it, Korra? You know you’re cutting into Jinora’s training time, right?” Tenzin said, audibly out of breath from what Korra could only assume was from sparring with her younger organization mate.

“Yes, yes I do, but this is really important Tenzin. I have a mission update.” Korra replied, voice wavering. 

A stronger wave of anxiety quickly crept up her chest as she heard Tenzin gasp softly and frantically shuffle around, accompanied by the strong slam of a heavy door to what Korra knew was the door from their organization’s archives room, a room that needed specified clearance to enter as it housed some of the Air Temple Agency’s most sensitive cases and reports.

“What is it, Korra. And you’re on speaker, I have to write everything down for the report and both of my hands must be free.” Tenzin said, not but a moment after the door to the archives room shut.

Korra took a deep breath and just let everything spill out on her exhale—about discovering who the metal clan spy was, the fight she and Kuvira had in the bathroom and the scar she would have later form the cut in her arm (against her better judgement, she omitted the information about the chi blocking, knowing that mention of it would make this case even more high profile than it already was—meaning they’d have to bring in the big guns and she could be removed from the mission) and lastly about the meeting they were going to have later that night, not needing to mention how it might be her last time speaking with Tenzin, forever, as he already knew the stakes. 

The man went silent on the other line, Korra couldn’t even hear if he was breathing or not.

“Tenzin? Are you there…?” Korra asked nervously, part of her knowing he was just trying to transcribe all of the information she had just relayed to him but another part of her worried he was going to say something she didn’t want to hear.

“Yes, Korra, I’m here. I’m just…shocked to be entirely frank. I was starting to think you wouldn’t find the spy and now that you have, after all of this time, the fear for your life that I put into a tiny box after the first six months with no luck, has come back to light.” Tenzin replied solemnly.

“What are you saying, Tenzin? I really don’t have much time before detention starts so I’ll have to go soon.” Korra said, glancing at the time on her phone and seeing she should’ve met the detention proctor nearly ten minutes ago. 

“Not to mention if I’m gonna stand a chance going up against Kuvira I’m gonna need to center myself and mediate. There’s no way that I can be distracted as it could mean life or—“ Korra’s panicked rambling was cut off by a cabinet slamming shut.

“Tenzin? What are you doing?” Korra asked.

“I’m sorry, Korra, but I’m too worried about you to not call in for backup. I mean you’ve already walked away with a scar that, by the sound of it, was a warning for what the Metal Bender is planning. Your mission is only to bring the operative in for questioning, while hers is to eliminate you. Spirits, now that I’m saying it I feel like I can’t breathe.” Tenzin said, tapping away on some metallic sounding device that Korra hadn’t heard the sound of before.

Korra felt like a piece of her heart broke inside of her chest as Tenzin stopped speaking. She had come too far, been in this fight for too long to get pushed aside just because the threat was now realer than ever. 

“You can’t! I have been in this for too long to not follow through! This is just how our jobs work Tenzin, you can’t take away everything I’ve worked for because you’re scared for me.” She yelled, heart in her throat.

The line was completely silent, no tapping, no shuffling, and once again, it sounded like the man was holding his breath as to not make a sound.

“I’m doing this, Tenzin. I have to, I can’t live with her hurting anyone else. And now, I have to go, I’ll be home by breakfast in the morning.” Korra stated, mind completely made up and heart set on taking down the operative or at least living another day after meeting with her.

“Korra, dear,—“ Tenzin began, a thinly veiled sadness unable to be fully hidden within his voice.

“By. Breakfast. This isn’t a goodbye, Tenzin.” Korra said, hastily hanging up the phone before the tears gathering in her eyes could be heard by her teacher.

She knew Tenzin believed in her, of course she did, she just knew better than to think that it wasn’t because he loved her like his own daughter. She wiped a stray tear away that had fallen on her cheek and took a deep breath, followed by a long, slow, exhale.

“By breakfast.” She whispered aloud, mind already slipping into her focused headspace.

“Miss Kuruk! I would really appreciate if I could give you the cleaning supplies sometime today so I can enjoy the rest of my evening!” Ms. Li said as she walked out of the cafeteria door, slightly startling when she met Korra’s dead panned expression, her features set in something between a scowl and a look of acceptance.

“You got it, Ms. Li. Sorry for the wait.” Korra replied, monotone voice matching her nearly blank expression as she entered the cafeteria, leaving a confused Ms. Li behind her.

The woman snapped out of her puzzlement and followed behind the student, quickly pushing past her to show Korra the closet where the supplies for the tables and sweeping was held, what areas to and to not clean, and with one final once over to make sure she hadn’t forgotten anything, she left Korra in her own, completely oblivious to the storm going on in the student’s mind.

Korra checked the time on her phone, the cleaning was supposed to take close to two hours, meaning she’d get out with a couple minutes of sunlight still left. She would have loved to be one of the normal kids that gets detention and just braves it, going home to their beds safe and sound once all of it was said and done. Korra bitterly scoffed at the thought. 

She wasn’t a normal kid.

There was no guarantee Korra would make it home safely and if she wanted to increase the possibility that she would, she needed to focus her mind and center herself like she had been taught to do. She placed the cleaning supplies she needed onto the floor, lining them up in an even row to cut out the disorganization she’d have to experience later otherwise. Walking over to the opposite side of the cafeteria, Korra ran her fingers across the brick ledge that connected to one of the schools two stages. She turned her back to the stage and sunk to the floor, leaning against the ledge and crossing her legs, placing her hands atop her knees. She took in several deep breaths and long exhales and tried to get her mind to slip into her “happy place”, even though she had stopped calling it that when she was eight. 

The place Korra saw when she needed deep focus and control was what she imagined the legend of The Spirit world looked like. Her mother would tell her stories about a place full of the strongest energy in the universe, containing all types of strange creatures that looked like the animals in reality, only with features completely outside of the known anatomy of the animal kingdom. It was said to be inconceivably vast, containing all of the souls, both good and bad, that had moved on from the human realm. It brought Korra peace to think of the same images she had when she was a little girl, one of the many reasons she worked so hard to get the roll of the avatar in the ballet since the dancer cast had the honor of bringing the spirit world dance sequence to life. 

The deeper she fell into her mediation, the more it seemed like Korra could reach out an touch the plants from the legendary place. In the legends, those who entered the spirit world by foot experienced an overwhelming sense of wonder and security, something Korra needed a lot of at the moment. As the world started fading, becoming dark and blurry at the edges, she knew she had done all the centering she could and opened her eyes, body feeling aligned and stronger than ever.

Korra was ready and she was no longer afraid, and with that, she stood up and made her way back to the cleaning supplies, body moving almost on autopilot as she shuffled around the large room and completed the task of sanitizing the space. After while, she was so in the zone she hadn’t even noticed the sun was gone from the sky, only the faint orange hue meeting the incoming night to be seen of it. As she looked up, she realized she was completely done with the cleaning and had absentmindedly  put away the supplies already.

Suddenly, the lights in the hallway had dimmed and she heard agonizingly slow footsteps. Korra quickly shut the cabinet, locked it, and sprinted over to the light switch to cut them off. She ducked behind a table and kept her eyes laser focused on the door. There was nothing there for a while, allowing a few nerves to creep back up her spine the longer she cautiously watched the door. Just as she thought she was falsely on alert, the footsteps got closer, still just as excruciatingly slow. With heavy steps, Kuvira gradually came into view.

Korra sucked in a breath.

The Metal Clan protégé looked somewhere between unhinged and completely in control, sinister smirk plastered across her lips and eyes wide, but actual body keeping the same leisurely pace. She stopped when she reached the door and just stared into the cafeteria for a moment, instilling genuine fear into Korra’s already rapidly beating heart. Though it didn’t break her focus, it reminded her this was really about to happen.

Kuvira pressed the door open, smirk somehow widening as the hinges creaked open with a shriek. She stepped into the cafeteria and looked around, wild eyes scanning every damn-near inch of the space. 

Korra felt goosebumps spread across her skin and Kuvira snapped her head toward her direction. Kuvira’s widened just the smallest bit, too small for Korra to notice, and her face fell into a dramatic pout. The operative spun on her heels and walked back towards the door at a normal pace, body language signaling that she had given up on looking for her target. As Kuvira opened the door, expected, and the footsteps faded away down the hall, Korra let out the breath she had been folding, small smile spreading across her face when she realized she might make it out of this without having to fight Kuvira after all. 

Korra stood up from her hiding spot and moved to turn around, heart sinking to her stomach when she came nose to nose with Kuvira, nightmarish smirk back on her face.

“Looks like you missed a spot, Avatar.” Kuvira whispered, voice thick like honey as it invasively flowed into Korra’s ears. 

Everything from there happened so quickly: Korra moved to strike first, attempting to land a punch right to the protégé’s  jaw. Kuvira bended backwards and out of the way easily, spinning around to land a solid kick directly to Korra’s abdomen which she knew by the wheezing sound the Air Temple spy let out, knocked the wind out of her. 

Kuvira lunged forward and wrapped her hand tightly around Korra’s throat, so tightly she felt her hand cramp, which she completely ignored in favor of slamming the Air Temple spy into the table behind her with all the strength in her body. 

“Oh come on, Water Tribe! That’s the best you got? You really aren’t good for much, are you?” Kuvira spat, tone as harsh as her grip on the suffocating girl’s neck. 

Korra could already feel her consciousness fading from Kuvira’s hand cutting off her airways but she knew she had to have it in her to survive this. Korra wrapped both of her hands around Kuvira’s wrist and pulled forward while thrusting her hips downward, bringing the operative’s pelvis to hers briefly before Korra wrapped her legs around Kuvira’s waist and used her leverage to throw the other girl over her, sending her flying behind her and off of the edge of the table. Kuvira tumbled onto the floor and before she could regain her balance, Korra had already righted herself and was standing on the table, glaring down menacingly at Kuvira who had just managed to stand up. 

The Air Temple spy reached forward and took Kuvira’s neck in both hands before pulling the other operative forward to harshly knee her in the face, square in the nose. Kuvira fell to the floor, groaning in pain as she held her nose.

“I must be good for something though, huh? I mean, I just gave you a free nose job, how generous of me.” Korra taunted, confidence going back up and she watched Kuvira struggle to stand.

“Fat chance, Water Tribe. Hard enough to break—“ Kuvira took her nose in both hands and violently snapped it to the side, ignoring the blood that was now covering her hands. “—but not hard enough to stay broken.” Kuvira finished, wiping the blood from her nose on her shirt with a death glare.

Korra felt like she could vomit from what Kuvira had just done but she swallowed the feeling down and spun around, a move which she would have successfully landed her a round house to Kuvira’s face if the protégé hadn’t thrusted her abnormal shoulder forward, stopping Korra dead in her tracks. 

Korra barely had any time to recoil in the familiar pain of her foot hitting the hard surface before Kuvira grabbed her leg and swung her to the floor, force so strong she went sliding right into the metal legs of a table several feet away from where the girls were standing.

“You know, I don’t love that I’m gonna to have kill you. Your eyes are so pretty that It’ll be such a shame to see the life drain from them.” Kuvira said dauntingly, fingers tightening around something Korra didn’t have to look at clearly to identify. 

Korra’s body was already so exhausted from the whole day that her muscles were screaming at her to listen and give up.

“A knife, wow, who would have guessed you’d be using that to fight me. It’s almost as if you’re nothing without it.” Korra teased, audibly out of breath as she peeled herself off of the floor.


  Eh, Korra had never been much of a listener anyway.


Kuvira scoffed and put the knife she was carrying between her teeth. She then took her head in her hands and cracked her neck both ways, the sound of her bones snapping and popping making Korra feel nauseous all over again.

Kuvira took the knife out from between her teeth and got into her fighting stance.

“It’s pathetic how badly you want me, Water Tribe. So, come and get me.” Kuvira hissed, beckoning with her fingers for Korra to come at her.

With a huff, Korra lunged at the operative fist meeting Kuvira’s painfully. They kept moving around each other in a deadly dance, each getting the upper hand on several occasions but not having a steady enough foundation to keep it. Sometimes Korra would get in a few good blows and sometimes Kuvira would, but for whatever reason the latter hadn’t used the knife clutched in her fist yet.

Just as Korra began to ask if Kuvira was trying to prove she didn’t need the weapon, the operative landed a slash to Korra’s abdomen, painful enough to cause Korra to faulter, but only deep enough to have the greatest damage be Korra’s sliced shirt. Nevertheless, the Air Temple spy recoiled and put a hand up to try to prevent any slashes to her face. This proved to be a rookie mistake as Kuvira swiftly stashed her weapon, grabbed Korra’s vulnerable arm, and threw her to the ground, hovering over the now trapped spy.

“Aww, looks like you’re trapped, Avatar. What a pity.” Kuvira sneered, pulling her knife out from the waistband of her skirt again and dragging it lightly down Korra’s cheek—not drawing any blood.

Korra was absolutely terrified to be honest. She didn’t have any leverage to throw Kuvira off of her, or the strength, and chi blocking was out since her center of gravity was completely off as she lay on the ground. Panicked, Korra knew she had to find someway to at least get away from Kuvira.

“You know what, I’m super bummed you’re gonna kill me too. But I guess it could be worse.” Korra said, voice surprisingly playful for the dangerous situation she was currently in.

“Really? How so?” Kuvira said sarcastically, dragging her knife down Korra’s chest and to her sternum where she applied enough pressure for Korra to think briefly that she was actually about to be stabbed, right then an there.

“Someone nowhere near as gorgeous as yourself could be the one holding a knife to my chest right now but I guess I got lucky.” Korra couldn’t tell you where the flirting came from, but it seemed like her best bet at the time.

“Sorry, babe, the flattery won’t get you anywhere. Far dumber have tried, and I killed them just the same.” Kuvira replied, pushing the knife slightly harder into Korra’s skin, where she knew it had started to hurt.

Korra was panicking every more now as she was running out of options and time. The pressing of the knife slightly piercing her skin was not helping either.

“I guess you’re right. You’re gorgeous but you have no heart, there’s no way you’d hear me out.” Korra said bitterly, not expecting Kuvira to subtly be taken aback, pressure on the knife dulling slightly.

“Who says I have no heart?” Kuvira questioned, expression unreadable.

Korra scoffed, “You did not just seriously ask me that.” 

Kuvira’s glare returned but she did not put more pressure on her weapon.

“Go on, I’m listening.” Kuvira commanded.

Korra, completely shocked that she actually had a chance to speak, could only sputter out two measly words.

“The ballet.” 

Kuvira’s eyes went wide and she froze for a moment. Then she blinked once and burst into the most maniacal laughter Korra had ever heard from a person.

“That’s really the best you’ve got!? The Ballet!? For fucks sake, you are the most useless spy I’ve ever had the displeasure of interacting with.” Kuvira said, lifting the knife above her head and swinging downward, intending to stab Korra in the chest.

“Wait!” Korra yelled, taking in a stuttering breath as the knife stopped merely inches away from her sternum. “Think about it. You’ve worked so hard for this opportunity. You crave the attention, a-and the recognition it gives you. Being cast as the great Uniter makes you feel powerful, it makes you feel larger than life. If you kill me, you won’t have a worthy opponent to make that opportunity as great as it needs to be to allow someone as sick as you feel happy.” 

Kuvira didn’t say anything and her expression went back to being unreadable.

“You won’t get the satisfaction of having your moment if everyone sees it coming. Not if they know because of my absence you’ll be carrying the show. Underdogs don’t get recognized until the end, right?” Korra couldn’t tell if what she was saying was enough to guarantee her life, but she laid it all out anyway.

Kuvira opened her mouth to say something but it died on her tongue as footsteps quickly approached the cafeteria. Korra and Kuvira both looked at each other with wide eyes before helping each other up and glancing frantically around the cafeteria for a place to hide. Their eyes landed on the curtains on the stage and then they turned to look at each other, nodding when their eyes met.

They simultaneously completed an intermediate tumbling pass most all of the operatives on all sides had been taught, having just enough room and strength to flip onto the raised stage with a back tuck, hide themselves in the curtains, and quiet their breathing before the cafeteria door was thrown open and two sets of footsteps came barreling in.

“Do you think anyone saw us?” One of the voices belonging to a male, said.

“Not a chance, we’re fast as fuck, babe, and besides, this place is deserted after the dancer chicks go home. We’re in the clear.” A different voice, another male, replied.

“Should we really be doing this? I mean people eat here.” The first voice said nervously.

Kuvira looked at Korra with a quizzical look, rolling her eyes when it was met with a shrug. She angrily motioned for Korra to take a look, which seemed to force the puzzle pieces together in Korra’s mind as it finally clicked for her that she was closest to the edge of the curtain and could peak out to see what was going on. 

“Ugh, they clean these tables every morning after a detention kid cleans them to make sure things are up to code or whatever, relax! Just come here and kiss me, I’ve wanted you all day.” The second voice said.

Korra peered her head out and saw that two jocks were aggressively making out, one of them sitting on one of the lunch tables and the other one standing between his legs. Korra’s mouth fell open in disgust as she started seeing clothes come off onto the tables she had worked so hard to clean. The longer she looked, she realized that the table the jocks were currently undressing on was the one she and her friends sat at everyday and that the taller one of the two was the same jerk she’d beaten up earlier that day.

“They’re fucking!” Korra whisper yelled at Kuvira who’s face contorted into a look of disgust as certain, um, noises, made it to her ears.

“Ew, ok, people literally eat there. Ugh, gross, we need to leave.” Korra said, features cast in a grimace.

“You, need to leave.” Kuvira said darkly.

Korra turned to her with a puzzled look, chills going up her spine when she was met with the furious look on the protégé’s face.

“Dont think you got off easy, Water Tribe. I’m going to maim you when the ballet is over, just like I was going to tonight. Now I suggest you leave through the stage door, and quickly, because if I happen to see you in the parking lot outside, I’ll have to introduce you to the glock I keep in my glove compartment. Got it?” Kuvira got directly into Korra’s face at the end of her threat.

“Got it.” Was all Korra could say as she hurriedly walked to the stage door and left the cafeteria, not daring to glance back at the operative behind her.

Kuvira inhaled and sighed indignantly.

“Hey! You two!” Kuvira yelled across the cafeteria to the two boys.

“Get the fuck out of here, I’m trying to run combos!” Her tone alone would’ve been enough to scare the two off if they hadn’t already been so startled by the fact someone caught them in the beginning of the act. They grabbed their things haphazardly and practically sprinted out of the cafeteria, leaving Kuvira to furiously hop off of the stage and walk to the spot where she and Korra had ended their fight.

She glanced down at the bloody knife on the ground with a grimace and thought about how the night had gone: from the great practice she had that evening, to scaring Korra by coming in from the stage door entrance, to Korra temporarily breaking her nose, to Korra calling her gorgeous, to Korra saying she had no heart, which somehow talked Kuvira into sparing her life, and to the fact she’d now go back to her boss empty handed. 

Kuvira felt tears burn at her eyes as her head became overrun with thoughts of the Air Temple agent. She bent down and picked up the weapon, her own reflection in the sleek, sharp metal usually bringing her such joy. This time, however, she clutched the handle harshly as her reflection brought her nothing but disgust. The same disgust that she knew would be mirrored in her boss’ eyes when she briefed him about her failure that night. Kuvira was scared of very little in life, but the impending doom of what her boss would do to her when she told him about how her target got away, made the tears behind her lids pour out, terror settling into her bones, slithering through her skin, and gripping her throat as she left the cafeteria.


  Now it was Kuvira’s turn to be prepared to be dead by morning.


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I’m back hehe. I’m trying to get this fic done for korvira week so I will be updating soon!

        




4. Aftermath.

Summary for the Chapter:
            The aftermath of Korra and Kuvira’s fight happens, Korra talks to Tenzin after scaring her family, and Kuvira isn’t acting like herself.

          


    
    Tenzin eyed the clock anxiously, heartbeat thrumming almost painfully against his chest the longer he and Jinora sat at the kitchen table, their breakfast untouched from nerves, leaving it to grow uncomfortably cold. All Korra had said before she hung up on him the day before was that she’d be back by breakfast and neither he, Pema, or Jinora (the only people actually allowed to stay awake close enough to the time Korra might have arrived home) had heard the girl come in.

“Do you think she’s coming?” Jinora asked, unable to stop picking at her nails as she continued to eye the ticking clock.

“I’m not sure, dear. I’m not sure…” Tenzin replied solemnly, placing his head in his hands at the mere thought that Korra hadn’t survived the meeting with the Metal Clan operative.

“Any word from her yet? We have to wake the other children up by 7:45, Tenzin, and that’s in one minute.” Pema said as she walked into the kitchen and placed her purse on the counter, soon joining her husband daughter to stare at the clock.

Tenzin removed his head from his hands and frowned, understanding that his wife meant that Korra was always awake before Ikki and Meelo had to get up and if she wasn’t at the table in one more minute, that would definitely mean the worst.

“Nothing from her yet, Pema. And, well, I’m much too afraid to go down the hall and check. J-just in case she’s, you know, not t—“ Tenzin couldn’t even finish his sentence, the words dying on his tongue as the thought of walking down the hall, opening Korra’s door, and finding an undisturbed bed there was much too heartbreaking to say.

Pema walked over and placed a hand on her husband’s shoulder, matching his nervous gaze towards the grandfather clock against the wall. All three of them held their breaths as the clocked chimed, striking the preset time of 7:45 with a loud clang. They looked into the entryway, hearts in their throats and hands shaking. The longer they gazed, the deeper their stomachs sank.


  Clang


They turned their heads to the clock again.


  7:46


“Oh my god.” Pema put a hand over her mouth as her lips began to quiver, leaning into Tenzin shoulder as the realization that Korra was not coming back set in. Jinora out her face in her hands, sob already moving it’s way up her throat. And Tenzin, well all he could do was stare at the clock blankly, anger bubbling up in his gut for allowing the clock to give him hope.

“I shouldn’t have hoped. I knew better…” he whispered, tears finally falling from his tired eyes.

“Good morning everyone! What’d I miss?” Korra said cheerfully, setting her bag down by the leg of the kitchen table and plopping down right next to Jinora. The girl hadn’t even noticed the look of pure shock on her family’s faces as she reached for a strip of bacon and pulled out her phone to check the time.

“Korra!”


  “Thank, Spirits!”


“You’re alive!”

Pema, Tenzin, and Jinora all pilled in to give the teen a bone crushing group hug, one that Korra was certainly expecting, obviously knowing the stakes of her meeting with Kuvira the night before, but still so appreciative of.

“I told you guys, by breakfast.” The brunette said, welcoming in the hug warmly.

Korra woke up that morning feeling very little pain from the wounds she had been given the night before because of the pain medication she had taken after she cleaned and wrapped up the damage (she was extremely grateful to her past self for actually thinking ahead and avoiding the serious amount of pain she would have been in otherwise). Korra was also able to find enough strength in her to study for the forensics test she had that day, something she would have normally brushed off. 

To be entirely honest, she only really found the motivation to do it for two reasons: because Asami had reminded her about it the day prior and because, in her mind at least, she was fortunate enough to survive the meeting with Kuvira and doing something as ordinary as studying for a test after almost being eliminated to get a decent grade, was just the type of normalcy she needed right now. She chuckled at the thought of something so odd bringing her so much joy as she got out from under the warm covers of her bed and padded over to the bathroom, thoroughly washing her face and brushing her teeth (and even putting a little foundation on to hide the bruises blooming across her skin) before slipping on some clothes.

It was strange to get ready for the school day like everything was completely routine, as if these very mundane moments she was experiencing right now had not been severely less than certain merely seven or so hours prior. It made Korra feel hyper aware in a sense, like she had just been reminded she was actually alive and existing in reality, which she so easily forgot was a blessing.

“Ugh, I sound as spiritually enlightened as Jinora.” Korra mumbled, smiling softly to herself as she threw her backpack over her shoulder at the thought of her honorary little sister. 

She had expected her family to be happy to see she survived the events of the night before of course, but she certainly didn’t expect to walk in and see them with their heads hung low in sadness.

“We thought you were dead, dear!” Pema exclaimed, brushing a hand through Korra’s hair to ground herself in the moment, body feeling the relief at the fact the girl was still alive.

“Really? To be honest, I thought I was pretty noisy coming in last night, so I thought you guys would have at least heard that I was ok.” She’d blame it on the near exhaustion from the fight now, but it seemed to have completely slipped Korra’s mind that she had literally been training all her life to not make a sound at certain times.

“You were genuinely as quiet as a mouse, Kor, I was up for hours waiting to see if you had gotten home.” Jinora said as she sipped some water from the glass in her hand.

“Spirits, I’m really sorry guys. Next time I’ll be as loud as possible so you know I’m alive.” Korra joked, smiling brightly as Pema and Jinora laughed happily. The laughter was cut short when Korra heard a sniffle, eyes darting upward to look at Tenzin worriedly.

“Tenzin? Are you ok?” Korra asked, reaching over to place a hand on top of his.

“Yes, I’m alright. Just happy to know you’re ok.” Tenzin replied, turning his hand to hold Korra’s, giving it a small reassuring squeeze as he wiped the tears from his eyes. Korra smiled, giving a small squeeze back.

“Good morning everyone! Guess who would much rather be asleep?” Ikki said as she marched into the kitchen cheerfully.

“Who cares? I was having an amazing dream that I was able to finally start sparring without dad holding back! It was magic!” Meelo called out, wiping some of the sleep from his eyes as he sat down next to his father.

“Good morning kids—and you’re gonna have to keep dreaming about that, Meelo, because you’re a long ways away from sparring with me like Korra or Jinora does.” Tenzin said playfully, taking a sip of his coffee now that his nerves had mostly subsided. 

Korra focused on how his hand shook slightly as he held the cup and made a mental note to not scare her family like that again.

“So, Korra, where were you last night?” Ikki asked as she chewed on a bagel slice.

“I was working on a mission. A mission that is still ongoing actually.” Korra replied, returning the nod that Tenzin threw her way as she understood she would have to brief him on what happened when she returned from school.

“Ugh, that is so cool, I wish I could go on missions! I bet I’d take the bad guys down every time! Easy.” Meelo said, puffing up his chest and flexing what little muscle her had as he ate some cereal.

“Yeah…you keep telling yourself that, bud.” Korra teased, chuckling at the pout the boy gave her as he deflated his stance.

“Can you tell us about the mission?” Ikki asked, eyes wide in anticipation while she munched on some toast.

“‘Fraid not, kiddo, it’s too high clearance for your level right now, sorry.” Korra said, poking Ikki’s cheek as the young girl gave her an identical pout to her brother’s.

“So not fair!” Meelo exclaimed.

“I’m sorry, guys, those are just the rules! You know I’d tell you every single little detail if I could! And besides, it’s not like I can’t tell you anything at all, just all the high clearance stuff. For example, I can tell you that I’m gonna work super hard to complete this mission successfully and do my job well. I’m going to keep training and studying my assignment and set a good example for you guys.” Korra said, words partially directed at the kids but more so at Tenzin, just so he could understand that she understood there was much more work to be done with her mission.

“Aww, but come onnn we wanna hear about you kicking butt and stuff!” Meelo whined.

“Yeah!” Ikki added.

Just before Korra could tell them again that she was not legally allowed to tell them any further about the mission, she heard a car honk from outside.

“Sorry, guys! My friends are here, i gotta go!” Korra said, shoving a bagel slice into a napkin for later haphazardly while tossing her backpack over her shoulder.

“I’ll see everyone later, love you!!” She called, quickly opening the front door and locking it behind her as she jogged to Asami’s car. 

Instead of waiting for Asami to pop the trunk and tossing her things in the back, Korra hopped right into the passengers side and gave Asami a tight hug. 

“Woah! What’s this for, Korra?” Asami exclaimed, taken aback by the suddenness and strength of the hug but returning it nonetheless.

“Nothing! Just had a crazy dream where something happened to you guys and it really spooked me.” Korra said, placing her bag on the ground before turning around to press a sloppy kiss to Mako, Wu, and Bolin’s cheeks since she couldn’t hug them fully. 

“Ugh, gross what was that for!” Mako said jokingly, dramatically wiping the spit off of his cheek.

“Yeah, what is it my birthday or something?” Bolin chuckled, not even sparring the over the top behavior a glance as he frantically scribbled on the homework that was due in fifteen minutes.

“I’m in heaven!” Wu singsonged, holding his cheek in both hands dreamily.

Korra rolled her eyes playfully at the expected reactions and buckled up her seatbelt.

“Must have been some dream huh?” Asami said, staring to back out of Korra’s driveway. 

“Yeah, there was a point where I really thought I wouldn’t see you guys again.” Korra answered, tone of voice slightly darkening.

Her friends all turned to look at her worriedly, even Asami, who stopped the car and looked at Korra with her eyebrows knitted together in genuine concern.

“Ah, don’t worry! I’m over it now, really!” Korra replied, voice thankfully sincere enough  for her friends to withhold any questioning.

“Ok, well let us know if you need to talk about it or anything, ok?” Asami began. “Now, who wants to be on aux?” She held up the chord and flinched slightly as the boys in the back (including Bolin who had clearly given up on finishing the assignment in time) started fighting over the chance to be on aux.

Korra was incredibly lucky she was able to live to see another day, and even though she would normally be annoyed by the bickering and chaos happening around her, it was like music to her ears after the night she had.

The entire school day had gone by pretty uneventfully so far, no surprise tests (save from the forensics one she aced), no random fire drills, and oddly, no Kuvira. She didn’t even see the protégé walking the halls during breaks or anything. Korra was glad, but she remained on high alert. 

“No way, we absolutely have to watch The Love Witch.” Mako said, trying his hardest to convince his friends to watch the film for their weekly movie night as they walked to the lunch room. 

Normally, Korra would have been absent from this conversation but that day she had a different schedule, meaning instead of barreling through the hallways to try to get to lunch on time from dance class, she could leisurely walk with her friends outside, able to join them because they had come from health class together.

“Mako, no offense, but I doubt anyone but you and Asami want to watch a witchy horror movie over Jennifer’s Body.” Bolin replied, chuckling as his brother frowned from the turning down of his movie choice.

“Though I hate to not go with The Love Witch, we have been swearing we’ll watch Jennifer’s Body since last Halloween and still haven’t gotten around to it, so that’s got my vote.” Asami said, placing a comforting hand on the frowning boy’s shoulder.

“Fine, fine! I’ll just watch it with Wu this weekend.” Mako said, defeated.

“Yeah so we can make out during the whole thing and miss it? No thanks I’d rather skip the flick and head straight to the lip locking!” Wu said as he joined them, coming off his shift as a hall monitor.

“Ugh, gross, guys. We definitely could’ve gone without that.” Korra joked, grabbing her stomach to pretend the prospect made her nauseous.

“Yeah what gives, why is everyone ganging up on me today!” Mako pouted.

“There there, dear brother. Do not fret, we will watch your weird-witchy horror movie next week.” Bolin replied, holding the cafeteria door open for his friends to enter.

“Ugh, shut up, Bolin!” Mako exclaimed, grabbing Wu’s hand and storming in to find the crew’s usual table.

“You should give him a break, Bo.” Asami chuckled, already way too used to the bickering brothers.

“Aw, but he always gets onto me for my movie picks, now it’s his turn to get the heat!” Bolin teased.

“The last thing you picked was a random fast and furious movie where none of us understood what the hell was going on. Who didn’t get onto you for that pick?” Korra chuckled, rolling her eyes at Bolin’s pout. 

Just before Korra could follow behind Asami into the cafeteria, a small, red dot appeared on the girl’s back, something Korra knew all too well as the mark of a sniper near by. Korra quickly whipped her head to the direction it was coming from and faintly saw Kuvira duck behind a wall by the dumpsters.

“Korra? You coming.” Bolin asked, still holding the door open for his distracted friend to enter through.

“Yeah, just give me a sec I have to grab something from my locker.” As with that Korra bounded past the confused boy and over towards the dumpsters. She turned the small corner to see Kuvira stashing something in her back pocket. The girl was wearing a surgical mask and an all black, loose, but not shape hiding, matching hoodie and sweatpants set. Her hair was haphazardly thrown into a top not and if Korra knew anything about eye makeup at all, she would say Kuvira’s eyeliner was slightly crooked.

“I saw you, you prick.” Korra spat, hand already balled into a fist to throw a punch to the armed operative.

“Relax, Water Tribe, it was a laser pointer, not a gun. I had to get your attention.” Kuvira said, pulling the laser pointer out of her pocket and shining it at the dumpster to prove her point before putting it away.

Korra huffed and put her face in her hands, which were shaking slightly from the fear Asami was about to be sniped.

“I needed to ask you something.” Kuvira said, voice muffled due to the mask.

“What do you want? And why are you wearing a mask, you look like shit.” Korra said, face set in a scowl at the girl who had almost taken her life the night before.

The comment about Kuvira not looking all put together seemed to throw her off surprisingly, causing her to nervously brush a stray strand of hair behind her ear.

“I’m wearing it because you broke my nose, remember?” Tone still as unwelcoming at it usually was when talking with Korra as she pulled down the mask to reveal the bruising on her face. 

Even with the dried blood and bruising on Kuvira’s nose, the girl still looked attractive, no amount of shitty clothes and off makeup able to keep Korra’s stomach from swooping slightly when they made eye contact. Now it was Korra’s turn to nervously brush a strand of hair behind her ear, unsettled by the fact she had caused Kuvira’s injury and the aforementioned appearance of the protégé.

“Something about what you last night said threw me off, and I need to know more.” Kuvira said.

“What are you talking about?” Korra asked, eyebrows knit in confusion since she was genuinely unable to think of anything she had said being that important, apart from the stuff regarding the ballet that had already been communicated between them.

“You said I have no heart.” Kuvira replied, expression still mostly unreadable to Korra though the mask had been pulled down.

“And I meant it, case closed. We’re done here.” Korra sneered, already turning to walk away until Kuvira grabbed her arm to keep her from leaving. Startled, Korra landed a firm punch to the operative’s stomach and stepped back as far as she could without revealing herself to the world past the wall.

“DONT touch me.” Korra said, growing angrier the longer she had to look at Kuvira like this—running over and over the events of the night before in her mind.

“Fuck, don’t know how I forgot how strong you are.” Kuvira huffed out, cradling her stomach lightly as the pain pulsed in her muscles. She took a couple deep breaths and righted herself before speaking again.

“That’s not what I wanted to ask. I wanted to know what your organization has told you about mine? What they briefed you on before you got this assignment.” 

“That you’re evil. And that you and some soulless higher ups are planning on causing chaos with a unknown weapon of mass destruction for your own gain. You kill innocents and you need to be taken down.” Korra answered darkly. She knew she made a risky choice telling Kuvira anything about her mission at all, but something told her that this out of character meeting could be used to further her assignment and making that decision was a good move, something Tenzin would praise her for.

Kuvira went silent for a moment, eyes cast down at the ground like she was a child being scolded. 

“What if you’re wrong? What if you don’t know everything and there’s some greater purpose with what we do? Obtained by unconventional means.” Kuvira said, eyebrows knitted together.

“That’s the best you got? What if I’m wrong? You are the villain, Kuvira! You’ve killed people and you’ll continue to do so if you’re not stopped. You’re self absorbed, dangerous, and indisputably on the wrong side of this!” Korra shouted, surprised at herself with her tone and even more surprised that throwing the operatives own words back on her made the protégé curl in on herself slightly. 

“Do you even know—“

“Do you even know? Do you have any idea what side you’re really fighting for or do you just not care?!” Korra shouted again, cutting Kuvira off.

“You are the type of sick that can’t be fixed, Kuvira, and trust me when I say that you will never get better.” Korra said, voice returning to a normal sound level but keeping the same bite of her words before. When all Kuvira did was stare at Korra expressionlessly, Korra turned around and began to stomp away from the protégé, completely fed up, Before she could get too far however, Korra stopped, her peace not entirely done being said so she turned around and walked back up to the operative, this time stepping right into her personal space. 

Korra leaned in, mouth right beside Kuvira’s ear, mimicking the position they had been in at the end of their first fight in the bathroom.

“And if you’re not gonna kill me anytime soon, leave me and my friends the fuck alone, or I’ll break more than just your nose. Permanently.” Neither Korra nor Kuvira moved, time seemingly standing still once Korra finished speaking.

“Got it, Metal Bender?” Korra whispered, breath causing goosebumps to spread across Kuvira’s skin.

“Got it.” Kuvira breathed out, voice so quiet and so small it made her feel even worse.

With that, Korra stormed off, heading back to the cafeteria and leaving Kuvira to stand alone by the dumpsters, tears, both from frustration and anger, stinging at her eyes. She didn’t let them fall however, no matter how badly she wanted to have the freedom to cry. 


  She had been trained better than that.


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Another one!! Things are about to get super crazy in this storyline so get ready for some drama!! and you can find me here too!! https://deadlydancekorviraff.tumblr.com/

        




5. Poison.

Summary for the Chapter:
            Kuvira has a difficult time coping with her emotions and confronts her boss, Korra and her friends get an unexpected visitor on movie night, and myth becomes reality.

          


    
    “I don’t care how hot she is, I’m not letting Jennifer eat my body!” Mako yelled at Bolin—a mix between genuine sincerity and a joke.

The crew had ultimately decided to go with the aforementioned film and were seated (or at least close enough to sitting since they were all laughing so hard they had tumbled to the ground) in Korra’s living room attempting to watch it. Korra knew they should probably try and quiet down or at the very least pay attention to the film uninterrupted for the neighbors sake, since, even though they didn’t have the house completely to themselves like they usually do (only Tenzin had stayed behind because had work to do and couldnt go to the arcade with his wife and children), it was late. Expectedly, they were having so much fun that she didn’t want to be the one to kill the mood.

“I don’t care what you guys say, the only thing Jennifer ever did wrong was kill that fruity goth kid!” Wu exclaimed, rewinding to the part of the film where the character was present to point directly at him on screen.

“He was not fruity, Wu.” Asami laughed, face slightly flushed because of it.

“Are you kidding me? Look at him and tell me you don’t see a homosexual! I dare you!” Korra joked as she stood up and pointed directly at the television. 

Their stomachs had started hurting from how much they were enjoying themselves, their weekend movie nights being a perfect way to decompress and be carefree for a couple hours from any chaos that occurred during the week.

The whole confrontation Korra had with Kuvira had been days ago and she was finally starting to cool down from all the stress and near death experiences. She went back to the cafeteria that day like nothing happened and didn’t see Kuvira follow—she blocked the entire ordeal out of her mind after that and tried her damndest to enjoy the rest of the week. She debriefed Tenzin on everything and as of right now, that was that.

“Ok, ok, guys! I can’t handle this anymore, please play the movie so I can give my stomach muscles a break!” Bolin chided with no bite, wiping a stray tear from his eye as he pulled himself off the floor and plopped back onto the couch.

Wu rewinded the film and tossed Korra the remote so she could place it on the tv stand and refrain from the familiar dilemma of any of them losing the device and or breaking it on accident. 

Just before Korra could take her place in between Asami and Wu on the couch though, she heard several frenzied knocks on the front door.

“Uh, I guess Pema and the kids are back early?” Korra said, confused since she had just gotten a text from the woman saying that they’d be getting back later than expected not too long ago, the bunch having stopped for something on the way home. 

Nevertheless, Korra went to the door, briefly considering shouting to Tenzin that she’d get it, but refraining from doing so when she remembered he’d be in the archives room, unable to hear her.

Korra had completely expected to see Pema and three kids standing at the door, four tired faces looking at her and clearly ready to turn in from the eventful day at the arcade they’d had. So when she came face to face with a panting, bruised, and swaying Kuvira, her heartbeat stuttered in her chest.

“Hey, Avatar. You look pretty spooked, what’s the matter—not happy to see me?” Kuvira panted, mouth dry and voice weak, right before stumbling forward and collapsing heavily into Korra’s chest.


  



  ———two hours prior———


Kuvira looked at her bruised nose in the mirror bitterly, face still sore even after taking the pain medication she’d gotten from the infirmary for days. It made her frown, looking at the damage, brows furrowed as she delicately put her long hair into a tight braid—she’d gotten way worse wounds, ones that lasted much longer than a messed up nose would, so she cast her eyes downward, annoyed with herself that she was so phased by a mere surface wound.

She brushed a hand across her right shoulder, thinking of the more severe injuries she’d been given in her life, shuddering slightly at the bleak memory of what happened to her limb.

“Hey! You gonna be in here all day? We got training to do.” Guan said, banging on the door from outside to get Kuvira’s attention.

Kuvira nimbly finished the braid and gave herself a once over to make sure her training attire was suitable for physical activity, before pushing open the door and giving Guan a only partially remorseful bow.

“Sorry, had to fix my hair.” She mumbled, following him down the hallway to the boxing lab and quickly putting her gloves on. 

“Tell me about her mission you’re working on, 423.” Guan said, seamlessly flowing through the punching sequence they were currently working on.

“The usual, gathering intel to bring down Air Temple and trying to kill their operative.” Kuvira replied, striking the padding on Guan’s hands harshly, partially because she was upset about the entire situation and her failure to eliminate Korra but also because Guan refused to call her by her actual name, even though he knew it, some sick result of her not yet earning his respect.

“Trying to? You’ve killed stronger foes quicker than this, there should be no attempt, no trying, only completion.” He said, putting his hands down to give Kuvira a breather. 

“That’s why you got that, not a strong enough follow through.” He said, gesturing to her face with a demeaning chuckle.

Kuvira huffed, gesturing for Guan to come closer so they could keep going, gaze darkening slightly.


  ”Too slow.”



  “Too fast.”



  “Stop pulling your punches! That could get you killed, or stuck with another broken nose.”


Guan was just hurling commands and critiques at Kuvira about her sparring left and right but, as hard as she tried, she couldn’t focus on any of it. All she could think about was how Korra was adamant Kuvira knew nothing about her own organization, claiming she had no heart even though Kuvira thought she was doing all of this to show that she did, fully understanding that her organization’s methods seemed extreme and unconventional for other people in the spy, secret service, and secret intelligence circle. She had tried to shake the sinking feeling after Korra stormed off days ago, but what the Air Temple agent said wouldn’t leave her mind: 


  “You are the type of sick that can’t be fixed, Kuvira, and trust me when I say that you will never get better.”


It made her nauseous to think about, stomach lurching at the thought of what her organization was working towards all being a lie, especially when she worked so hard to defend it all her life.

“That was so weak, 423, come on! If you can’t do better than that maybe you don’t need to be on such a high profile case. After all, a protégé doesn’t stay that way forever.” Guan yelled, completely oblivious to the massive mistake he had just made. When he realized, however, it was too late and Kuvira was coming at him in a fit of rage, breaking the punching sequence in favor of kicking and sending her trainer to fly backwards into the mirror he was standing in front of. As his back hit it, the room went silent, other operatives watching as a thin crack shot up the length of the glass.

“Fuck you!” Kuvira screeched, venom pouring from every syllable. She threw her gloves to the floor and stormed out of the training room, deliberately ignoring the wide eyes of all the other students and trainers in the room that followed her as she left.

“You know, you really should know by now not to provoke her, she’s different than the others. More volatile. ” Zhu li said, offering a hand to Guan to help him stand.

“No kidding. Either she’s gonna be greatest soldier this organization’s ever seen, or the one who will burn it to the ground.” Guan replied, taking his glove off to rub at the blooming bruise forming across his back.

Zhu li adjusted her glasses and turned to face the other operatives in the room.

“Get back to work everyone, I don’t see that kind of power in any of you, yet, and if you ever want that strong you need to keep working.” 

The students, who knew their teacher was referring to how much force it would take to actually crack the mirror, even if only a bit, earnestly returned to their training.

Kuvira stomped down the hallway in a haze, unable to recall how she ended up in a supply closet on the complete opposite side of the headquarters. She didn’t know why she was acting like this, nor did she appreciate the sudden wave of vulnerability. It had never been like her to get so emotional and erratic over a mission, not when she had literally been trained to do the exact opposite since she was eight years old. She sunk to the floor of the dingy closet and wrapped herself into a tight ball, willing the angry thoughts, overwhelming feelings of inadequacy, and unsteady heartbeat to leave her be—to grant her the peace she so desperately wanted at that moment. 

Tears burned at Kuvira’s eyes but she didn’t let them fall—or at least she thought she didn’t—but before long she realized they were not coming out and, regardless of if she wanted them to or not, and she was stuck between a dry sob and a pant, making her chest tighten painfully the more she tried to inhale and the more she failed to do so. It felt like reality was slipping away from her, her vision blurry around the edges even down to what little she could see in the closet. While she desperately felt around the dark hole she’d hidden herself in to grasp something that could ground her, nothing was able to pull her back down. Once that pressure got to be too much, she knew she had to revisit a painful coping mechanism she thought she had given up years ago in order to snap out of it.

Kuvira balled her hand into a fist, nails creating crescents in the skin of her palm from how tight her fist was, and struck her right shoulder as hard as she could. She placed her unclamped hand over her mouth to muffle the scream that tried to crawl up her throat and reeled as her fist ached and throbbed. Her shoulder was unscathed, of course, but the pain in her hand was enough to bring her to. 

She twitched slightly as the pain came and went in waves and finally built up the strength to stand up and push open the closet door once the worst of the ache had worn off (or at least what level she could tolerate). Kuvira would try to promise herself internally that she could never result to shocking her system like that again, but her ego knew it would be in vain—merely an empty promise.

The protégé stepped out of the closet and shut the door softly, refraining from placing too much pressure onto her hand as she leaned her forehead against the metal door. Finally feeling like her throat wasn’t closing in anymore, Kuvira took some slow, deep breaths and, once she felt somewhat back in control of her body again (or at least more than what she had been in the closet), she turned around to walk further down the hall, stopping at the elevator to pull her key card out of her pocket and scan it in order to open the doors. Normally, she would have asked a higher up first to see if the head of the entire organization, not just her wing (The Metal Clan Wing), was available to talk, but something told her that he’d be willing to cut out some time for his esteemed protégé.

The entire ride up to the tallest floor of the building barely registered in Kuvira’s mind, the operative too focused on calming her shaky hands and suppressing the flare up in her wrist as the doors dinged open and she walked up to the intimidatingly tall front desk her boss’ assistant sat in (even into her high school years, walking up the desk still made her shiver.)

“Hello, 423. What can I do for you today?” The assistant said, features kind and welcoming yet expectant, since she knew the operative could only be up here, having used a special clearance key card hand gifted to her, for one reason.

“I need to speak with him. It’s very important.” Kuvira replied, voice steady despite how uneasy she was.

“I figured. You know where to find him—he’s been expecting you.” The assistant said, returning her attention to some paperwork on her desk without a second thought.

Kuvira wondered how the assistant could do that so easily, be so nonchalant about her job like she wasn’t nearly the big man’s right hand man. She also wondered how the woman didn’t even bat an eye at the chill that ran up Kuvira’s spine as she mentioned the boss expecting her. Nevertheless, Kuvira bowed to the woman and walked down the short hallway, hand growing even more unsteady as she reached for the knob to the door she had reached and turned it, letting herself in since the boss had told her how much he hated the cautious knocking she did when she was younger.

“Hello, dear, Kuvira. Come, have a seat, I’m assuming you have something you want to ask me.” The man said, already facing the door with an eerie smile as the girl pushed the door open and walked in. 

The office was mostly windows (bullet proof with unbreakable glass and platinum structuring for extra protection of course) and still felt just as unwelcoming as it had the very first time Kuvira had been invited into it. There were several cultural artifacts depicting various Inuit stories and artwork, but knowing who her boss was, it all felt so detached from the real world. It was truly impossible for Kuvira to think back to how she had been able to stay there for hours in her younger years, gazing out at the city around her with way too much hope, something she was ashamed of herself for doing now.

She sat down in the chair next to where the man stood and waited until he sat on the other side, behind the desk, before she spoke.

“Sir, I would like to ask you something about my mission, if that is acceptable.” Kuvira said, voice monotone but genuine with the smallest hint of anger, something that made the man in front of her interested right away.

“Of course, sweetheart, whatever you need, just ask away.” The man replied, smile never faltering, not even for a moment.

“Ever since you hand picked me for this mission, you’ve told me that eliminating the Air Temple agent is the only way for us to have the freedom to help people the way they need to be helped.”

“That’s right. Even though you failed to dispose of her properly, the mission still stands.” The man replied, eyes cast down to toy with a small glass ball, delicately engraved with a map of the world in it, in his hands.

Kuvira, felt her stomach drop slightly at the acknowledgement of her mistake, image of the scolding she got from the man in front of her the night of flashing in her head briefly—too fast for her to suppress. 

“Yes, I understand that, sir. But something the agent said to me has been, weighing, very heavy in my mind as of late.”

“And what could that be, darling?” He said, halting the movement of the globe though his eyes still rested upon it.

“She said that we’re planning something evil, and that we’re sick and only care about ourselves. Which is utter nonsense, right? I mean, I’m aware that the plan to target a high profile event to scare people into caring more about this planet, and what connection we will lose to it if human behavior doesn’t change, is very unconventional in the eyes of other secret service organizations. But…” She trailed off, fear catching in her throat.

“But what?” The man said, cocking his head slightly.

“But it’s not like we’re actually planning on killing anyone on a wide scale, right? People need to see the error of their ways of course and they can’t do that if they’re dead. So what I’m asking, sir, is that you please just tell me the truth. Because no matter how weak of me it is, I don’t want to believe you’ve lied.” Kuvira replied, unable to stop the tears from gathering in her waterline.

The man finally looked at her, eyes snapping up to hers the moment he sensed she was getting emotional. 

“There, there, Kuvira, don’t get upset.” He said, petting her hair as he did so.

“Please, sir, please just tell me you haven’t lied.” Kuvira said again, ashamed of herself for acting like a child as the tears started to fall. 

“Now, dear. When we first started this mission—no, actually, let me go further, when I first started this organization, the number one goal was to help people. I worked tirelessly to make them see how important our existence here was and how not taking care of the earth and each other, is a one way ticket to get the land to turn on you. I kept at this for many years before I found you, and I have no intention of stopping just because some insignificant Agency has gotten in your head and made you think they can do better.” He continued to pet her head, even brushing some stray tears from her face, just like he did when she was a child.

“Thank you, sir, I knew you would—“

“Hold that thought, dear, I’m not quite finished.” The man said, stopping his petting and walking over to one of the intricate artworks he had framed across his wall. “In the beginning, hurting people, was never on my itinerary.” He walked along the expanse of the wall dauntingly, taking in his prized collection. “More recently however, I’ve realized that being kind, vulnerable,—“, he paused at a picture of an ancient temple, legends describing it as one where monks would be so enlightened and connected to the universe, they’d glide among the clouds, ability to make the wind bend and move with them invisibly, something to be marveled at, “—weak… is no longer a stable plan.” He spat.

Kuvira felt her heart sink.

She turned in her chair slowly, watching as the man picked up a container from his self pushed the top open, swirling his hand in whatever was inside that she couldn’t see from this angle.

“Now, I’ve realized that some people will never learn the error of their ways, not even in death.” The man didn’t even flinch as his skin came in contact with the icy water imported from The North Pole, one of his most praised possessions. “So, their elimination, the mere act of erasing their miserable existence from a world too good for them, is the only way to get others with equally as insignificant and miserable lives to understand something must be done.” He plunged his hand deeper into the water and pulled out a pale blue crystal, the engraving of the mythical spirit, Vatuu, the very elemental representation of darkness and evil, staring right back at him. 

“Even if it is against their will.” He plopped the crystal back into the icy water, stored the container back on the self and put his hands behind back.

“B-but you ca—“

“I what? I can’t? Oh, but I can, darling! And I will. Because someone has to.” He cut the girl off and walked back towards her to stand behind his desk, leaning his hands against it but not sitting down.

The girl was speechless, her entire world having just been flipped upside down at the truth being revealed to her.

“You promised me! Every single time I would break down because I was tired or didn’t want to become what I am today—you said I was meant for something and that it was a blessing!” Kuvira said, tears making her vision blurry and throat sting painfully.

“And you are, my dear! You are meant to serve with me, by my side. You are the strongest soldier I’ve ever seen and I know that you can do this and make me proud.” The man said reaching out for one of the girl’s hands that was resting on the desk.

“Don’t! You’re a liar, Unalaq!” Kuvira could immediately feel the air in the room shift as she lurched back from his touch and she yelled his name, one of the only things she was told to never do in his presence.

“You raised me to believe I was doing the right thing, because you said the right thing was never the easy choice! But that was all a ploy to keep me where you wanted me, wasn’t it!?” She screamed, backing away from the desk as the man’s face set into a deep scowl.

“Yell at me all you want, Kuvira, it’s not gonna change the fact that I did what I did to give you what you needed. Now, since you clearly aren’t in the appropriate headspace right now, I’ll be kind to you. You have two choices here, my dear: you can apologize for raising your voice and calling me by my name instead of ‘sir’, or you can leave my office and come back later to ask for forgiveness.” He said, eyes instilling such a deep fear in Kuvira she thought she’d be physically ill if she looked at him any longer. 

She felt anger bubbling up in her more intensely as she realized she truly had no choice, the only option being to apologize for something she wasn’t sorry for. Kuvira couldn’t explain where the courage from within her to say what she said next came from, but maybe if she had been more of a coward, she’d be in less pain.

“I’m not apologizing for shit! I’m done with you, for good.” She turned around and headed for the door, ears ringing at the fact those words had actually come out of her mouth.

As she reached the door, she heard some rummaging in a drawer and sigh from the man behind her, the abruptness of it stopping her dead in her tracks.

“Spirits, if only you had done what you were told, you’d have it so much easier right now—“ 

Kuvira turned around to ask the man what he meant, one hand still on the door knob as she heard a metallic shot go off. Before she had even registered that Unalaq was holding a dart gun, she felt a white hot pain searing in her abdomen. She looked down and was met with a poison dart, lodged into the left side of her stomach.

“—423.” Unalaq finished his sentence and set the gun down on the desk, positioning it at just the right angle that Kuvira could see what it was labeled: SPIRIT VINES. Just like that all the puzzle pieces in Kuvira’s brain clicked and she bolted out of the office, leaving a stone faces Unalaq to utter something in her absence.

“Good luck, 423, you’ve got an hour left to live.”


  ———present time———


“Oh my god, Tenzin! Help! We need help!” Korra yelled, as loud as she could, picking Kuvira up bridal style and rushing her into the living room.

“Korra what—holy shit! Is that Kuvira!? What happened to her.” Mako screamed, getting the attention of his other friends who took in the scene of Korra carrying in a sickly plale and nearly incapacitated Kuvira. The girl was covered in bruises and scratches from nearly head to toe, was dirty, and was a missing a chunk out of the leg of her pants. Her hair was a nest of clumps and her shirt was also ripped off at the bottom, which would have revealed a ghostly site if it had not been for the placement of her hand over it.

“What the hell!?” Mako yelled, taking in the scene, mouth slack and eyes wide.

“Korra what is going on?” Asami asked, at a slightly lower volume but with just as much panic in her voice, more questions on the absurdity of the situation on the tip of her tongue.

“I don’t know! Can you guys just give me a moment for fucks sake!?” Korra yelled back, frantically scanning the kitchen to try and find a place where she could lay Kuvira down so she could figure out what was wrong with the girl. She decided on the kitchen table and threw everything sitting on the surface onto the floor, carrying Kuvira with one arm as she did so. She could feel trembling but she couldn’t tell if it was her from the weight or the girl in her arms.

“Oh my god what do we do, what do we do!?” Wu babbled, wildly pacing back and forth.

Once the table was cleared, Korra placed Kuvira on it as gently as she could and darted to the bookshelf in the living room. She grabbed the thickest book on the shelf and chucked it to the ground, then she reached for the red button hidden behind it and pressed it firmly, making sure she could hear the faint ringing coming from the hidden mechanism behind it before going back into the kitchen table where Kuvira was writhing in pain, surrounded by the horrified gazes of the rest of Korra’s friends.

“Kuvira! Kuvira? Talk to me, what happened?” Korra said, supporting the girl’s head to keep it steady.

“P-poison, I-I cant…” Was all Kuvira could get out before shouting as another wave of pain shot through her. Korra looked down at the wound, only to find Kuvira’s hand clutching her abdomen harshly.

“You’ve gotta move your hand, Kuvira, I need to see the damage.” Korra pleaded, trying to avoid fighting with Kuvira to asses it.

Kuvira pried one eye open and looked at Korra with the most fear she had ever seen the operative give off. Reluctantly, she let her hand fall from concealing the wound so Korra could see it and faintly registered the sound of a thud happen beside her.

“You’ve gotta be kidding me, Wu!” Bolin said bitterly.

“Did he seriously just faint? At a time like this!” Mako said in a panic, picking up his unconscious boyfriend and carrying him from the kitchen to the couch to give Kuvira some space and hopefully cut out some of the stress.

In the meantime, Korra was eyeing the gnarly wound carefully, unfamiliar with most poisons since her agency outlawed the study and use of them years ago—leaving her unable to immediatley tell what kind it was. The wound had ghastly black lines coming out from the core, presumably filling up Kuvira’s veins like vines and moving painfully in her bloodstream.

“Korra? I heard the emergency alert, what—Spirits! What’s going on here?!” Tenzin stopped in his tracks as he was met with the scene in the kitchen after coming up from the archives room and hearing the emergency bell go off, something the family only pushed if a life and death situation occurred. Tenzin could confirm this situation appeared to be pretty life or death as soon as he laid his eyes on the girl on the table. 

“She was poisoned but I don’t know by what.” Korra said, trying to hold Kuvira down as she thrashed some more at the pain coursing through her veins.

“Move over, let me see.” Tenzin said, pushing past Korra to take a closer look at the wound. The girl’s veins looked almost completely black against her terrifyingly pale skin, she was shaking and with every move the vine-like lines seemed to spread.

“Tui and La!, this is Spirit Vines poison.” Tenzin said, hand over his mouth in complete shock.

“You can’t be serious. They said it was a myth!” Korra yelled, terror written all over her face now that she knew this situation had much higher stakes. Spirit vines poison would cause anyone injected to be sentenced to an hour of agony and torture from hallucinations, loss of motor skills and general control over their entire body, and a whole other plethora of possible symptoms mostly unconfirmed since the poison wasn’t really supposed to exist at all. After an hour of suffering, the poison would cover the entire body in black lines, the toxin seeping into the bloodstream, and kill the victim by stopping the heart. There was only one known sample of an anecdote, and it had been lost to legend.

“When were you injected, dear?” Tenzin asked, fighting as hard as he could to keep his voice steady as to not further alarm the injured girl. 

“Ten. I have ten minutes, l-left.” Kuvira stuttered hoarsely, lines having spread up to her arms now.

“What are we gonna do, Tenzin? If the poison is supposed to be a myth then we don’t have a real antidote at all.” Korra said, voice trembling as she took in how much farther Kuvira was deteriorating. 

“What’s gonna happen to her?” Asami asked, too petrified to move and stand near Kuvira in her current state.

“I’m afraid it’s not good.” Tenzin said somberly. 

He tried to wrack his brain for any solution on what to do, heart feeling just as heavy as it did the moment he thought Korra wasn’t gonna make it back at the possibility the girl would die on the kitchen table. He thought back to what little information he had learned about the poison. He had used to want to go into a study at the agency as a poison specialist but changed career paths once the study of it past basic anecdotes and symptoms was banned. He recalled how he’d been heartbroken at the announcement but Korra’s father, Tonraq, had invited him out that same day with a group of friends to get his mind off of it years ago. Tenzin couldn’t make sense of why such a fond memory was relevant to the situation when suddenly, it hit him.

“Your uncle!” He said, unintentionally causing Kuvira to startle but too focused on pointing to Korra, whom of which eyed him, entirely lost.

“What about him?” Korra asked, completely caught off guard and confused as to what Tenzin was talking about.

“He and your father invited me out to a gathering the night poison studies was banned from being used or studied in our organization. At some point I broke off from the others and was sitting alone. He saw I was upset and after we talked briefly, gave me a vial from around his neck. He said it was the cure to spirit vines poison but we laughed it off as a joke, I don’t know how, but he might have been telling the truth.” Tenzin said, remembering how surprisingly unsettled he had been when the man had initially handed him the “antidote”.

“And you still have it? After all these years and even after he went rogue?” Korra asked.

“I believe so! I’m gonna try to find it, you clean the wound off to make sure there’s no poison of the surface that might get re-injected.” And with that Tenzin bolted out of the kitchen and took the secret elevator at the back of the house all the way down to the archives room.

“How did you let this happen to you? You’re supposed to be indestructible.” Korra whispered to Kuvira as she cleaned the wound, grimacing as Kuvira cried out in pain again. She was overwhelmingly confused as to why she was so terrified for Kuvira’s well-being, especially after everything she had put Korra through herself. To others, a death of the person previously trying to kill you should have been positive—joyous even. Korra looked at Kuvira’s face, black veins halfway up her pale skin now, and knew she wasn’t that cruel. She couldn’t bare to humor the thought of Kuvira dying, even with how infuriated and untrusting she was with the operative.

“I’m nowhere near indestructible, Korra. Not even close.” Kuvira whispered back briefly before another wave of pain shot through her.

Tenzin was wildly throwing open every drawer and cabinet that he could in an effort to find the vial, silently thanking the fact that he’d chosen to move his family into a real house with a private archives room instead of a communal living space, when he was easily able to find the red box he’d stashed it in years ago—saved from being randomly discarded with some other mission artifacts. He had stored the vial away after Korra’s uncle went rouge, disgusted with the man’s actions yet too naive to rid himself completely of what little connection he had to his old friend. He frowned slightly at the depiction of the dark spirit, Vaatu, embalmed into the glimmering box, thinking about how fitting it was for the personality and choices of the man before opening it and retrieving the antidote out. With the vile firmly but carefully clutched in his fist, he ran down to the infirmary and found a needle he could use to inject the liquid into Kuvira’s bloodstream.

When he came back upstairs to the kitchen, Korra was done cleaning the wound and was tapping Kuvira’s face to keep her from passing out. It had taken Tenzin nearly eight minutes to get to the archives room, find the vile, and return to the kitchen and Kuvira’s time was running out.

“Do you really think this is gonna work?” Korra asked, anxiety slightly quelled once the tapping was able to help Kuvira keep her eyes open and stay alert.

“I hope so. I’m still not entirely sure this is actually the antidote, but it’s worth a shot to save a life.” Tenzin said, filing up the needle with the white liquid and tapping it to get rid of the air bubbles.

“I’m afraid this is gonna hurt quite a bit, dear.” Tenzin said, holding the needle over the wound with a steady hand.

“Go for it, I’ve been through worse.” Kuvira said, trying her best to toss Korra a cocky smile even as she felt her conciousness slipping from her again. 

“You’re not helping.” Korra said, mouth quivering as the black lines crept up Kuvira’s cheeks. She placed one hand in one of Kuvira’s and another on the girl’s cheek, skin hauntingly cold to the touch.

“You’re not gonna die, I won’t let you.” Korra whispered, holding onto Kuvira’s hand tightly as tears fell from the operatives eyes. Korra tried not to let her brave face falter when the look in the operatives eyes silently told her that Korra couldn’t control her fate.

“I’m gonna inject you now.” Tenzin didn’t let a single best pass as he inserted the tip of the needle into the preexisting wound and administered its contents.

Kuvira screeched the loudest she had the entire time she’d been fighting to maintain consciousness that night, the sound so broken and weak it made everyone in the room wince. She thrashed around for a bit, not registering the fact that Korra was trying to hold her down or the fact the black lines had finally made it up to just under her eyes. Everyone held their breaths as the convulsing died down and the injured girl slumped, going completely still.

The entire room was silent, everyone as equally anxious by the lack of movement from the girl on the table, a stark contrast to how she had been since she’d arrived at Korra’s home.

“Kuvira?” Korra whispered, brushing a finger across the girl’s cheek, her hands shaking the longer Kuvira went without movement. 

“Kuvira?” Korra called, a little louder this time as she studied the girl for any type of movement.

“Is she…?” Asami said, still frozen in place at the modest distance from the table she had started the entire ordeal in.

“Come on, wake up. Please, please wake up.” Korra pleaded, tears falling down her face as she reaches out and felt Kuvira’s pulse, fingers being met with ice cold skin and no heartbeat.

Tenzin placed a hand on Korra’s shoulder as she broke down into sobs, hand placed on Kuvira’s falling to her side. The rest of those in the room were left in various states of shock and devastation as the stillness from Kuvira matched the stillness in the air.

If Korra had been anyone else, someone not as highly trained or someone severely less observant, she would’ve missed the smallest, most weak squeeze of her hand. Korra’s eyes shot open and Kuvira came too with a large, heavy gasp for air, her chest heaving as she breathed in several stinging gulps. The entire room began to breathe again, life being forced back into the air at the relief of Kuvira being alive.

“I’ve got you, you’re safe, you’re ok.” Korra whispered, pulling Kuvira to her chest as the girl’s heavy gasps turned into broken sobs. Korra was once again overwhelmed with how all encompassing Kuvira’s behavior was—Kuvira clinging onto Korra tightly with so much force it almost caused to Korra to fall backwards. Once Kuvira’s cries started to die down, Tenzin suggested taking Kuvira into Korra’s room so the girl could rest, undoubtably exhausted from nearly dying moments prior. 

Sure enough, after Korra carried Kuvira off and placed her in bed, the girl immediately passed out, leaving Korra to gaze at her from the entrance to the room with a mix of sadness and relief. 

They had much to talk about but for now, all Korra wanted was for Kuvira to find some sort of peace after all that she had been through.
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Update: heyyy so I fixed a lot of the mistakes in here and I’m planning to continue writing this story this upcoming week!! I took a break after posting so there will be NO update in korvira week since this being posted in the first place was my participation! Thank you everyone for reading and I hope you guys like what is coming up for this story!!

        




6. The Truth.

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra has to face the music and come clean to her friends about the reality of her life. She’s relieved she doesn’t have to lie anymore, but that solace is short lived once her and Asami have a rough conversation about how dangerous Kuvira truly is.

          


    
    After shutting the door to her room softly, as to not disturb Kuvira any further, Korra leaned her hands against it with a sigh. She knew that returning to the living room meant she would immediately be met with the looks of three (maybe four, depending on if Wu had come to yet or not) horrified faces from the entire frenzy that had just occurred and, to be brutally honest, Korra was fucking terrified.

Korra took an oath when she became a spy to swear to never discuss her job or organization with anyone outside of the secret intelligence circle and now that her friends had been present for the entire ordeal with Kuvira, she had no choice but to break that. She knew that it was selfish, but Korra couldn’t force herself to keep this hidden from her friends anymore, unable to bare looking them in the eyes and lying to them once more. Her friends meant everything to her and by telling them anything, she was putting them in danger but if she said nothing, brushed it under the rug, they’d never let it go or trust her ever again.


  It was a lose lose situation.


Korra brushed a sweaty hand through her hair and took a deep breath, pushing off of the door on her exhale she and marching to the kitchen, trying to maintain as much strength as she could to prepare herself for the worst.

“She’s asleep. You were right, she passed out as soon as her head hit the pillow.” Korra said, making eye contact with Tenzin in a weak attempt to ignore the quizzical eyes of her friends.

“Good. I’ll make sure to keep an eye on her, but for right now i need to try and make sense of this poison. It’s existence isn’t good for any organization and since we have the only operative known to man to have ever been injected and survive is currently inside of our home, there could be targets on our backs very soon.” Tenzin informed, tone not exactly worried, but not exactly hopeful either. He picked the needle up off of the table after wrapping it in some paper towels and walked over to Korra.

“Don’t be too afraid, Korra. Those kids are your friends and I’m sure they’ll learn to understand what you’re about to tell them someday. They care about you too much not to try.” Tenzin whispered, quickly patting Korra’s shoulder to offer her some much needed support before leaving her alone in the kitchen, four sets of expecting eyes on her (seems like Wu had woken up after all).

Korra pushed down the lump already building in her throat and headed into the living room, timidly sitting on the arm of the love seat while eyeing her friends nervously.

“What just happened, Korra? None of this is making any sense.” Mako questioned, brows furrowed and face set in a a look of worry (from what Korra read as him pleading with her to sincerely tell him the truth).

“Who are you? What, are you?” Asami added, looking much more hurt than Mako had.

Bolin and Wu stayed silent, eyes both set on a random spot in the room that was anything but Korra.

“I know you guys are scared but this whole situation, I was too, but I promise you we’re all safe now, even Kuvira.” Korra promised, hoping the feigned certainty in her voice would be enough to convince everyone else not to be afraid.

“That doesn’t answer our questions.” Asami bit harshly, brows now furrowed like Mako’s had been but playing on the edge of a scowl rather than a look of concern.

Korra winced at the tone, but, expecting at least one of them to be angry with her, she reluctantly pushed on, only slightly less confident than she had been before.

“Well, to answer your question, Asami: I’m still Korra Kuruk. I’m still me, just a bit more than what I’ve told you. For starters, I didn’t come here because my parents are traveling the world for work, I came to this school, this city, because it was my assignment to do so.” Korra said, reflecting on how she had told the group her manufactured life story the first day she had met them. 


  ———two years ago———


Korra kept her head down, eyes nearly staring holes into her soup thermos as she avoided making contact with anyone who happened to look her way in the cafeteria.

It was only her first day at this new school and she had to admit, being in a real high school, going off of “homeschool” at Air Temple her whole life, was jarring to say the least. All she wanted to do was find this stupid operative so she could escape the unfamiliar feeling of being the outsider, something she hadn’t expected to hit her so hard when she was first given this assignment.

“Excuse me?” A kind, feminine voice said to her.

Korra cursed herself internally for not bringing headphones with her that day to help her look like she didn’t want to be bothered, and slowly looked up, eyes landing on the girl standing in front of her.

“Hi! I’m Asami Sato and, not in a bad way or anything, but you’re sitting at our table.” The most beautiful girl Korra had seen said to her, genuine smile on Asami’s face widening slightly as Korra blushed.

“Oh, I’m sorry I can move if you want me—“

“No, no! It’s fine, we can just sit with you, if you don’t mind if course!” Asami said, cutting Korra off while gesturing to the two boys standing behind her. Korra’s blush deepened as she made brief contact with both of them, apparently everyone in this school was a model or something.

“Uh, yeah. Sure! I don’t mind.” Korra replied, nervously combing a hand through her long brown hair. To be entirely honest, she had never loved the cut of it, never feeling like it was entirely her, since she had outgrown her favorite cultural styles, but it helped her feel closer to her family since she moved so far away from them so she embraced the long look. 

“You’re new right?” One of the boys asked, sitting down beside her and taking out a sandwich and immediately biting into half of it.

“Yep, it’s my first day.” Korra replied.

“Yikes, I remember my first day, it was brutal.” The other boy said to her other side, scribbling away at some worksheet that looked to be like an overdue assignment.

“Just between you and me, he got so nervous on the way there he vomited in his backpack.” The first boy said, hand next to his mouth like he was whispering even though his volume didn’t decrease in the slighted.

“Oh, come on, Mako! You totally didn’t have to tell her that!” The second boy whined, tossing his pencil at, who Korra had just found out was Mako, before reaching into his back to pull out another one when he missed. 

“Don’t mind them, they’re brothers. They do that all the time! Lanky one with the pointy hair is Mako and the beefy one with the curly hair is Bolin.” Asami said, pointing to the boys with a slight snark in her voice.

“Sup.” Mako said.

“Hey.” Bolin said.

“Hi, I’m Korra.” She greeted back. Korra always thought it was weird how Tenzin forbade her from using a fake name (something about a falsified identity being hard to back up and maintain for an indefinite amount of time) but she really couldn’t complain since she was saved from getting stuck with a shitty mission name for who knows how long.

“So, what brings you to our lovely school two months into sophomore year?” Asami asked, taking a sip of the soda she had just pulled out of her bag.

“My parents. They travel a lot for work so I’m staying with a family friend until they’re back in the country.” Korra said, just like she had rehearsed.

“Cool! What do they do?” Asami asked, face lighting up the more she heard Korra speak.

“A bunch of networking and everything, they work for a communications company so they’re on the move recruiting and stuff a lot.” Korra replied, awkwardly spinning her spoon in her cold soup as she told Asami the lie. She had never been the best at lying and turns out she only got worse after being given such a high profile mission.

“That sounds awesome. My dad and I travel all the time in the summer when he’s not busy working, so I love hearing about other people that travel too!” Asami replied, taking another sip of her drink.

“Not hungry?” Mako asked, looking at Korra as she spun her spoon around her soup.

“Not tasty. Packed my lunch last night so I wouldn’t forget to do it this morning and now my soup is ice cold.” Korra replied, recalling how she thought she was doing herself a favor, but was actually doing herself a disservice instead.

“You can have my other slice, if you’d like. I usually never eat it anyway.” Mako said, referring to the other half of the sandwich.

“You sure?” Korra asked hesitantly.

“Positive!” Mako replied, nudging the container closer to Korra so she could take the slice.

“Thank you!” She was thankful for Mako’s kindness.

“No problem, to new friends?” He said, holding his half gone sandwich up for a cheers.

“To new friends.” She said, smiling softly as they brought their respective sandwich slices together and each took a bite.

It felt nice to Korra—to be around people who her own age who were so sincere and welcoming. Even if she knew she should be cautious getting close to anyone out of the possibility they could be her target or be directly connected to her target, having friends didn’t seem so bad to her at all.

“No way! Don’t tell me it’s only lunch and you guys already snagged the hot new girl!?” A male voice said a little too loudly from behind their table, causing all of the inhabitants to flinch, especially Korra who almost choked on a bite of her sandwich half, at the statement since she was the aforementioned “hot new girl”.

“Ugh, Wu, you gotta stop talking about chicks like that.” Bolin said, in the process of putting his pencil and worksheet away into his back pack.

“Chicks?” Asami groused, raising a brow in Bolin and Wu’s direction, giving them the most annoyed look Korra had seen appear on her face since they’d sat down.

“Damn, I walked right into that one, huh?” Bolin said, nervously rubbing at the back of his neck.

“Sure did.” Asami replied, opening a bag of chips she’d gotten from her bag and popping one into her mouth.

“Anyways…Greetings, m’lady! Where have you been all my life?” The one who Korra presumed was Wu, said to her, dramatic bow and kiss of her hand leaving her nearly speechless.

“Very far away from here.” Korra replied, pulling her hand away, completely shocked yet oddly humored by the the boy’s act.

“Thank, Raava you’re here now then. My name is Prince Wu, but for a lady as pretty as yourself, you can call me Wu.”

“Wow, I feel so special.” Korra deadpanned.

“Come on, dude, cut it out and sit down, you’re being weird.” Mako said firmly, tapping Wu on the stomach to get him to sit down next to Asami.

The boy sat down and pulled out a luxury brand mini backpack before reaching into it and retrieving his lunch.

“Woah, is he really a prince or something?” Korra whispered to Mako, surprised that the boys lunch bag was at the very least worth an arm and a leg.

“In his own head maybe. His name is Wu comma prince, and he’s just rich and spoiled.” Mako whispered back.

“Are you talking about me, Mako?” Wu asked, eyes squinting quizzically as he cut up a piece of steak from his lunch box.

“In your dreams, pretty boy.” Mako teased.

“So you do think I’m pretty! I knew it!” Wu said in response, not even phased by the blush on his own cheeks as he was too busy pointing at Mako’s.

“I never said that!” Mako stated, voice cracking.

“Yes you most certainly did!” Wu challenged, pointing his fork at Mako accusingly.

Korra met Asami’s eyes with a puzzled look and was met with a shrug, like this kind of behavior from the two of them was a regular occurance.

“You’ll get used to it all that at some point. Welcome to the team!” Bolin said, brightly, nudging her shoulder cheerfully.


  ———present day———


“But why? And what do you mean by assignment?” Wu said, gaze cast down to toy with the expensive rings on his fingers to avoid meeting Korra’s eyes.

“Because I’m a spy. I work for the Air Temple agency and my assignment here was to bring in an operative for questioning. I’ve been training to put my life on the line for others since I was twelve, my parents aren’t traveling the world for networking, and this is the highest profile mission I’ve ever received, meaning there’s a lot ridding on it.” Korra confessed, words hanging heavy in the still air.

There was a pregnant pause, the gears in the heads of each of her friends turning at different speeds to try and connect the dots.

“So that flipping or whatever you did at lunch that one day, with the tray…” Bolin said.

“And the fight with that guy…” Mako added.

“It wasn’t movies?” Wu asked, finally making eye contact with Korra to gawk at her.

“No. Those were all results of how I’ve been trained.” Korra said, brushing a piece of her short hair out of her face.

“Who was the operative?” Asami asked, expression less hurt and angry and more unsettlingly unreadable.

“Kuvira. I was supposed to detain her.” Korra answered, confidence wavering again as her friends looked at her in various states of shock.

“Why? Did she do something wrong? D-Did she hurt you?” Asami questioned, tone dipping slightly at the prospect that Kuvira could’ve caused Korra harm without her knowing.

“Her organization has some information mine needs.” Korra knew she was being vague and dancing around a detailed answer, but part of her couldn’t help but try to protect Kuvira from the unknown reactions Korra’s friends might have. If they wanted to hurt her, she’d have to stop them, and that would cause an even bigger mess than she could handle.

“Are you one of the good guys?” Wu asked, slightly scooting away from Korra since he wasn’t so sure of her answer yet.

“Yes, or at least I’d like to think so. Me, Tenzin, Pema, Jinora, Ikki, even Meelo, our whole family, works to keep those who want to do innocents harm from gaining the power to do so. There are countless plots we’ve stopped and countless criminals we’ve apprehended that makes a difference in this world. I promise im telling the truth about all of this, I wouldn’t lie to you guys.” Korra said, hoping her sincerity was enough for her friends to truly believe her.

“That’s funny since that’s all you’ve been doing since we’ve met you.” Asami snapped, arms crossed and eyes angry.

Korra paused and looked at the floor, too ashamed of herself to look Asami in the eyes.

“Was it apart of your mission to become our friends? Like, were we just damage control—to make it look like you fit in?” Bolin questioned dejectedly, expression looking so hurt and betrayed it made Korra curl in on herself further in shame.

“Never. I was fully ready to just be a loner until I located the operative and completed my mission. In fact, it would’ve been easier to stay isolated and alone. But then I met you guys and I realized how badly I needed you in my life. I know that I’ve lied and I know that you have every right to not believe or trust me ever again, but, I love you guys so deeply that I won’t stop trying to make it up to you.” Korra stood up and walked over to where all of her friends were sitting on the couch, abstaining from sitting down and keeping a respectful distance from them so they didn’t feel like they were being cornered.

“Are you in danger, Korra? Is someone coming for you? And, please be honest, don’t lie to us again.” Mako said, looking at Korra with the most distress she had ever seen him display in his entire life.

“Maybe, maybe not, right now it’s hard to say. But none of that matters to me, what matters is what you guys are feeling.” Korra was truly being honest. In her mind, she didn’t know where she and Kuvira stood, she didn’t know if their missions even mattered anymore, she didn’t know if anyone outside of the people in her house even knew if Kuvira was alive or not, so she couldn’t say for sure if she was in anymore danger right now than she had always been in her line of work.

“By telling you about what I do, you could be at risk if any of my agency’s enemies found out. So just say the word and I’ll pack up and go home, that way no harm would come your way and you could just forget you even met me.” Korra struggled to swallow the lump pushing it’s way up her throat at the thought of losing her friends and at the thought of abandoning her mission, her oath, and her code.

“I’m so incredibly sorry I didn’t tell you guys the truth.” She could feel the tears fall down her face before she even registered that she was being hugged.

Four sets of arms wrapped their way around her, holding her tightly as she sniffled and shook. No one said anything for quite some time, all of them just basking in the much needed group hug.

“We could never forget you, Korra. We love you too.” It was Bolin who spoke first, of course, being the most emotional out of all of them.

“You’re not getting rid of us that easily, not a chance.” Wu chuckled, voice light but heartfelt.

“Yeah, you mean way too much to us to let you go.” Mako added, his own voice trembling slightly at the emotion in his words.

“I don’t entirely understand what all of this means, but I know you would’ve told us earlier if you could’ve. I forgive you.” Asami said, hugging Korra the tightest out of all of them which was fitting, since Asami’s forgiveness meant the most to her.

They stood in the bundle for a little while longer until Asami pulled away.

“Wait.” She said brows furrowed as she thought.

“What is it?” Korra asked.

“If your job is to take down the bad guys and find their operatives and Kuvira is the operative you had to question, and you say you’re of the good guys…doesn’t that mean that mean Kuvira is evil?” Asami said.

All Korra could do was stare at her for a a few seconds, face blank and mouth opening and closing idiotically as she tried to come up with an explanation that would cause the least amount of unrest. When she realized she couldn’t, and that she would have to tell her friends what Kuvira had done to her, she knew she had to get them as far away from her as possible, just in case they wanted answers directly from the sleeping source.

“We have a whole training base downstairs, come on, I’ll give you guys the tour.” Korra said, turning away and immediately walking towards the end of the hall. Her friends followed, all slightly confused (especially Asami, who took Korra’s silence as the answer she wanted minus the explanation she needed) by Korra’s sudden shift in behavior. 

Korra moved several paces faster than her friends so she could get to her room before they even made it around the corner. She hurriedly pushed the door open, twisted the lock, and shut the door, locking Kuvira away inside just as Asami came up behind her. 

“Where are we going?” Asami asked, completely unaware of what Korra had just done.

“This way, there’s a door at the end of the hallway that opens to the elevator.” Korra replied, leading her friends deeper into the house and farther away from Kuvira. Maybe she was being paranoid, thinking that her friends would try to cause any harm to Kuvira (especially since they didn’t have any reason until now to believe the girl was anything but sweet and innocent) but she couldn’t risk allowing any tension that may or may not be building to explode—no one else needed to get physically hurt that night.

“It’s kind of crazy how you have an elevator and we had no idea.” Mako mentioned.

“Yeah, how many floors are there?” Bolin questioned.

“Can’t be more than mine of course. How many you got? Like four, five?” Wu asked, tone mostly playful with a very obvious hint of cockiness.

“Eleven. Tenzin’s got a pretty big salary.” Korra answered, chuckling faintly at the disbelief on Wu’s face, his massive house only having seven floors to combat Korra’s eleven.

“I thought you said it was a mini training base, Korra!” Wu sputtered, game entirely thrown off at the fact he had been over at Korra’s multiple times, boasting about his father adding a new level to his home, while being entirely unaware he was making a fool of himself.

By that time, they had made to the door housing the false closet that concealed the elevator. Korra opened the door, punched in the code to make the false back of the closet slide away, and smiled at the bewildered looks on her friends’ faces as the elevator doors were revealed.

“And It is! But our actual head quarters is still bigger than your mansion though, Wu, just in case you wanted to know that too.” Korra smirked, pushing the eighth button on the key pad after deciding to skip all the work rooms and vaults in favor of going to the lower level floors.

The ride down was mostly silent, only a few questions here and there about what rooms they were going to see and what rooms they weren’t.

“I can’t take you to any of the floors in the middle or the two levels under them since those are higher clearance vaults and safe houses for the witness protection program. But, I can show you,—“ the doors dinged open and the gang stepped out into a modest from displaying several trophies and awards, the walls covered in various ribbons of honor and pictures of ceremonies, “—the trophy room! Especially since it’s my favorite.” Korra let the team get off the elevator before she did, quietly trailing behind them as they took everything in.

“Some of this stuff goes back decades, Korra! How long has your agency been operating?” Mako asked, reading an article about an achievement ceremony attended by some group called the white lotus thirty years prior.

“A very long time. There’s different branches and everything and some have been around way longer than others.” Korra replied, smiling softly at the header photo of her former teachers as Mako skimmed the article.

“Is this you?! You look so tiny!” Bolin voiced cheerfully, beaming at the framed photo of Korra striking a fighting pose in clothes much too big for her that hung on the wall.

“Yeah! That’s the day I successfully completed the preparation class that lets you go into spy training. I scored the highest grade on the written test so I got my picture taken.” Korra hadn’t looked at the photo in quite some time so revisiting the look of accomplishment plastered on her face made her feel nostalgic.

“Who’s this? And why does it look like an alter?” Asami said, staring sorely at a large framed photo on a small table, leaning against the wall surrounded by tea light candles.

“His name was General Iroh. Junior, named after one of Tenzin’s father’s mentors.” Korra explained solemnly, heart feeling heavy as he looked at the photo of her old acquaintance.

“What happened to him? This alter, it feels so personal, so sad.” Asami asked, brushing her hand across the wilting flowers and catching one of the petals as it fell from the stem.

“He was killed in the line of duty, the youngest in our organization to ever be. The reason he has an alter is because he was also the first member to be eliminated by an operative known as the Metal Bender.” Korra replied, walking over to Asami to stand beside her at the alter.

She hadn’t known Iroh for long and they were never super close, but his death left more of a mark on Korra than she wanted to admit, especially since it led to her being placed on Kuvira’s case a few years down the line, even younger and even less experienced than he had been.

“Operative?” Asami muttered the word under her breath like she was trying to figure out why it left such a bad taste on her tongue. She looked over and saw a faint engraving on the corner of the frame, slightly hard to make out, but legible enough that she could faintly make out what it said: “Died a hero, never once failing to put his life on the line to stop evil.”

Asami dropped the flower petal into the open flame of one of the candles unknowingly and turned to Korra by her side.

“Korra, is Kuvira the Metal Bender?” Asami’s face looked like she had seen a ghost.

Korra just looked at the girl with wide, guilty eyes, silence once again unintentionally being enough of an answer than any words she could’ve said would have been.

Asami opened her mouth to say something but was cut off by Korra gasping at the small tea light flame that had doubled in size on the table. Once Korra looked down and saw the burning flower petal, she leaned over and blew it and all of the other ones out, making a mental note to suggest to Tenzin that switching to battery powered candles might prevent any fires from starting, as the candles were usually left unattended.

“Guys! Uh, let’s get back on the elevator, the training room is like, ten times cooler than this one, I promise.” Korra hastily rushed over to the elevator doors and waited until her friends got on before pressing the button that would take them down to the training room floor. She ran a hand through her hair agitatedly and tried to ignore the daggers she could feel Asami was staring into the back of her skull.

“Now this is what I’m talking about! If our school had a spring loaded floor like this, the wrestling team might actually want to put in the work at practice.” Bolin exclaimed, slipping off his shoes to bounce around as soon as Korra told him upon stepping off the elevator, that it was gymnastics grade flooring.

“That doesn’t mean you’d guys actually win anything though, you’re the best one on the team, Bo, and no one else fights as hard as you do.” Mako said, back turned to his brother as he picked up some nunchucks from a bar of different padded training weapons.

“True that.” Wu said, posing obnoxiously and checking himself out in the wall length mirror.

Asami stayed silent.

“What do you guys usually do in here?” Mako asked, swinging the nunchucks around with interest yet still with a level of caution, even if they were padded.

“The younger kids are working up to weapons clearance but Jinora and I do tumbling passes and flexibility training. Since I’m usually working on my assignment and going to school, I don’t have as much time to train outside of the usual working out everyday—Jinora is ready to be at headquarters full time, but she’s finishing out the rest of her academic year first.” Korra replied taking the nunchucks from Mako’s hands and placing them back on the bar before he hurt himself. 

“Oh come on, I know how nunchucks work, I’m not gonna hurt myself.” Mako grumbled.

“You’d be surprised how hard it is to control those things, especially the ones that are pure metal, so until you pass weapons training two, the chucks stay on the bar, my friend.” Korra snickered, setting the weapon back onto the bar and nudging Mako’s shoulder to get him to cheer up.

“Can you show us? Like a real quick backflip or something?” Wu asked, coming over to the two of them to wrap an arm around Mako’s waist.

“Yeah! You’ve told us all the scary stuff about being a spy but you haven’t done any tricks or shown us any cool gadgets.” Bolin added.

“Fine, I’ll show you but, I’m warning you, it’s not my strongest suit.” Korra replied, taking off her shoes and socks and placing them on the edge of the floor before doing a couple stretches and rolls of her wrists. She took a breath, loosened any tension that could be stuck in her body, and cleared her mind.

Korra performed a nearly perfect round off, back-hand spring, layout, step out just as she’d done in training when she was Jinora’s age. It wasn’t too advanced for her, but she still smiled at the praise she received from her friends when she completed the sequence (with a perfect finish, mind you).


  “That was crazy!”



  “You are seriously like a ninja or something.”



  “Just watching you made me get out of breath, I can’t even imagine how it must have felt!”


Mako, Bolin, and Wu seemed to be impressed but Asami stayed silent, jaw clenched as she avoided eye contact with Korra.

“Wasn’t that totally insane, Asami?” Wu asked, still clapping for Korra and singing her praises.

“Don’t know, was kinda too distracted by the fact that Korra is housing a deadly criminal in her bedroom right now to pay attention.” The remark was curt and harsh, immediately causing the mood in the room to dwindle.

“Korra, what’s she talking about?” Mako mused.

Once again, unsure on how to explain who exactly Kuvira was, Korra dismissed it.

“Uh, l-let me put my shoes and stuff back on and I can show you guys the pool!” The response was unbelievable and guilty sounding but Korra tried to move fast enough that her friends would follow her first and ask questions later. 

“Hell no!” Asami yelled, curse echoing off the walls of the training room loudly. “Why are you still lying, Korra? You just said that you feel sorry from keeping stuff from us and you just keep doing it!”

“Asami, I—“

“I thought I was supposed to be your best friend and we could tell each other almost anything, or did that stop after you dumped me and I just didn’t take the hint?” Asami shouted, cutting Korra off and causing everyone in the room to immediately get uncomfortable at the mention of the girls’ breakup.

“Guys,” Korra turned to the boys all standing wide eyed in the corner of the room, “can you please give us a minute alone? Go up to the fourth floor and as soon as the elevator doors open you should see Tenzin. Knock on the windows so he can let you in because if you try to open the door without a key card you’ll get electrocuted.” Korra said, tone firm with a sense of urgency.

“L-like in a threat kind of way?” Wu asked, clutching onto Mako’s arm as he trembled.

Korra huffed and rolled her eyes, “No, Wu. Like in a security measure kind of way.”

“Whew, thank Raava! I thought it sounded kinda funny that someone as passive as Tenzin would actually try to hurt us!” Bolin chimed in, wiping a bead of sweat off of his forehead.

“Tenzin is the highest trained hand to hand combat specialist in our force, I promise you if he wanted you dead, it’d only take one jab. Now, out! Please.” Korra glowered, ashamed she snapped at her friends but more concerned with having this inevitable conversation with Asami.

The boys quickly hurried off, getting into the elevator and riding it all the way up to the fourth floor.

“I just don’t understand why you’re acting this way, Korra. If she’s dangerous then you’re complicit!” Asami shouted angrily.

“That’s not how it is, Asami…” Korra testified.

“Why are you so hell bent on protecting her!?” Asami was only getting angrier at Korra’s lack of explanation and it was consistently reflected in the tone and volume of her voice.

“Because she just a kid!” Korra could feel her own voice reverberating through the room with how loud she had screeched. Asami, took a step backwards, frightened by the fury in Korra’s voice.

“We all are! Just because we’re legally adults doesn’t mean we understand anything about the real world—take that from someone who knows! I don’t know what she’s been through or what side she’s on at the moment and it’s not like I can turn her in until I question her about her organization, as it would be a direct violation of my mission to not follow through. Besides, how else am I supposed to react when I just watched her heart damn-near stop in her chest on my kitchen table?!”

Both girls were speechless, too stunned by the way they were speaking to each other to think for a moment.

Asami closed her eyes, putting her head in her hands with a broken sigh.

“Have you fought her before? Seen what she’s capable of first hand?” Asami mumbled, voice barely above a whisper.

“Yes, I have. I thought I wouldn’t make it out alive.” Korra confessed, tired of sugar coating the truth.

Asami grimaced, eyes watering, “Was that the day you had said you had that bad dream? The night after your first day of detention where you said something happened to us?” Asami stepped a little closer to Korra now, lip quivering.

“Yes, it was.” Korra answered, eyes yet again cast to the floor in shame.

“Fuck, Korra! How do you still want to protect her after that?! And how didn’t I pick up on any of your off behavior?” Asami swore, wiping the tears from her eyes roughly.

They stayed silent for another beat, Korra trying her best to hold in the sob trying to push its way out of her throat. She knew of course that she got off easy before since the boys had asked less questions about Kuvira than Asami did, but having to hash this tough conversation out with Asami was also something she should’ve saw coming.

Asami wiped her eyes again and suddenly snapped her gaze up to Korra, eyes large and terrified. She rushed over to the other girl and grabbed her arm, rolling up her long sleeve to reveal the still healing cut Korra got the day of the fight, during the fire drill earlier in the week.

“T-This wasn’t the fence, was it? It was her.” Asami snarled, remembering how odd it had been to see Kuvira in the bathroom that day as she breathed unevenly gripped Korra’s arm firmly.

Korra knew she didn’t exactly need to answer, the look on her face being clear enough.

“Yes, it was her…” Korra affirmed, tears falling down her own face now.

Asami dropped her arm and immediately attempted to make a dash for the elevator doors. Fortunately, Korra was quicker and stronger, allowing her to get to the doors first and block Asami from getting through them.

“Kuvira was doing her job, Sami, just like I was! She could’ve killed me but she didn’t.” Korra yelled, voice strained as she attempted to keep Asami from leaving the training room.

“Do you really think that means anything!?” Asami shouted, still trying to fight Korra to get past the door.

“Yes! I do! Especially considering she’s killed before and could easily do it again!” Korra said, putting her arms down once Asami stopped trying to get around her.

“I’m just so scared for you, Korra, what if the faith you have in her is futile? What if she snaps and turns on you? How could you not want more answers!?” Asami cried, face flushed red from how worked up she was.

“Because it would be just another day in the office. My line of work is dangerous but it’s what I signed up for, what I chose to do. I have to accept that.” Korra retorted.

There was a long pause, Asami staring at the floor with a pensive look until she turned away and sauntered over to a bench against the wall, sitting down solemnly. Korra soon joined her, leaving a bit of space between them so, yet again, Asami didn’t feel cornered.

“Is that…” Asami began, voice weak and hoarse from all of the yelling.

“Is what?” Korra questioned, concerned. 

Asami sighed and turned to face Korra, “Is that why we didn’t work out?”

“Because of Kuvira? No! Spirits, no. Of course not.” Korra replied, trying to sound as true it sincere as she possibly could.

“No, Korra. Not that. Like, did we break up because of your job, was that it?” Asami asked, expression sorrowful and tone so heartbroken it made Korra’s heart ache.

“It is. I was just so terrified of something happening to me that would cause me to leave you in the dust or worse, something or someone coming after you to do you harm, that I couldn’t risk it. Then, at some point, I realized I valued your friendship too much to put anymore strain on our relationship and knew that we’d work better platonically.” Part of Korra was relieved she had finally released that burden and came clean to Asami, but another part of her was disappointed it took so long for her to do so, putting the exact strain she had been trying to avoid directly onto their relationship.

She expected Asami to stay quiet and think on Korra’s words for a while, so when the other girl pulled Korra into a tight hug, Korra was shocked.

“I agree.” Asami breathed.

“About what?” Korra asked over the girl’s shoulder, still hugging Asami tightly.

“That we work better as friends.” Asami pulled away and wiped another tear from her face. “I can’t say that I understand all of this or that I love all the secrets, or that I have as much hope in Kuvira as you do, especially not that. But I think I’m starting to realize it’s not really my place and that you can handle this. I’m really sorry I blew up on you, I just hated feeling like I was a fool for trying to stay friends after we split when  it seemed like you were done with me all together.” 

“And I’m sorry I made you feel that way. I love you, Asami, and I hate that when I was trying to protect you, I just hurt you more instead. I’m going to make it a priority to never make that mistake again.” Korra apologized, taking Asami’s hands in her own.

“I know, Kor, and this time, I actually do believe you.” Asami smiled for the first time since the group hug from earlier and Korra smiled back, just as relieved that the two of them had fully made amends. 

“Hey, guys! Hate to break up this touching reconciliation session, but Tenzin sent me to tell you that Kuvira’s awake and she’s asking for you, Korra.” Bolin said, leaning out of the elevator doors to relay the news to the two girls.

Korra quickly put her shoes back on and gave Asami a tight hug before they both made their way over to the doors to join Bolin.

“Wait, Asami! There’s something else I just remembered I have to tell you. Bo, can you give us a second?” Korra asked.

The boy nodded and turned away from them and plugged his ears, beginning to loudly sing some song neither Korra nor Asami recognized to prevent him from hearing their conversation.

“I was gonna ask him to hit the close door button then just, open them when we were done, but I guess that works too?” Korra said, completely used yet still a little in awe  y the way her friend’s brain worked. Asami laughed, bright and openly at the much needed comedic relief of the situation, and followed Korra as they briefly stepped away from the doors.

“I don’t want you to be like, totally super alarmed by this, but I still though I should tell you that Kuvira has, for lack of a better word, threatened your life a few times while I’ve been on mission.” Korra confessed awkwardly, entirely unsure if she’d have to stop Asami from getting angry all over again or not.

 All the color drained from Asami’s face at once and for a moment, Korra genuinely though the girl was gonna pass out.

“I said not to be alarmed!” Korra said, trying to pacify her friend’s panic.

“Yeah like that’s not alarming at all!” Asami yelled back.

“Ok, ok! I definitely should’ve led with the explanation, that’s on me! That’s my bad! Basically the day we fought in the bathroom, Kuvira told me that if I ever performed a certain, uh, top secret combat tactic on her again that she’d hurt you, but I promise that’s only because she wanted to scare me. If she tried to kill anyone else, especially the daughter of Hiroshi Sato, one of the most famous engineers like, ever, it would bring unwanted attention to her organization. Which is big trouble for everyone involved, not just her.”

Asami looked at Korra blankly but since some of the color had actually returned to her face, Korra assumed that she wasn’t as terrified as she had just been.

“The other time wasn’t even life threatening to be honest, you weren’t in any real danger.” Korra continued.

“Why doesn’t that make me feel any better?” Asami said in a huff.

Korra sighed and continued her explanation. “When we were walking into lunch one day, I saw a red laser dot appear on your back and I kinda sorta thought you were about to be snipped by Kuvira…” If it was even possible, Asami’s face became more stunned. 

Korra quickly cut in to continue explaining, “But! But, wait, but then, when I confronted her, she assured and showed me it was just a laser pointer trick to get my attention. I know those both sound like really horrifyingly scary but I promise I won’t let anything happen to you, ever.”

“Even if Kuvira is the one trying to hurt me?” Asami asked, voice stern.

“Especially if it’s her. And you have my word on that.” 

Asami could tell that her friend was dead serious and, even with the stakes, some of her nerves were somehow quelled by the explanation. 

“Sorry I waited until, like, the last moments after we had done the whole forgiveness and truth thing to tell you about it, but to be entirely honest, I didn’t exactly know how to bring something like that up naturally…” Korra said, awkward half smile playing at her lips.

Asami was able to chuckle slightly before playfully nudging Korra’s shoulder. “I don’t think there was ever going to be a perfect time to bring something like that up, so I guess it could’ve been way worse.” 

With that, the two girls joined Bolin (who had apparently been on his third song by the time they were done talking) in the elevator, riding up wordlessly, but in a comfortably light silence, to the ground floor.

When they made it there and the doors dinged open, they were met with an all too familiar sight of Mako and Wu trying to suck each other’s faces off.

“There is a traumatized girl and a bald man just inside of the room you’re sucking face outside of you know, how rude!” Bolin teased as the two boys flew apart from each other.

“Yeah, real classy, guys.” Korra chimed in on the teasing, thankful for the shred of light hearted normality she got before she had to have, what she could assume to be, yet another exhaustingly long winded conversation if the night.

“How is she?” Asami asked, standing the farthest away from the door than the rest of them were. Which was understandable to Korra considering she had just told Asami about Kuvira’s behavior towards her merely two minutes ago.

“Not entirely sure. Tenzin bandaged her up, but other than sending us to go get the first aid kit for that, he hasn’t said anything or let us in.” Mako replied, getting an agreeing nod from Wu.

Korra froze when her hand came in contact with the doorknob, a wave of straight fear washing over her for what the upcoming conversation could reveal.

“Korra?” Asami said, stepping just close enough to place a comforting hand on Korra’s shoulder just not enough so that if the door was opened, she’d be seen by those inside.

“Hm?”

“You got this.” Asami replied, patting Korra’s arm a bit before walking back to the place she had been standing before.

With a subtle nod to Asami to wordlessly thank her for the reassurance and a heavy exhale, Korra twisted the handle and walked inside of her room, shutting the door firmly behind her.
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7. Confess.

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra and Kuvira finally have a much needed conversation about where to go from the current messy situation.

          


    
    Upon entering the dim room, nothing more than a small table lamp to illuminate the space, Korra saw Tenzin sitting in a chair at the edge of her bed, gently wrapping some gauze around Kuvira’s wrist. She cleared her throat to let the two of them know she had entered and Tenzin began gathering up the medical supplies, mumbling something to Kuvira that Korra could quite make out before he came to Korra’s side as she awkwardly stood by door.

“I put the key back in the kitchen so you don’t have to worry about returning it later and I’m going to send your friends home, it’s getting late and Pema and the kids will be home very soon.” The man said, giving Korra nod and swiftly exiting the room.

At first, Korra was confused as to why Tenzin had mentioned a key until she remembered that, since she locked Kuvira in her room from the inside earlier as a precaution, Tenzin would have had to use a spare key to get in. 

Speaking of Kuvira, the girl looked brutal to say the least. The bags under her eyes that Korra had somehow failed to notice earlier, looked significantly darker now that the remnants of Kuvira’s cried off eyeliner had settled in them, all while her skin still was still a sickly pale color. Luckily, the black lines from the toxins were gone, or, had at least retreated to the parts of Kuvira’s body Korra couldn’t see. Truthfully, the other girl seemed to be as comfortable as she could be propped up in Korra’s bed.

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” Kuvira said, voice hoarse as it cut through the heavy silence.

“I think it’s safe to say that I have, considering…” Korra replied, walking over slowly to sit where Tenzin had been a few moments prior. 

Wanting to give Kuvira and herself the space they both needed, Korra pushed the chair backwards, leaving a human sized hole or two between herself and the operative.

“What happened to your hair?” Korra mused gently, realizing the messy braid the girl hair had when she arrived had been undone.

“Master Tenzin helped me take it down. Apparently my wrist is sprained pretty severely, so I couldn’t do it myself, but I really looked like I got hit by a bus so it needed to come down.” Kuvira replied, brushing a finger over the bandages covering her hand. 

All Korra could respond with was a half-hearted breath of air that was meant to be a chuckle but came across more so as a tired sigh.

They sat in silence for a few moments, neither of them really sure where to start the conversation looming over their heads.

“What happened to you, Kuvira? Who poisoned you and how on earth did you get here in time?” Korra interrupted the silence confidently, but didn’t have the courage to actually look Kuvira in the eyes, this entire situation already bearing much more vulnerability than either of them were comfortable with.

Kuvira sighed and used her good hand to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear.

“Do you want the short version or the long one? Keeping in mind you’ll definitely be recording this in your mission report.” The bite in Kuvira’s voice when mentioning the mission report couldn’t be hidden from Korra, who furrowed her brows at the sudden snark. 

“The long one. And it’s not just for the report, Kuvira, how else am I supposed to help you if I don’t know what happened?” Korra shifted her gaze to the other girl who immediately turned away to stubbornly avoid eye contact. 

“Why would you want to help me?” The sentence was spoken like Kuvira had expected to be looked down upon and belittled, tone emphasizing the word “me” harshly as a way for the girl to kick herself down before Korra could do it for her.

“Just tell me what happened. You’re tired and need to rest and we don’t have all night.” Korra grunted, annoyed by Kuvira’s unwillingness to look and speak to her directly.

Kuvira sighed, “Fine. After we spoke at the dumpsters, I couldn’t stop thinking about when you said i had no heart and claiming I had no real grasp on what my organization was up to. It got under my skin and infuriated me so I brought it up.”

“To who?” Korra questioned, trying to push down the guilt she was feeling from the fact something she said ended up causing Kuvira so much inner turmoil, even if, in the moment, that’s why she said it in the first place.

“The source.” Kuvira said, her words hanging heavy in the air. “I went to my boss directly and asked him if what you said was true, because I thought it was complete nonsense to think that he had some larger plan he wasn’t telling me about operating in the shadows.”

“What did he say...?” 

“That you were right. He was fully planning on killing people just for the sake of it, claiming he had to make that choice because they were weak and useless.” The grimace on Kuvira’s face when she answered was deep enough to show Korra she was truly disgusted when recounting the event, not a trace of insincerity in sight.

“I don’t know if I was more upset by the fact you were right, or the fact that he had been lying to me since he took me under his wing, but both of those reasons made me feel like an idiot. Like a stupid little kid that had no concept on reality.” Kuvira frowned.

“And if there’s one thing I hate more than being wrong, it’s being lied to.” The girl tried to ball her hands into fists but winced when the pain in her wrist flared up.

“What did you do, after he told you?” Korra asked cautiously, hoping her voice didn’t seem like she was being dumb with her interest since the story and the current moment were anything but lighthearted.

“I tried to storm out—take whatever worthless shred of dignity I still had and cut myself out of the equation all together.” Kuvira scoffed darkly. “Spirits, I must of looked so pathetic.”

Korra wanted to cut in but Kuvira wasn’t done, teeth gritted as she continued.

“I should’ve known the only way to escape this life would be in death and I’m assuming that’s why he shot a dart filled with the spirit vines poison at me when I tried to leave.”

Kuvira paused, winning for Korra to respond.

“I can’t believe he’d do that to you.” Korra hated hearing about the abuse, her mouth sinking into a frown as the other girl recounted what she’d faced because even if they were supposed to be enemies, Korra just couldn’t hide her sympathy. 

“I can. It’s how he raised me. You’re lucky you had someone like Tenzin to take care of you instead.” It wasn’t meant to make Korra feel bad about her loving support system, but Kuvira could tell her tone was slightly more accusatory than she meant it to be.

“How did you get away from him after you were injured? Did he not send anyone after you to finish the job?” Korra questioned.

“I think he still had hope that I would say all the right things and go along with exactly what he wanted me to before I came to see him, and also I don’t believe he actually expected me to turn on him, so I don’t think he planned to send anyone after me. He’s just not that type of person.” Kuvira replied, brows furrowing the more she talked about her boss.

“Thorough?” Korra asked.

“Merciful. He shot me with a poison that’s been lost to legend and previously had no known antidote. He wanted it to be personal and he wanted me to suffer, so why would he send someone after me to make my death quicker or less painful? Kinda defeats the purpose.” The way Kuvira spoke about what she had been through made Korra’s head spin, heart sinking at the pain in the girl’s voice. 

They were merely two months off in age, Kuvira being older, yet Kuvira sounded like she’d seen the inside of hell and walked out like it was nothing. Whether it felt like nothing because the she was so numb to the severity of the horrors she had lived through or because she saw exactly what you’d expect to see while walking through the worst, Korra didn’t know.

“How did you escape from the building and how did you end up at my door? I mean, I imagine it’s a pretty large headquarters in the middle of nowhere, so how did you get out with enough time to spare?”

“First off, I’m a spy, Korra. As soon as I found out you were my target, of course I was studying you to found out where you might have your guard down long enough for me to strike if necessary. And secondly, I might have jumped out a sixteen story building from an eighth floor window.” 

“Are you out of your mind?” Korra was not only completely dumbfounded by the nonchalantness Kuvira had when referring to jumping out an eighth floor window, but also genuinely disturbed  by the fact she hadn’t hidden her location well enough to stay away from Kuvira’s persistence. She wanted to ask the girl if she ever planned on actually showing up at her door to hurt her, but she made a mental note to ask when they were both more energized to have that conversation.

“Only partially. The building is surrounded by water on one end so I landed in the basin and swum to land. Luckily for me, I ended up surfacing right where the guards keep their motorcycles and was able to hotwire it.”

“You can ride a motorcycle?” Korra hated how she could feel her face heat up, even if the room was too dim to actually reveal the blush to Kuvira.

“For like twenty five minutes until I was so weak from the toxins that I crashed into a tree, ruined my clothes, and had to walk here the rest of the way I could.” A minuscule smirk briefly showed up on Kuvira’s face, nearly too quick for Korra to catch.

“How can you still joke like that after the night you’ve had? And why was it actually really funny?” Korra couldn’t contain her grin.

“Not entirely sure, honestly. But joking is definitely better than crying again in front of the girl I’ve tried to kill multiple times.” Kuvira tried to speak light heartedly but she soon realized by Korra’s shift in body language that it was still too soon to view their situation with humor.

“Right.” Korra leaned back in the chair, arms crossed and jaw clenched as she avoided Kuvira’s gaze with a glare towards the floor.

“Korra, I—“

“So what are you gonna do now? What’s your next move?” Korra said to Kuvira expressionlessly.

“Probably clean up a bit and find a tree or something to crash under. There’s no way I can go back home for a while or to headquarters at all so I need to stay hidden.” Kuvira wanted to say something about the shift but it was clear Korra didn’t want to hear it.

“Home? Do you not live at the headquarters with the other agents?” A look of confusion spread across Korra’s face, not understanding the need for the distinction between home and headquarters.

“No, actually. I live with those kids I sit with at lunch on A schedule, they’re my adoptive brothers.” Kuvira explained, rubbing at her neck awkwardly. It’s not like it was a secret that she wasn’t biologically related to the Beifongs, but she still couldn’t help but feel uncomfortable mentioning it.

“You’re adopted?” Korra questioned, eyes wide and mouth slightly agape.

“I am. Baatar Jr., Huan, Wing, Wei, and even their sister, Opal, who goes to some fancy boarding school in another country, are all my adoptive siblings. Their mother, Suyin and their father, Baatar Senior, took me into the Beifong family when I was twelve.”

“Must have been tough, making that switch.” Korra guessed hesitantly.

“Extremely. Especially since most of them, except for Baatar Jr., only tolerate me and Opal and Suyin basically hate me, though they would never admit it. I would go back there but my boss orchestrated and oversaw the entire adoption process so he’ll know immediately if I’ve survived.” 

“Damn.” Was all Korra could answer, the explanation coming as a shock to her because of how vastly different Air Temple and Metal clan were in terms of raising their youngest. Air Temple always made it a point to give its operatives, at any level or any age, a way out from the line of duty—unbelieving in the notion that a job should come before free will. In Kuvira’s case, it seemed like she never had a choice, not even when she was younger.

“And besides, they won’t know, or care, that I’m missing until I say something. I usually go radio silent for weeks at a time for training purposes and since Suyin doesn’t talk to me and Baatar Senior doesn’t know how to talk to me, they won’t bother looking.” Kuvira’s words pulled Korra out of her thoughts after she shortly zoned out.

“But they don’t ever ask where you’ve been, like, once you come back or anything?” Korra enquired, once again surprised by the glumness of what Kuvira was saying.

“I believe they think I have some older boyfriend or something who I’m crashing with when I’m not there, but I’m not sure. It doesn’t matter though, I suppose the mystery  helps them sleep at night or whatever.” Korra didn’t say anything, a pensive look on her face, so Kuvira took her silence as a sign to continue. “It works out though, safety wise. My boss won’t bring up my absence unless they do, lest he tip them off or reveal that I’m apart of something shady, and they won’t bring it up until they’ve started to care.”

Korra tried to come up with something to say but she couldn’t figure out if Kuvira even wanted acknowledgment of the neglect or not. She took one look at the other girl’s face and knew immediately that Kuvira wasn’t looking for validity or empathy, her face completely unfazed in contrast to how depressing her words were.

“Well, I’m not gonna let you risk getting caught, getting an infection, or dying just because of your pride. You’ll stay here until you’re healed, then we’ll work from there.” Was what Korra settled on, unable to come up with a good enough response to what Kuvira just confessed.

“You’ve already shown me more kindness than I deserve, Korra. I get that you don’t want to be responsible for anything that might happen to me but that’s not enough to get me to stay. I’m leaving, I don’t need your help.” Kuvira tried to put as much unecessary acidity in her voice as she could in hopes Korra would get fed up and kick her out anyway. Of course she didn’t truly want to leave or put herself in greater danger, but she also hated the fact that the person she threatened on multiple occasions and treated so nastily was still so willing to help her, even when she didn’t deserve it.

“You’re stubborn and cynical with a huge ego and are in no position, neither physically or otherwise, to make a decision about this or tell me what to do! You’re staying and I’m sorry if you misunderstood, but that wasn’t a suggestion.” Kuvira’s bitterness was enough to get Korra to snap but not enough to get her to throw her out all together, even if it might have been easier for her in the long run.

Kuvira’s eyes met Korra’s with a look of remorsefulness, the older girl immediately feeling ashamed for trying to manipulate Korra into hating her all over again.

“Fine.” Kuvira mumbled, crossing her arms over her chest lightly.

“Good.” Korra huffed, crossing her own arms over her chest with an indignant pout as she turned away from Kuvira.

A beat passed as both girls stayed silent.

Korra side eyed Kuvira, looking at the girl quickly a couple times before rolling her eyes with a sigh and standing up. “We both need to go to bed soon. Do you need anything right now or can I go?”

Kuvira bit her lip, taking a moment to think. “Do you have something I can use to take off my makeup, or, like, what’s left of it anyway? I haven’t had the strength to look in the mirror at all but I can feel I look like shit.”

Korra nodded and walked into the bathroom, opening the cabinets to retrieve the makeup remover and cotton pads. She returned to the room and sat the items down on the bedside table. 

“Here. And you definitely can’t sleep in that, you need some new clothes.” Korra said, not even giving Kuvira the time to attempt a rebuttal before walking over to the closet to pick something for the girl to change into for the night. She looked through her typical pajama choices, garments like baggy t-shirts and shorts, and decided that a similar combo should work for Kuvira. As she flipped through the clothing, she quickly looked over her shoulder, doing a slight double take when she realized Kuvira was struggling to hold the remover bottle and a cotton pad at the same time due to her wrist. Korra quickly grabbed the first clean shirt and shorts combo she saw and shut the closet door, walking over to her bed and tossing the clothes onto it.

“Stop that or you’ll hurt yourself.” She took the remover out of Kuvira’s hands and set it and the cotton pad back on the table.

“I don’t need your pity.” Kuvira frowned.

“Good, because you’re not getting it.” Korra pushed her chair up so that her knees were pressed against the edge the bed, flipped opened the cap to the makeup remover bottle, and picked up the cotton pad Kuvira had previously been holding onto.

“Come here.” Korra had expected Kuvira to look shocked, of course, but when Kuvira actually looked at Korra like Korra had just punched her in the face, eyes as wide as saucers, Korra was starting to second guess the act of kindness.

They looked at each other wordlessly for a few seconds, unmoving as they waited to see who would crack first. Korra raised a brow and Kuvira rolled her eyes, hesitantly scooting closer to Korra after losing the staring game.

“Closer.” Korra tried to reach her arm out, realizing Kuvira was still slightly out of reach.

Kuvira rolled her eyes, remaining completely still.

“Spirits, you are making this so much harder than it needs to—“ Korra was genuinely about to give up entirely and just leave Kuvira to figure it out herself, already moving to put the remover away. 

“—Is that good enough?” Kuvira asked, cutting the other girl off as she suddenly leaned in, getting nearly face to face to Korra, blush on her face furiously deep.

Korra gulped, nodding weakly while looking at Kuvira with wide eyes. In the moment, she couldn’t remember if they had ever been this close before or not, head spinning from the proximity and heart beating roughly against her chest as she took in the way Kuvira’s face was illuminated in the dim light. Korra attempted to get her distracted mind to focus on actually making a move to wipe the makeup off of Kuvira’s face, but the only thing playing over and over in her mind was to not dare a look downward at Kuvira’s lips, mouth now uncharacteristically relaxed instead of pulled into a dissatisfied line like it has been previously.

On the other hand, Kuvira was absolutely certain Korra could hear how violently her heart was thrumming against her chest, her own heartbeat rushing through her ears persistently. Truthfully, she was never the biggest fan of being this close to anyone because of how she grew up and her usual disinterest in having others in her personal space. Right now, however, Kuvira could only be concerned with aiming to figure out why she was fighting her brain so hard to prevent herself from glancing at Korra’s mouth. 

“M-May I?” Korra whispered, not even fully registering that she had spoken as her breath faintly ghosted over Kuvira’s face.

Kuvira nodded slightly, unable to say anything in fear her voice would be too loud, shattering the moment that she didn’t understand how she was so immersed in. Korra tipped the bottle over onto the pad, allowing the remover to soak into it, without breaking eye contact from Kuvira, staring deeply into midnight green eyes—for she was afraid that if she looked away, she wouldn’t be able to get the courage to look back.

Korra slowly raised her free hand up to Kuvira’s face, pausing for a moment until she felt she saw Kuvira give her unspoken confirmation that the touch to gain a better grip was ok, before carefully placing her hand on the soft skin of the other girl’s cheek. Korra could’ve sworn she saw Kuvira sigh, shoulders relaxing as the tension drained from her body almost instantaneously due to the contact but, unfortunately, she was much too lost in the moment to be truly sure. 

She sucked in a breath and tenderly dragged the cotton pad across the skin, doing her best to dissolve all of the dirt and product that remained on Kuvira’s face even after the earlier events of the night. The process went by fairly quickly and completely wordlessly until Korra reached Kuvira’s eyes.

“Close your eyes, I promise I’ll be gentle.” Korra’s words were much more air than actual noise but Kuvira still nodded, shutting her eyes so Korra could move the remover across her lids, wiping away all of the eyeliner and mascara that might have survived from earlier in the night.

When all of the product from the tops of her lids was gone, Kuvira opened her eyes so Korra could tend to her waterline and inner corners. She had expected to still be just as immersed in the moment as she was before she closed her eyes, but as soon as Kuvira looked at Korra again, she immediately felt the unwelcome familiarity of her eyes starting to sting. She couldn’t understand if it was caused by how exhausted she currently was, both emotionally and physically, or because of another unpleasant factor, but Kuvira quickly felt like she was spiraling back down into that dark hole she was drowning in earlier, hiding herself away in the closet after her outburst. 

Looking into Korra’s breathtakingly blue eyes caused all the memories of what Kuvira had done, spirits, what she had said, to come bounding back at her, making the darkest feelings of disgrace she’d ever experience reach out and wrap its hand around her throat—leaving her unable to breathe against its suffocating grasp all over again.

The tears were gathering quickly in her ducts and only picked up speed the longer Kuvira held eye contact with Korra, but the final push came when she glanced down at the other girl’s rolled up sleeve, eyes landing directly on the gash on her right arm.

After that exact moment, tears poured out of Kuvira’s eyes uncontrollably, too fast for the rest of her face to actually react as she sat there motionlessly, frozen as it happened.

Korra, hands shaking and eyes burning, did her best to use her thumb to wipe a tear from Kuvira’s eyes, but they were falling too fast for her to catch. The gentle display only seemed to make Kuvira feel worse though, as her lip quivered and she dissolved into sobs, her head down and face pressed against the hand Korra still had placed on her cheek.

Part of Korra so desperately wanted to pull Kuvira into a hug but she didn’t want to cross anymore of the boundaries they had spent the entire conversation working past. 

“Kuvira…” Her voice trembled when she spoke, emotion quickly running up on her and making it hard for her to speak around the massive lump in her throat.

Kuvira sniffled and looked up, eyes red and puffy, through her eyelashes at Korra before placing her hand over Korra’s on her cheek, touch heavy.

Anything Korra was going to say died on her tongue as her eyes met the other girl’s. The bare emotion she was showing as they stared at each other, being too much for her to handle. Not only was she distrustful of Kuvira because of what she’d done to her: the fighting, the shit talking, the threatening and endangerment of her friends lives, the attempted murder. 


  All of it.


But she was still somehow so heartbroken by everything Kuvira herself had survived through, which deeply frustrated her. And on top of all of those complicated feelings and emotions, the way Kuvira peered into Korra’s eyes, emotional scars of grief and fear hidden in every eyelash or tear drop, truly terrified her.  

Now, left with no makeup, no harsh or dissatisfied frowns or scowls, no neat hair or metal jewelry on her body as she sobbed, Kuvira looked so unlike herself. Her bare face was less rough around the edges, making it appear rounder now that the contour, eyeliner, and shadow were wiped away and for the first time Korra had ever looked at her, like really looked at her, Kuvira didn’t seem like something she wasn’t. She wasn’t trying to come across as more mature than than she was or attempting to be read as wise beyond her years, and the traces of her wanting to grow up so fast weren’t as noticeable. All at once, it became jarringly clear that Kuvira Beifong: The protégé, 423, The operative, “The Metal Bender”, how ever many ways she had been addressed as in her life, finally looked real.


  Kuvira looked so human, and that’s something Korra couldn’t handle. 


Korra pulled her hand away like she’d been burned, placing the makeup remover onto the table and getting up from her chair to toss the cotton pad into the trash.

“K-Korra—“

“It’s late. You need rest and so do I. We’ll talk in the morning.” Korra couldn’t even spare a glance at Kuvira while she walked to the door, since the tears she felt starting to push their way out of her eyes made her not want to risk any eye contact with the other girl, lest she cause them to fall. 

“I’m sorry.” The brash tone of Kuvira’s apology stopped Korra dead in her tracks, hand stopping upon the doorknob. Korra could tell by her tone that Kuvira meant it, that she was sincerely regretful of all of her actions and the mistakes she made and was horrified that they caused Korra serious harm.

“You were a soldier, Kuvira. You didn’t know any better.” Korra said stiffly, back still towards Kuvira.

“That doesn’t sound like forgiveness.” Kuvira said.

“I don’t think it can be right now.” Korra answered, turning her face towards Kuvira just enough, so that Kuvira could see she too was crying.

A beat.

“Ok.” Kuvira whispered, voice small and frail.

“Ok.” Korra sniffled, opening the door and exiting the room without another word, leaving Kuvira to sob violently, body trembling, as she thought about how she was now out of a real home, a job, and could soon have a price on her head if Unalaq found out she was still alive and in the home of the enemy. 

She cried into her hands so the sadness was somewhat muffled, but she knew her cries, no matter the volume, wouldn’t help her find any solace. Not only was she truly alone, but she was about to start off any hope of gaining some sort of forgiveness from Korra and or building a kind of understanding between them, by withholding the information that her boss was Korra’s uncle, a vile secret that Tenzin made her promise not to tell.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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8. Boundary.

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra and Kuvira try to come to some sort of understanding and soon discover some valuable information about Kuvira’s boss.

          


    
    The first thing Kuvira thought about when she came to the next morning, was how urgently she needed pain killers, the ache from the strain from overexerting herself thrumming though her entire body, making it difficult for her to sleep comfortable for any longer. She peeled herself off of the bed and swung her legs over the edge, placing her feet on the floor in preparation to get up, despite how much her body was screaming at her to lay right back down. Bracing herself by placing a hand on the bedside table in an attempt to push off and stand, Kuvira groaned when a sharp pain throbbed against her temple, leaving her to struggle to as she righted herself when she became dizzy. She blinked the sleep and fuzziness away from her eyes and ran her hands through her hair with a long sigh, hoping that the exhale would release some of the tension collected in her muscles. 

Kuvira walked to the bathroom, doing her best to fix herself in the mirror before she attempted to venture outside of Korra’s room. She huffed when she looked at the damage to her nose, bruising fading but still just too noticeable, yet her eyebags which were surprisingly not as dark as they had been earlier. Despite the healing wounds however, she didn’t exactly look very “put together”, her hair still tangled and mused from sleep and skin still feeling like sweat.

Brushing a hand across the mole on her cheek, she thought that, for just a moment, the mark was taunting her. She swiped a finger across it, making it disappear briefly, and a part of her heart felt like she could have been someone else even if only for a second—her most defining feature being hidden enough to leave the person in the mirror to be someone without such a bloody ledger. As soon as she let her arm fall to her side though, revealing the mole once more, she knew there was no such possibility for her to escape who she was or what she had done. Kuvira was still Kuvira and no amount of hiding would change that for her. Trying her best to make peace with herself was really just the next big obstacle she had to try and pass, just like any other  mission or assignment.

With a less than confident exhale, Kuvira existed the bathroom and headed to the door of Korra’s room, body trying to slip into an autopilot-like state to make her less afraid of what was coming next. She had no idea what to expect upon leaving the room, it could be anything, from agents of her organization there to take her in or kill her, having killed Korra’s family first to get them out of the way, or possibly members of Korra’s agency there to take her to prison or an execution (they still did them in her organization but she wasn’t sure if Air Temple would still be so medieval), or even worse than both of those very real possibilities: Korra could be standing outside the door, waiting to drive a knife into Kuvira’s chest to end both of their missions right then and there.

Try as she might to keep moving, the uncertainty made her good hand freeze on the doorknob, eyes and mind clouded by a familiar darkness.

It almost happened too quick for her to even notice, injured hand already raised to strike her shoulder before she could even register she had moved at all. Fortunately, catching a glimpse of the wrappings around her already very injured wrist made her snap out of it, hand halted from what could have been only inches above her shoulder. She dropped her hand and sucked in a quick breath before pushing the door open and leaving the room, praying that her haste to bite the bullet and face whatever was waiting for her on the other side was enough to make her forget she had almost harmed herself again.

The walk from the hallway into the kitchen was a blur but maybe if she had been able to focus even a second before entering the kitchen, she would’ve had time to make her face look less menacing.

“Woah, who are you and why do you look so scary and also kinda like you were hit by a bus?” A young boy from the kitchen table said to Kuvira when she turned the corner.

His remark caused the rest of the four heads to turn to her quickly, most of them entirely confused as to who she was or when she had gotten in their house.

“Meelo! Don’t be rude.” The oldest woman at the table said, elbowing the boy as he hung his head guiltily.

“This is one of Korra’s friends, her name is Kuvira and she’ll be staying with us for a while so be nice and don’t bother her.” Tenzin said, locking eyes with each of his children sternly so they understood that he was being serious.

“Hi, dear. I’m Pema, and this is Jinora, Ikki, and Meelo. It’s nice to meet you!” Pema said, pointing at her children who all gave nods of acknowledgement to Kuvira from various levels of interest.

“Is there anything we can get you? You can come sit down and eat something if you’d like.” Tenzin said, gesturing to an empty seat next to Korra that must have been set up  at some other time for Kuvira since she didn’t remember seeing it at all when she was laying on the table before.

“Would you like some cereal or a bagel or something? Anything you’d like is no trouble to make at all!” Pema added, offering Kuvira a genuine smile.

They were all being so nice to Kuvira, which really shocked her. She assumed that at the very least, Pema had to know who she actually was and yet, she didn’t throw her any dirty looks or even look the slightest bit uneasy by the fact an enemy operative was standing right in front of her, her husband, and their children. Even the kids had greeted her in typical kid-like fashion, no malice or snark in their nods and quick “hello’s” that would be completely valid if they had known what she done.

Korra however, hadn’t even spared her a glance.

Kuvira had never really been the shy type outside of her “innocent kind girl role” she had been playing for the last couple years, but the unwillingness from Korra accompanied by the openness of her family, made Kuvira immediately curl in on herself, shyness replacing the unintentionally menacing stare she had when she first walked in.

“Shower.” Kuvira breathed the word more than she said it, voice getting caught in her throat.

“Hm?” Pema hummed, unable to understand what the girl had said.

“Uh, no I’m not very hungry right now, thank you. I was, um, just wondering if there was something I could use to shower with?” Truthfully, Kuvira definitely would have preferred to eat something before showering but she was much too uneasy at the moment and was afraid that any food she would consume wouldn’t stay down.

“Ah, of course. Korra, can you help Kuvira gather everything she needs, please?” Tenzin tapped Korra on the shoulder, causing the girl to finally look up from her food and at Kuvira.

Her gaze wasn’t cold, but it wasn’t very kind either. Kuvira couldn’t read it well but she still had to push down a shudder from the eye contact.

“Sure, come on, I’ll show you were everything is.” Korra got up and moved past Kuvira without saying a word, expecting the older girl to take a hint and follow her back to her room.

When they got there, Kuvira just stood in the middle of the room awkwardly as Korra gathered up a towel, a washcloth, and some pain killlers, apparently already familiar with the morning after pains that come from long days of fighting without Kuvira even having to bring it up.

“Come here.” Korra said, beckoning Kuvira to the bathroom once everything was gathered. She waited until Kuvira was within ear shot before she started to speak.

“The shower is pretty simple, just turn the knobs to set the temperature and pull the thing on the faucet up to start it and—“ the girl bent down to open the cabinets under the sink and pulled out a plastic bag, “—here’s a bag for the bandages on your wrist so they don’t get wet. There’s cups in the mirror cabinet so you don’t have to dry swallow the pills and, if you don’t need anything else at the moment, I’m gonna go get you some clothes from my closet and under garments from our storage supply.” Korra crossed her arms over her chest awkwardly once she finished speaking.

“I think I’m good.” Kuvira replied, just as awkwardly.

“Cool.” With that, Korra turned around to leave the bathroom.

“Korra—“ Kuvira called out, fidgeting with her hands when Korra turned back around.

Korra raised a brow. 

“Hm?”

“Thanks.” Kuvira’s voice came out monotone but she was truly being genuine.

“Sure.” Korra gave her a half smile at best and left the room. Kuvira hadn’t expected a hug or anything crazy like that but the tension still made her feel apprehensive.

Nevertheless, Kuvira closed the door and did what Korra had instructed her to do in regards to the shower, adjusting the temperature and letting the water heat up before she stripped, wrapped her wrist, and stepped in. She immediately relaxed when the hot water came in contact with her skin, goosebumps spreading across her arms as she was wrapped in a blanket of warmth, familiar dizzy feeling washing over her briefly once she realized how desperately she needed this. 

She was able to keep the dark thoughts at bay for longer than she thought she would, but eventually they set back into her head again, just like they always did, briefly halting her movement as she scrubbed the dirt and sweat off of her body. 

To say she was a terrible person felt like a massive understatement to her, of course, and she was frustrated because saying saying that to herself came across as more of a pity party than anything productive. Kuvira was the most alone she had ever been in her life and coming to terms with the fact that she would have to work on rebuilding herself in a completely new environment was scarier than almost any dangerous mission she had been on.

She shook her head, attempting to physically rid herself of what she was thinking, and continued cleaning herself, quickly moving onto rinsing her hair so she could avoid prolonging the remaining time she had to be in the shower.

Once Kuvira deemed herself clean enough, she turned off the shower and dried off, wrapping her towel around her body as she retrieved a cup from the cabinet and took a pain killer like Korra had told her to do. She disposed of the bag around her hand and exited the bathroom to grab the clothes Korra had laid out for her, a simple pair of black leggings and an obviously well-loved, faded tie-dyed shirt that had a picture of some amusement park on it Kuvira didn’t recognize. After putting the clothes on, she took her old clothes and threw them down in a corner of Korra’s room, a place where, at every angle except for standing right in front of the bathroom, they couldn’t be seen. Looking at them only made Kuvira feel worse, so she hoped placing them there would, in some way, hold true to the saying “out of sight, out of mind”.

This time, as she approached the door, she instantly pushed it open and walked to the kitchen, feeling more confident now that she already knew what to expect from the change in setting. Only, this time, when she entered the kitchen, none of the people she had previously met were there and all the dishes had been cleaned up. Kuvira looked over into the living room, confusion plastered all over her face when she laid her eyes on Korra who was sitting on the couch in front of the television.

“Where’d your family go?” Kuvira asked, keeping her distance from the other girl by remaining in the kitchen portion of the space rather than crossing over into the living room.

Korra sighed and set the television remote she was holding down, crossing her arms over her chest. “Out for the day. Tenzin insisted that both of us needed an uninterrupted day of rest so he took everyone out or something.” 

Kuvira could only awkwardly hum, surprised that she was so immersed in her shower that she hadn’t heard anyone leave.

“What are you gonna do all day then? Since everyone’s gone…?” Kuvira brushed a stray strand of hair behind her ear, still standing stiffly at the edge of the kitchen. The way she and Korra spoke to each other was, again, not necessarily cold or harsh, like a lot of their other conversations and been, but still so tense and off, both of them unused to such uncharted territory.

“Well, since I’m here to take care of you until you get better, I guess whatever you plan on doing.” It was the first time since the night before that Korra could feel her nonchalant resolve cracking slightly, intentions of making sure Kuvira was at least physically alright too sincere for her to pass off with disinterest.

When all Kuvira did was look at the floor, brows furrowed, Korra knew that the other girl wouldn’t say anything or even make a move first since she was so out of her element and it was up to Korra to take the first step.

“Wanna watch a movie?” 

Kuvira looked up at Korra, bottom lip pulled between her teeth slightly as she nervously chewed on it. Even with the look of stress plastered all over her face, however, Kuvira nodded, releasing her lip and walking over to the couch cautiously, leaving a hole between herself and Korra when she sat down.

“Any requests?” Korra asked, picking up the remote again to flip through whatever options the television had.

“Whatever you’re feeling is fine, I guess. I’m not too picky.” Kuvira answered, pulling her knees up to her chest.

“I find that hard to believe.” Korra chuckled, not able to help herself from starting up their usual banter. “Come on, what’s your favorite movie?”

The other girl went silent for a moment, tilting her head as she thought.

“I couldn’t even begin to pick. I love all of them, if I’m being honest. I try to watch any I happen to see when I have the time.” Kuvira couldn’t help the smile that appeared on her face.

“Really? Wow, I never really pegged you for a film buff.” Korra said, surprised at how much Kuvira’s mood actually went up as she talked about movies. 

Korra continued to scroll through the choices, slowing down every now and then once she saw a movie she liked or thought Kuvira might be interested in watching. “Oh, how about Suicide Squad? Like the first one.”

Kuvira sucked in a breath, eyes getting wide in a comical way. “Ok, I may have lied a bit. I’m not picky at all, except for when it comes to the first Suicide Squad movie.”

“No way! Ur one of those?” Korra laughed, already understanding where this conversation was headed.

“If by those, you mean one of the people with taste who knows how dumb the first movie was, then yeah, one of those.” Kuvira snickered, hand over her mouth as she grinned. 

“You’re so full of shit, it was not that bad!” Korra said, no malice in her voice at all as she giggled brightly. 

“It definitely fucking was! And it’s like, ten times worse than bad, I swear on it.” Kuvira replied.

They both couldn’t help the laughter that escaped their mouths, the tension between them finally flipping to something lighter for the first time that day.

“You still want to watch it, though? If not, that’s cool. We can totally find something else if you really want to.” Korra had her hand on her stomach which had actually started hurting a bit from the unexpected giggling.

“Nah, it’s fine, we can watch it. It’ll be funny.” Kuvira smiled, rolling her eyes playfully at the fact she was so easily persuaded into watching the film she wasn’t such a big fan of.

Both of them didn’t talk much after that, exchanging nothing more than a few chuckles and comments here and there for the first fifty minutes of the movie.

“So, how are you feeling?” Korra had been sneaking a few glances at Kuvira for a couple minutes now and finally mustered up the courage to ask her how she was doing. She was supposed to be taking care of the other girl after all.

“To be honest, not good. I think right now, I’m like, stuck somewhere between complete numbness and crippling sadness, so, definitely not a fun feeling.” Kuvira answered, pulling her legs even closer to her chest.

Korra looked at the girl sympathetically, truly feeling sorry for what Kuvira was going through but too internally conflicted to know where to start with a conversation about anything. She opened her mouth and closed it a few times, brain unable to decide if saying anything to Kuvira was the right thing, lest Korra’s words come off as pity for her rather than support. When Kuvira looked back at the television, jaw clenched, Korra realized that she had missed her chance.

“Um, what’d you do with your other clothes?”

“What?”

“Well, I just realized I didn’t give you a bag or anything to put them in so they could be cleaned.” Korra didn’t want to change the subject so abruptly, but it was only the day after such an already so emotionally draining night and she didn’t want to push.

“Looking at them made me feel even worse than I already do so I chucked them in the corner by the bathroom where I couldn’t see them. I think ignoring them makes it easier to try and move on.” Kuvira replied, unable to make eye contact as she thought about how the garments made her feel.

“Oh…” Korra said, realizing that in an attempt to lighten the subject, she brought it back to the original heaviness she was avoiding.

“Yeah, so if it’s an option, I’d prefer not to have them cleaned.” Kuvira replied.

They didn’t say anything, both turning back to the television to shift their focus.

“There’s a fire pit in the backyard.” Korra said plainly, gaze unmoving from the screen.

Kuvira looked at Korra, expression blank.

Korra looked at Kuvira, expression also blank.

A beat.

“Ok.” Kuvira said, not waiting for even a second before getting up to follow Korra to her room to retrieve the clothes.

They ended up walking exiting through the front door, Korra mumbling something about the gate to the backyard being easier to open from that entrance, before she grabbed some extra wood, lighter fluid, and matches from the garage.

Kuvira tried to focus only on following Korra to the yard, but as they stepped on the pathway, she couldn’t help it when her thoughts wandered. She looked at the rocky path to the front door, the same one that she almost passed out on last night, her body so weak that if she hadn’t knocked when she did, she would’ve died on Korra’s doorstep, and closed her eyes in an effort to block out the memory.

“You ok?” Korra asked, turning around when she stopped hearing Kuvira’s footsteps following her.

“What?” Kuvira asked, eyes popping open.

“You zoned out for a second, are you ok?” Korra asked again, taking a small step closer to the other girl.

“I don’t know, I don’t want to think about it.” Kuvira answered, taking a step back from Korra.

Korra froze for a moment, a part of her upset that Kuvira stepped away from her. She thought about it for a moment though, and guessed that Kuvira was getting in her head about being on this same path the night before, something that must have, without a doubt, been hard to momentarily relive since it was probably the moment Kuvira realized she’d die, alone and afraid, at the door if Korra had refused to help her. 

So Korra didn’t push it, nodding and unlatching the gate, then holding the door open for Kuvira to follow her in as they made their way to the small fire pit on the far end of the yard. Korra set the wood into the pit and poured the lighter fluid over it, making sure to be careful so none of the liquid could potentially catch flame on the grass. She then struck a match and tossed it in, monitoring the wood as she waited for it to be large enough for what was about to happen next.

“It’s ready.” She said, looking at Kuvira cautiously.

Kuvira took a step closer to the flame, her clothes clutched tightly in her good hand and the same obliviously menacing stare on her face that she dawned when she entered the kitchen hours before.

“Wait.” Korra said, holding an arm out to stop Kuvira from moving, but refraining from actually connecting with the girl’s body. Kuvira looked at her curiously, confused as to why Korra was trying to prolong this. “I know it’s not like, a burial or something, but if you want to say a few words before you do this, to maybe get anything off your chest, it’s ok. I won’t judge you.” Nothing in Korra’s tone suggested she wasn’t being sincere and Kuvira could tell the other girl really wanted her to be sure she was ready to do this.

“No. They don’t deserve my words, not after knowing what they represent.” Kuvira appreciated Korra checking on her, but she was more than sure she wanted to do this and, though the tone in her voice wasn’t cruel, Korra very quickly understood that the older girl’s mind was made up.

“Being on the dark side?” Korra asked.

“I was going to say being weak, but that’s accurate too.” Kuvira answered, turning her gaze back to the fire, not hesitating even a second before tossing the garments in.

Kuvira didn’t even flinch as the clothes went up in flames, standing so close to the fire it almost felt like it was burning her skin from the proximity. She thought the whole thing reminded her of some kind of spiritual ceremony, like the ones Unalaq made her read up on for a mission she’d done years ago. It was like a ceremony for a part of her that was dying painfully so she can become a better being. She blinked as the temperature made her eyes dry up but she was too focused on thinking of how badly she hoped she could grow into a better person (even if she wasn’t certain she deserved it) to make any moves to back away. 

Korra however, took a step back with a hiss, the heat nipping at her skin uncomfortably. She wanted to tell Kuvira to back up so that the heat didn’t cause her any harm, but all Korra could think about when looking at the other girl, was how bad she wanted to reach out and give her a comforting touch, just to let Kuvira know that she was there. 

She had almost talked herself into it too, honestly, until she glanced down at Kuvira’s abdomen, mostly but not entirely hidden by her crossed arms, and saw that her shirt was wet. 

“Hey, why’s your shirt wet?” Korra’s nudge to get Kuvira to move her arms was so feather light Kuvira hadn’t even noticed she’d been touched, only having turned around because Korra actually spoke to her.

“Did you shower with your bandages on? Why didn’t you say something, I would’ve gotten you some new ones.” Korra said, checking around Kuvira’s stomach to clarify that it was in fact the water in her wrappings seeping through her shirt.

“It was absentmindedly. I guess I wasn’t really focused on it.” Kuvira shrugged.

“Well, damp wrappings on a fresh wound isn’t really a good mix. I can clean them and get you new bandages if you’re cool with going to the infirmary with me?” Korra asked, making sure her tone wasn’t that of a demand but was still firm enough to convey to Kuvira that she would be better off agreeing.

“Sure, that’s fine.” Kuvira nodded, waiting until Korra smothered the fire before following her back into the house.

“Wow, I didn’t think you meant infirmary like, an actual entire infirmary.” Kuvira said, walking into the infirmary with her mouth slightly agape as she looked around at the space.

“Yeah, since the elevator is hidden behind the closet, people don’t know we have a lot of different fully furnished floors like this here.” Korra answered, rummaging through some drawers to grab some new gauze and alcohol for Kuvira’s wounds.

“How many?” Kuvira asked, realizing she had been too surprised at the initial reveal of an entire elevator in the supply closet that she hadn’t been paying attention to how many floors were numbered on the elevator buttons.

“Eleven.” Korra answered, placing the supplies on a metal table in the center of the room and pulling up a chair so she could sit down. “Do you want to stand or sit?” Korra asked, sitting by the table expectantly as Kuvira stood awkwardly by the door.

The other girl thought for a moment, knowing that standing would probably be the better choice but would raise a risk of her collapsing or passing out if the pain from the wound was worse than she thought. Deciding that falling over was not something she needed that day, Kuvira silently walked over to the table and placed her good hand on it in preparation to hop onto it.

“Need some help?” Korra asked, noticing that Kuvira hesitated once she placed her good hand on the table, seemingly nervous to try and push up onto it since she had not yet regained all her strength and only had one hand to use for leverage. The other girl nodded, avoiding Korra’s gaze and Korra slowly moved to place a hand under Kuvira’s arm to help her up.

“On three?” Korra said, voice unintentionally set at the volume of a whisper. She couldn’t out her finger on why, but it seemed like every time her and Kuvira were in such close proximity to each other, the atmosphere became fragile, one wrong move or a word spoken too loudly enough to break the balance entirely.

“Ok.” Kuvira replied, jaw clenched and heart rate increasing as Korra placed one hand under her arm and another on her waist.

“Alright, one, two, three.” Korra lifted Kuvira up easily, placing her gently on the edge of the table so the chair she retrieved earlier could fit between them easily. She made sure the girl was steady before letting go. There was a light blush on both of their faces of course, just as there always was anytime they got very close to one another, but it wasn’t mentioned aloud, both of them too caught up in avoiding each other’s gaze to bring it up or tease.

“I’m gonna take the wrappings off first, then I’ll clean your wound, and then I’ll wrap it up again, ok?” Korra said, rubbing sanitizer over her hands in preparation to tend to Kuvira. “Do you want to lift that yourself or do you want me to do it?” Korra asked in reference to Kuvira’s shirt, making sure she started with suggesting the other girl do it herself since both of them were approaching a boundary. 

Wordlessly, Kuvira lifted her shirt to just below the sports bra Korra had given her, cheeks burning as her skin was exposed. She had always been one to coverup more than others, the scars and bruises from her job all being things she preferred to hide, not only to avoid questions from those outside of her job but also so she didn’t feel so vulnerable—so bare. So much so, that from the time she was old enough to get wounded on missions until now, she had always been the one patching up her own wounds, unless she was seriously hurt (she tried to ignore the shiver that went up her spine as she thought about her shoulder, one of the only times she’d been seriously injured). The thought of trusting someone to be so close to her in her line of work terrified Kuvira, almost convincing her to chicken out as Korra reached for her stomach.

“May I? I promise I’ll be gentle.” Korra asked, words echoing what she had said to Kuvira before cleaning her makeup off the night before. Her movement stalled, fingers halted an inch from actually making contact with Kuvira’s skin, awaiting the other girl’s answer.

“Yes.” Kuvira couldn’t voice it fully, but she was incredibly grateful Korra always asked before touching her, the nerves and panic that would so often settle in her veins from close contact dissipating slightly, just enough for her to be somewhat comfortable with this whole process.

The first press of Korra’s fingers to Kuvira’s body made goosebumps spread across the older girl’s skin. Korra’s hands were warm and soft, working so painstakingly slow to unwrap and untangle the damp gauze without causing the girl above her any discomfort that Kuvira almost wondered if she was gonna feel any pain at all. There weren’t many bandages, their purpose being more so to catch any bleeding or other spreading, and since the wound wasn’t very large, it didn’t take Korra long at all to approach the end of the line. She looked up at Kuvira for a moment, gaze signaling that she was about to pull the wrap off all together and Kuvira nodded, movement small, causing Korra to nod back, pulling the rest off and leaving Kuvira even more bare.

Korra sucked in a sharp breath, sitting back slightly with the gauze in her hands.

“What?” Kuvira questioned, slightly unsettled by Korra’s reaction since the wound didn’t look that bad at all, or at least not from her vantage point.

“Nothing. Uh, everything looks fine, I’m gonna go toss this.” Korra answered, hastily getting up to throw the bandages into a biohazard trash can to avoid any contamination scares. 

She tried to take a moment to calm her pulse, the real reason Korra gasping being coming face to face with Kuvira’s abs. She mentally cursed herself for not being prepared beforehand to take in Kuvira’s physique, even though Korra herself had quite a toned body from her own training and should’ve known what to expect from another spy. Kuvira’s beauty had never been lost on Korra either, of course, but it always caught her off guard when she found herself admiring Kuvira despite the current complexities of their relationship.

 Korra walked back over to the table and hoped her heartbeat couldn’t be heard outside of her own ears when she sat down. She then picked up the alcohol and a cotton ball, pouring some of the liquid on it generously before turning back to face Kuvira.

“This part might hurt a bit.” Korra said, all too familiar with the burning of alcohol on a wound.

“It’s fine, I figured as much. Go for it.” Kuvira replied, bunching her shirt up tightly in her hands a bit more just in case she needed something to squeeze down on for the pain. Korra leaned in towards her and placed her free hand on Kuvira’s waist for leverage, before quickly patting the cotton ball on the wound. 

Kuvira hissed through her teeth at the sting.

“Sorry.” Korra could feel Kuvira’s abdominal muscles flexing underneath her skin as she sat through the pain and she made quick work of cleaning the damage so the girl above her didn’t have to sit through much more burn. Luckily for both of them, however, Korra only had to use one cotton ball to completely disinfect the wound and was able to toss it soon after, leaving the only thing left to do to be re-wrapping Kuvira’s stomach, which was done wordlessly. 

Korra got up to put the supplies away while Kuvira rolled her shirt back down, feeling much better now that she was less exposed. She was about to push off of her spot on the table before Korra told her to wait.

“Hm? What is it?” Kuvira asked, confused as to why Korra was staring at her face so intensely.

“Your nose, it’s still healing right?” Korra questioned.

Kuvira nodded.

“You want me to put some cream on it to help fade the bruising faster?” Korra asked, hand frozen on the cabinet that contained the cream just in case Kuvira agreed. 

“Um, sure.” Kuvira replied, scooting closer to the edge of the table as Korra walked over with the cream. 

The other girl sanitized her hands once again before taking her seat and opening the cap of the cream container. “Can I touch you?” Korra asked, hands glued to her sides until Kuvira gave her consent.

“Yes, you can. But…” Kuvira trailed off, unsure if she actually wanted to say the words hanging on her tongue or not.

“But what?” Korra whispered, nervousness at what the other girl was about to say making it hard for her to speak louder.

Kuvira brushed some hair behind ear, face pensive.

“But, no promises I won’t start crying again.” She couldn’t even bring herself to actually look at Korra when she said it, words hanging starkly in the air and eyes already starting to sting faintly from the mere mention of what had happened the last time they had been this close—this honest with each other while staring into each other’s souls. Kuvira wouldn’t have typically prefaced such a strong emotion, especially since she wasn’t even certain it was going to occur at all and would usually do everything in her power to repress it. However, because of how unexpectedly the tears snuck up on her last night, and the strange feeling of something she forced herself to read as trust beating in her heart when she was vulnerable with Korra, she found it best to be honest, instead of just pushing the words down.

It was silent between them until Kuvira’s eyes shot up towards Korra, the other girl having placed a hand on her face carefully to make Kuvira match her look. 

Korra’s eyes were soft, gaze gentle as she looked at Kuvira even though the rest of her face was near blank.

“I feel the same way.” Korra breathed, ever so slightly brushing a thumb across Kuvira’s cheek. 

The gesture was so sweet Kuvira almost smiled, but she was too stunned by the confession from Korra—that the moment they shared the night before really had been just as impactful to her as it had been to Kuvira—to move. Korra removed her hand from Kuvira’s face (swearing she saw the other girl deflate a bit as the touch went away) before picking up the cream and putting some on her hands, lightly smoothing it across the bridge of Kuvira’s nose until it was all rubbed in.

“All done.” Korra said, capping the container and leaving to return it to its spot in the cabinet.

“Korra?” Kuvira asked, startling herself a bit when her voice came out at full volume after being unable to rise above a whisper a couple moments prior. 

“Yes?” The other girl answered, turning to face Kuvira once she had out the remaining supplies away.

“Is there a brush down here that I can use to fix my hair? It’s sort of tangled from sleeping with it down and letting it air dry.” Kuvira said, knowing that if she hadn’t remembered to ask, she would’ve probably gone the rest of the day with it uncomfortably snagging here and there. Korra thought for a moment before perking up, walking over to a closet to retrieve a small brush, walking it over and handing it to Kuvira. Their hands brushed together as Korra passed the object over to Kuvira, causing their eyes to lock briefly, before cleared her throat and walked away, back turned to Kuvira as she tended to some stuff she had displaced on the counter when she had first went looking for supplies.

Kuvira combed through her long hair, making sure to be careful with the small tangles and knots that had gathered at the base of her scalp and the ends of her hair. She felt the most relaxed she had been that whole day as she brushed and brushed, the repeated action soothing her, causing her skin that heated up any time she and Korra got too close to finally cool down. There was no mirror or anything in front of her so she couldn’t see if she had thoroughly got through everything, but there were no large knots or clumps so she was satisfied.

“How’d I do?” Kuvira said.

Korra turned to face the other girl and, swear to Yue, her heart skipped a beat. She was once again in awe of how many sides of her maybe or maybe not enemy had to her—her detangled hair framing her face in a way that Korra could only describe as almost disrespectfully pretty.

“Oh?” The look on Kuvira’s aggressively bright red face was enough to let Korra know she had accidentally uttered those words out loud.

“I did not mean to say that out loud.” Korra said, eyes wide open the more she thought about how on earth she let something like that slip out.

“I figured…I thought it was sweet, though…” Kuvira confessed, still not entirely sure what else to say since it was the first time she could remember Korra saying something so genuine about her looks.

Korra looked like she was gonna say something, mouth slightly open, but Kuvira could see that, after a split second of hesitation, the other girl decided against it, shaking her head as she approached Kuvira.

“Do you want some help getting down?” Korra asked, hand held out. Kuvira took it without saying anything, bracing herself against Korra’s chest as the other girl grabbed her waist to help her down. Once Kuvira’s feet hit the ground, she looked up, soon realizing she and Korra were, yet again, very close.

“So…what do you wanna do now?” Korra asked, equally as aware of the girls’ proximity.

“We could find something else to watch? And maybe eat something too.” Kuvira answered, remembering she had, in fact, not eaten anything all day.

“Sounds go to me. Wait—“ Korra’s words stopped Kuvira before she could move from her spot.

“Hm?” Kuvira hummed.

“You missed a strand. Right—“ She reached up and tucked some of Kuvira’s hair behind her ear, separating the knot and letting her hand fall back to her side once she was done. “—there. Got it.”

“Thank you.” Kuvira breathed, all too aware of how much closer Korra’s face was to her’s now that she had fixed her hair. Kuvira eyes followed Korra’s hand down as she touched her hair, meaning she had to look back up through her eyelashes to meet Korra’s eye line again. When their eyes met, they both looked as lost in each other as the other one did, fragile atmosphere their tension always pushed them into returning, teetering just on the edge of a “will they, won’t they” moment.

Kuvira’s eyes flicked down to Korra’s lips, breaking their eye contact for the quickest of moments.

“Yeah! So food?” Korra exclaimed, nervously, taking a large step away from Kuvira as soon as she felt her own eyes try to slip closed after Kuvira looked elsewhere, it being too much for her to fully comprehend.

“Food! Right, right, yeah!” Kuvira replied awkwardly, following Korra’s lead as both girls left the infirmary, getting onto the elevator stiffly as they both tried to repress the moment they had almost acted on. 

Once back upstairs, Korra heated them up some leftovers which they ate silently, barely sparing each other a glance even when they finished, cleaned up, and sat back on the couch to finish the movie they’d started earlier. This awkward, not awkward silence continued for quite some time, the two of them still so incredibly shocked by their shift in dynamic from earlier that the rest of the day pretty much went by in a blur, both of them falling asleep at some point during the third movie Netflix randomly chose to auto play. 

“I am pooped! Did we really have to go the arcade again?” Ikki said, pushing the front door open with a groan.

“I said we should’ve just gone to paint pottery but no, it was Meelo who just had to win the straw draw!” Jinora whined, shuffling into the house behind her sister.

“I told you that Korra and Kuvira needed some time to rest today so please be considerate and stop complaining.” Tenzin said, holding the door open so the rest of his family could enter the home.

“And besides girls, Meelo won the draw fair and square!” Pema added, struggling a bit as she held onto all of the prizes her children had won that day.

“Yeah! I won fair and square so no yapping!” Meelo teased, sticking his tongue out tauntingly as he passed his annoyed sisters, dragging the teddy bear he won that day that happened to be three times his size with him.

“Ugh, whatever!” Ikki said, stomping off to her room as well.

“Goodnight , mom. Goodnight, dad.” Jinora said sleepily, leaning up to press kisses to her parents’ cheeks before heading off to her own room.

“It is way past our bed time.” Pema joked, pressing a quick kiss to her husband’s lips.

“Definitely. I won’t be long, just gonna make sure the girls are alright.” He almost made a joke about making sure they hadn’t killed each other while the family was out but refrained when he realized that could, unfortunately, be a very real possibility.

Tenzin waved off his wife and locked the front door, making sure the alarm and everything was set before making his way down the hallway to Korra’s room. As he passed by the living room however, something caught his eye. He peered in and saw both the aforementioned girls asleep on the couch, Korra leaning her head on Kuvira’s shoulder with her arm threaded through the other girl’s and Kuvira with her head leaning against Korra’s, cuddling into the other’s threaded arms.

Tenzin was momentarily shocked at the shift in dynamic, especially since he had to console Korra the night before after she got emotional from her difficult conversation with Kuvira, but he didn’t try to dwell on the feelings the girls were working through with each other. He grabbed a blanket from the vacant love seat and carefully draped it over them so they wouldn’t wake up cold, turning to leave the room soon after so as to not disturb them further. Just before reaching the hallway all together, however, he briefly glanced over his shoulder and smiled, inwardly patting himself on the back as his day of rest proposal clearly had a positive effect after all. He then turned away and made his way to his and Pema’s room for the night.

The days that followed went by pretty much the same after that: the girls waking up with either a start, minds still clouded with the nightmares or complexities of their subconscious minds, or abnormally slow, bodies begging them for more rest but minds forcing them to move (that Sunday morning after the first night Kuvira spent at Korra’s being brushed off swiftly because of their mutual embarrassment—the both of them had been so flustered waking up in each other’s arms that they immediately acted like it didn’t happen being the only exception). The day then continued with generally uneventful hours, empty minutes being filled with movies, accompanied by awkward or fairly tense conversations that eventually slipped into comfortable silences once they warmed up to each other all over again since the process of finding balance in each other’s presence was unable to be linear. Later came the changes of Kuvira’s bandages that became less frequent as her fresh wounds turned to scabs, ones that the both of them wished required more care, just to sneak in another moment between them here and there to see if the need to be close to each other was situational or not. This prefaced the return to few shared words for the rest of the night until one or both of them ended up falling asleep on the couch (plenty of space between them this time to avoid repeating the aforementioned incident).

Once Kuvira’s face eventually healed enough for makeup to be applied to it, however, the routine she and Korra slipped into had to come to an end, their facade of living in temporary isolation, a mere medium between bliss and depression, falling away when too many days of school had been missed for the spies to spare any more.

Korra sighed as she slipped off her pointe shoes, removing her toe pads and rolling up her tights to finally giving her feet a chance to breathe after such an intense dance class. She hadn’t expected returning to dance after several days of not stretching or working out to hit her so hard but her muscles were burning and she knew she was off her game during class.

Being back school wasn’t the worst thing in the world honestly, Korra actually grateful she was able to avoid her honorary siblings’ teasing and constant prodding as to whether or not Kuvira was her girlfriend now that she wasn’t home 24/7. She had also missed seeing her friends and knew she she could only handle so many missing assignments, but other than that, there was nothing too major she missed in her absence and it mostly felt good to be back.

By the time she had gotten fully dressed and had packed up all of her belongings again, Korra’s classmates had all filled out of the locker room, already on their ways to lunch. She was about to join them, looking around at the empty room momentarily until she spotted a green backpack, belonging to none other than the girl who had just turned the corner, pink dance bag thrown over her shoulders with a tired expression.

“Everyone gone already?” Kuvira asked, putting her dance bag into her locker.

“Yep, we’re the last ones so we’re gonna be pretty late to lunch but who cares.” Korra replied, swinging her own backpack over her shoulder after placing her discarded dance clothes into her locker, waiting to be retrieved at the end of the day before she headed home.

Kuvira grabbed her backpack, wincing as her elbow popped from the weight. Korra could tell the other girl was way worse off from the missed conditioning than she herself had been, especially since she had been fighting for her life on a kitchen table a few days earlier.

“Let me get that for you.” Korra said, grabbing the bag from Kuvira’s hands.

“It’s fine, Korra.” Kuvira said, reaching out to take the bag back from the other girl even though it was causing her muscles some strain and she didn’t think she would be able to get it to the cafeteria without stopping.

“Don’t get self destructive on me again.” Korra said, not a hint of malice in her voice, surprising Kuvira since there would usually be much more bite in response to her own annoyingly stubborn behavior.

“Sorry. Thank you.” She replied, deciding that any rebuttal would be useless and would definitely cause more harm than good. 

“You’re welcome. Are you ok?” Korra asked, unclear on what aspect of the other girl she was actually trying to check on since Kuvira was still healing in several different aspects.

“For now I am, thanksforasking…” Korra couldn’t make out the jumble at the end, brows furrowed in confusion.

“Hm?” She hummed.

“I said, thanks for asking…like checking in with me all the time and stuff. I appreciate it.” Kuvira clarified.

Korra was a little surprised, this type of honest communication from Kuvira with no snark or self deprecation not being common, even as the girls opened up to each other here and there.

She smiled faintly, “I’m glad. Come on.” They left the locker room, not talking much as they headed to the cafeteria, the familiar comfortable silence they had been working towards setting in naturally despite the change in setting.

Upon walking into the room, Kuvira kept her eyes laser focused on the ground, her usual attention commanding nature completely lost as she sat down by her brothers, Korra standing at her side as she set Kuvira’s bag down.

“Your hair looks weird pulled up like that.” Huan murmured, munching on some salad with his eyes unmoving now from his phone screen as he tapped at it, already having seen Kuvira when she and Korra had walked earlier.

Kuvira’s eyes didn’t move from the ground but Korra could see her jaw clench, eyes growing the faintest bit dark at the remark.

The twins that Korra assumed were Wing and Wei didn’t say a word, too focused on their arm wrestling contest to even acknowledge the girls.

“Where have you been? You’ve missed school...” The only other one of the boys at the table said.

“My boyfriend broke up with me so I needed some days to cool down.” Kuvira lied, trying to throw the boy a half smile, unaware her face was stuck in a grimace instead. The statement caused Huan to side eye Kuvira for a moment but he didn’t say anything, returning to his phone shortly after.

“Oh, I had no idea…Are you alright?” The other boy said.

“Yes, Baatar. I’m fine.” Kuvira lied again, tone very clearly communicating to him that he should stop asking questions or it was gonna ugly.

Korra realized in that moment that Kuvira had, unfortunately, been telling the truth about her adoptive siblings, none of them except for Baatar actually caring enough to ask where she had been, even with her several absences. 

In the tense silence that followed, Kuvira and her siblings refusing to make eye contact with each other (or at the very least not feeling the need to at all) and the awkwardness ended up being enough to signal to Korra that it was probably best she leave. She scanned Kuvira’s face for any signs that she wanted Korra to stay, but found none, only a look of something between shame and disrelish looking back at her, so she walked away and sat down at her usual spot with her friends, unable to shake the uncomfortable feeling that she had just thrown Kuvira to the wolves.

“Uh, hello? Earth to Korra?” Wu said, tapping Korra on her shoulder.

“Huh?” Korra answered dumbly, mind still focused on the look of glumness on Kuvira’s face from across the room.

“What do you mean ‘huh’? The last time we saw or spoke to you, Kuvira almost died on your kitchen table and you told us you were a spy!” Bolin said, whispering the ending because he knew better than to blurt something like that out in such a populated room.

“Oh, right! I’m so sorry, my head is just a little scrambled right now.” Korra apologized, shaking her head to focus herself again.

“We figured, you haven’t taken your eyes off Kuvira since you walked in.” Mako said, pushing a half of his sandwich over to Korra, smiling brightly when Korra grinned and took it.

“So, I’m assuming you guys want to know what’s been going on since Saturday?” Korra’s words were a little jumbled as she chewed on the sandwich but clear enough that her friends still understood what she meant.

“If you would be so kind.” Asami teased, smile only growing when Korra playfully rolled her eyes, aware that her question was a bit of a stupid one since it was a given her friends wanted to know where she had been.

“Well Kuvira and I talked, which is when Tenzin kicked you guys out I think, and from then on it was really just a lot of tending to her wounds and regaining enough of our strength to come back here. We tried to get rest whenever we could and that’s pretty much it, a little underwhelming, I know, but the break was needed.” Korra explained.

“So you haven’t talked about your missions much at all?” Mako questioned.

“Not much and, to be honest, it didn’t really cross my mind. I was way more concerned with her getting better so we’re still kinda at square one in terms of putting a stop to her organization’s plans and outside of Tenzin and Pema, no one in my organization even know’s that her identity has been revealed.” Korra said, trying to calm the wave of anxiety that temporarily washed over her since she needed to come up with a plan, and fast, uncertain that someone from the other side wasn’t already on her tail.

“How’s she doing?” Wu asked, tone dripped in concern.

“Physically? Her strength is slowly coming back but her wrist is sprained pretty bad from her whole escape and everything. Emotionally…” Korra trailed off, looking over at Kuvira, who barely moved from the position Korra left her in, head down, brows furrowed, and jaw clenched. “Well, I’m not sure.”

“Do you think you guys will be up for the rehearsal this week?” Asami asked, both out of concern for her friend’s wellbeing and the actual ballet itself since she was one of the stage managers for the production.

Korra sighed, looking down at her sandwich, “I hope so. I think having something else to focus on like that will be good for us so, as long as our bodies are down for it, we should be too.” The answer seemed to quell her friends’ curiosity enough, so they moved on from the topic, continuing on with their usual light hearted conversations.

Fortunately, both Korra and Kuvira were able to make it to the Friday rehearsal that week, both grateful they could throw themselves into something other than their current situation.

“How much longer is this run through?” Wu whispered to Mako.

“No clue, I think it depends on how well they perform the numbers and how much critique they end up needing.” His boyfriend whispered back, eyeing the clock tiredly since he and Wu had been watching the rehearsal in the auditorium for several hours now.

“Hey, Sami?” Mako called out, seeing the girl walking by them with some head sets.

“Yeah, what’s up? And can you make it quick, I gotta run these to the crew since we’re about to run music and they need these for the queues.” She said, pausing momentarily so the boys could talk to her.

“We were just wondering how much longer this practice is gonna go. We’ve been here for two whole hours.” Wu said.

“Hm, well they’re about to run Korra and Kuvira’s first fight scene now, Mrs. Suzuki might make them do the second fight scene too, and taking into account the ensemble numbers and critiques, we could be here for another hour at least depending on how hard she wants to push us today. I gotta go, I’ll be back up soon.” Asami quickly rushed off, leaving an exasperated Mako and Wu in her wake.

“Another hour?” Mako groaned.

“At least? Spirits, I don’t know how the dancers do this. I’d be exhausted by now.” Wu said, turning his attention back to the stage.

“Asami! Miss Sato? Where is she, we’re ready to run the number.” Mrs. Suzuki said, looking around for the stage manager so they could start the music.

“Here! I’m here! Sorry, I was giving head sets to crew.” Asami called, running back in from backstage and rushing over to her podium behind the curtains. “Ok, lighting? Check. Music, track twelve on standby. We’re ready so everyone who isn’t playing The Avatar or The Great Uniter off stage please!” Mrs. Suzuki and any ensemble that wasn’t Korra and Kuvira hurried off stage to take their seats in the audience as Asami attended to any last second quirks.

“You ready?” Kuvira whispered to Korra as she adjusted her pointe shoe.

“As I’ll ever be. Break a leg.” Korra whispered back, offering a hand to help Kuvira stand up from the floor once her shoe was fixed.

“You too.” Kuvira smiled, taking Korra’s outstretched hand to help her stand up before hurrying to take her place just offstage, her entrance for this number coming after Korra had already appeared onstage.

“Music hold. Three, two, queue.” With Asami’s signal and Korra in her place, the music began.

Dancing, for Korra, always partially felt like she had something to prove, hours of practice and training and discipline being something she thought she needed to be seen as a talented dancer. When the music began however, a dark melody that made her heart feel as if she was as broken as the Avatar had been at the time of facing up to The Great Uniter, it was clear to everyone outside of her knew she was something special. 

She moved like water, moves as fluid and tragic as the mindset of her character as she danced across the floor, completely lost in the music, possibility of forgetting a step or a count not even crossing her mind as she acted, every flick of her wrist or turn telling the story of the fight she was about to enter with her rival. 

Quite literally on queue, Kuvira rushed in, standing tall and menacing in front of Korra as the music grew quiet, her characters presence enough to make the chords tremble in fear. The Avatar was proud though, not letting any uncertainty show in her body language as she bowed to her opponent, though her strength was not all there. The girls took their places on the opposite side of the stage, greeting each other with respect as they squared up. The lights fell dimmer, the music steadily rising.

Kuvira looked up from her bow, gaze dark and sinister, and it was the first time since their clash in the cafeteria that Korra was actually afraid of the look, the same half crazy half cocky expression the older girl had when she kicked Korra in the gut all those nights ago. It caused her to stumble a little as they ran past each other, her relevé wobbling slightly but still enough for her to be able to tell that everyone else had seen the mistake. Her zone wavered but it wasn’t so fractured that she couldn’t continue playing her character or compete the number. 

The two girls danced around each other, every single step laced with the malign mirth of competition as they got deeper into their fight. 

Now Korra had to move fluidly while portraying different elements, earth, fire, and air all needing to be represented so precisely that the audience was immediately knew what part of the legend was being performed. The rehearsed push and pull of the symbolism for earth and fire passing between them without a hitch as for air however, that’s when there was a slight hiccup.

The Avatar and The Great Uniter were supposed to slowly circle each other, arms pulled into bow-esc motion as they locked eyes to represent the swirl of air bending the Avatar was currently supposed to be performing. The step was supposed to be executed without them actually making physical contact, but Kuvira had accidentally stepped too far forward as the girls came together, causing her hand to brush against Korra’s cheek, pinky faintly pressing against the girl’s bottom lip.

The touch was so light it only tickled, but the spark of electricity that ran through Korra’s entire body and the goosebumps that raised across her skin because of it was enough to completely break her focus, eyes locking with Kuvira’s own in a look that could only be described as longing, the deepest longing Korra had ever felt in her life. 

In that very moment, the girls finally felt an understanding between them come to light, not as strong as the way they stared into each other’s souls the night Kuvira was poisoned, but enough that they could feel something shift.

They didn’t fumble or fall out of formation, of course. The dance still continuing seamlessly, though neither of them were concerned with acting anymore as their characters became lost on them, Korra no longer being afraid and Kuvira no longer looking menacing. As they neared the end of the dance, the only time their blistering eye contact ever broke came when Korra took her final position, head bowed to the ground as The Avatar lost the battle to The Great Uniter, too psychologically displaced from what she had experienced in the earlier half of the legend, to defeat her opponent.

The music died down, fading into complete silence as the applause from the rest of the cast and crew rang out.

Korra stood up and she and Kuvira took a much needed breather after such an intense performance.

“Are you alright? I saw the stumble from your relevé earlier.” Kuvira whispered, panting heavily.

“Yeah, I’m ok. Thank you for asking.” Korra panted back, heart pounding in her chest as it heaved, sucking in deep breaths of air. She wondered if Kuvira had truly felt what she had, the tension between them reaching a new peak that day, or if she was just projecting.

“That was excellent, girls! I can tell you’ve really been working on embracing your roles.” Mrs. Suzuki said from the first row. “But, please do remember you are rivals in this ballet, not lovers. So any romantic relationship you might have should be left at the door, only so that the audience doesn’t get confused, not because there’s anything wrong with it!” The statement made the two girls’ eyes immediately go wide, jaws both slacked comically as they flushed.

“N-No, no, we’re not—we don’t—“ Korra sputtered out frantically.

“We haven’t, w-we aren’t like—“ Kuvira tried adding, her genuine shock that the moment she thought she had just felt alone had been picked up on by everyone else in the room (though she still wasn’t sure Korra had felt it as intensely or not—or maybe she was fearful to admit that to herself).

“Quiet everyone, please be quiet!” Their instructor called out, shushing the laughter that had started to rise among the students in the audience in response to the two girls’ panic. “Whew. Alright, as I was saying, fantastic job girls but, Korra, focus on elongating and pulling up through your entire spine and keeping those knees turned out to avoid anymore stumbles, ok?” The woman said, flipping her notes page to make sure that’s all the criticism she had for Korra at the moment.

“Yes, ma’am.” Korra nodded.

“And, Kuvira, please tell me that wrist will be healed soon, we gotta have our leads at one hundred percent for this ballet.” Mrs. Suzuki said, pleading expression on her face.

“It will, ma’am, I’m going to get it checked out again in a few days.” Kuvira responded, fiddling with the cast on her wrist at the mention of it.

“Terrific.” Mrs. Suzuki sighed, relieved. “Ok girls, please join your peers in the audience, I have an announcement to make!”

Both girls quickly got off the stage and found a seat next to each other by where Mako, Wu, and later Asami after she came out from behind the curtain to join them, were seated.

“Ok, everyone, please listen up because I have some very important and exciting news to share! The Environmental Institution of Human Communication, Culture, and Society will be hosting a banquet next month to celebrate recently receiving a massive grant, explicitly dedicated to funding environmental conservation projects around the world, and the entire cast and crew of the Avatar ballet have so graciously been invited to perform!”

The cheers at the news were almost deafening, so loud they would have caused Kuvira to flinch is she hadn’t already been in such heart stopping shock, body frozen in her seat. 

She hadn’t ever been briefed on what event in particular Unalaq had been planning on targeting to make his statement, but she knew him too well to not know this banquet was right up his ally. Anything having to do with the environment or culture fit his motive to a tee, leaving no doubt in Kuvira’s mind that if there was any large scale gathering her boss was gonna target soon, it was more than safe to assume it could be this one.

“The ballet itself will be condensed since we have a time slot we must stick to save and to get people interested enough in seeing it in its entirety, here on opening night, but this is an incredible opportunity to make a difference in this world through art.” Mrs. Suzuki was beaming, smile bright as it stretched from ear to ear.

“Now, that’s all I think we need to run through today but please be sure to be on the lookout for an email regarding what numbers will be performed as well as the dress code for the event itself. Enjoy the rest of your weekend, everyone!” She sent the students off with a brief wave, turning around to gather her things and go over some quick notes with the other choreographers.

“We need to talk. Now.” Kuvira turned to Korra and her friends and snarled the words out acidically, venom dripping fiercely as she scolded.

The four of them were understandably taken aback by Kuvira’s change in disposition, her gaze the most terrifying Korra’s friends had ever seen it and the most alarming it had been for Korra in days.

“Why, what happened?” Korra asked, placing a hand on Kuvira’s absentmindedly.

“I said now.” Kuvira voice trembled in anger, teeth bared as her shaking hand caused Korra’s to vibrate where their skin connected.

“All of us?” Wu asked fearfully, going in on himself more the longer he held Kuvira’s gaze.

“Yes.” Kuvira stood up and immediately started gathering her things, not even bothering to take off her pointe shoes or put on a cover up on top of her leotard and tights.

“Ok, I’ll text Bolin.” Mako said, frantically tapping away at his phone to text his brother while Wu grabbed their bags.

“Tell him to meet us by my car, we can talk there.” Asami said, leading the way as the rest of them hastily followed behind her, trying to keep in step with Kuvira to avoid upsetting her further.

“Yo, what’s up? My coach is gonna be pissed if he sees that I dipped.” Bolin said, jogging up to the rest of his friends after momentarily breaking away from wrestling practice when his brother sent him a text, stressing that it was urgent.

“Yeah, what do we need to talk about?” Korra asked, looking at Kuvira worriedly after her sudden shift in mood in the auditorium. The other girl had both on her hands braced on the trunk of Asami’s car, head bowed slightly as she pensively chewed on her lip. 

“I don’t know just how much Korra has told you about my organization but my boss is a very dangerous person. He’s the one that injected me with that poison from the other night and, though he never told me exactly what his major plan really was, I think I just figured it out.” Kuvira said, head still bowed as if she was ashamed and was expected to be reprimanded for speaking such words against her boss.

“So, what are you saying?” Korra asked.

“That this banquet is right up his ally. There’s no doubt in my mind this is exactly the type of event he’d want to target to set off his deadly master plan. He lied to me about a lot, but that doesn’t change the fact that he raised me. I’ve been around him too long to not notice his M.O.” Kuvira said, hands balling into fists on the car.

“Woah, why does it feel like this just got real?” Wu sighed, breath slightly strangled as the weight of the discussion sunk in.

“That’s because it did. He needs to be stopped or there’s no telling how many people he’ll hurt.” Kuvira said firmly.

It was tensely quiet, all of them frozen.

“Ok.” Bolin breathed.

All their heads snapped up to him, even Kuvira’s who’s gaze looked like he had just slapped her in the face. 

“Ok?” Kuvira questioned, in complete shock.

“Yes, ok. Like what’s our next move? What do we need to do to take this dude down?” Bolin said, looking at them like he was way more surprised they were confused than him agreeing to help take down essential the final boss.

“We? Fuck, no. There is no ‘we’ because there’s no way I’m letting you guys get involved in this.” Korra almost yelled, absolutely furious that her friends would try to put themselves in danger like that and even more upset that they thought she would agree.

“Korra!” Wu shouted, hurt by her unwillingness.

“NO! You’re not spies like Kuvira and I and there’s no way in hell I’m letting you get hurt, or worse, killed! This is serious!” Korra could tell her voice was trembling heavily now even if she wasn’t yelling, but she was so terrified that her worst fears of not being able to protect the people closest to her were coming true right in front of her eyes.

“I’m sorry, Korra, but that’s utter shit!” Asami shouted, causing everyone to go silent. Asami rarely got upset enough to yell so the occurrence was always unsettling

“We’re involved now, whether you like it or not. And there’s no way we’re gonna let you go at this alone.” Asami brought her volume back down just in case any passerby’s might be listening in but she was still unyielding in her agitation. 

“She’s right, Korra, you’re not doing this alone.” Mako cut in, crossing is arms in his own irritability at her.

“But—“ Korra wasn’t letting up.

“Give it up! We’re in this together, now. Not to mention it’d be a way better idea to have people working against this dude already invited to the event. You’re a spy right, and your whole thing is to be sneaky? There’s less of a chance of getting caught if you have people who can blend in.” Mako said, brow furrowed.

All the attention was turned toward the Air Temple agent, her friends all waiting expectantly to see if she would continue to be stubborn and fight what they were saying or give in.

Korra put her face in her hands, blinking back the stinging in her eyes. “Fine! But on one condition!” Korra said, brushing her hair out of her face with a defeated sigh, “All four of you train with Kuvira.”

The girl next to her flinched at the statement, “What? No! W-Why me? Why not Master Tenzin or someone else from Air Temple?” Kuvira didn’t think Korra would ever even take care of her or speak to her after their battle in the cafeteria, so she really didn’t expect for the girl to insist on her former enemy being the one to prepare her closest friends for the battle of their lives.

“Oh, Absolutely not. He can’t know about this or he’d put us all on house arrest and send in the calvary which could start a full fledged terf war across organizations. There’s no telling how many people, regardless of what side they’re on, could be killed.” Korra said, firmly, mind already made up and her conditions iron clad.

“You’re a protégé, Kuvira, one of the best in the business and I know for a fact that if there’s anyone in the world who can get my friends to where they need to be in time, it’s you.” Korra turned to her, gaze soft like it had been all those times she asked for persmission to breech Kuvira’s hard exterior, place a warm hand on her cheek or brush a loose strand of hair behind her ear. And just like all of those times, Korra was once again asking Kuvira for consent to push passed another boundary, something Kuvira could only interpret as Korra asking to truly help the operative get on active path of becoming a better person and to turn the pain she’s endured into fuel to end a vicious cycle.

“Besides, I trust you.” Korra took a step closer to Kuvira and placed a hand on her her shoulder, the one with the plate in it, which they both knew. The gesture caused Kuvira’s eyes to snap upward, green eyes locking with blue ones. 

Just like the moment they had fallen into on stage earlier, the entire world around them felt like it was slipping away, leaving just the two of them to communicate without words, confessions or apologies unneeded from their lips since they just got it when they looked at each other. Being around Korra made Kuvira actually want to chose a better life for herself even if she could be pretty stubborn about it and no matter what happened, the protégé decided then and there that she would try—try to believe she deserved another chance and also come to learn that a lot of what she forced herself to take responsibility for at such a young age truly wasn’t her fault, that she was just a child following orders from the only family she’d ever known. There was a good decision in front of her and she would be a fool not to chose it, despite it being, no doubt, the hardest thing she’d ever have to work through.

Kuvira thought about how she so desperately wanted to be able to feel what Korra’s skin on her skin felt like, her leotard being a delicate off the shoulder design, leaving the space for Korra’s hand to completely cover her shoulder, but the damage she had suffered made it nearly impossible for her to feel anything at all, everything above the swell of her bicep feeling cold and numb.

Unwilling to let the sadness of losing almost all feeling of her shoulder to make her sad all over again, however, Kuvira placed a hand on top of Korra’s, adamant to be able to feel when Korra’s skin came in contact with hers, the sparks and goosebumps spreading throughout her body and across her skin too terribly intoxicating to pass up.

“Alright.” She squeezed Korra’s hand a little tighter, “I guess it’s settled then.” 

Cheers of triumph from the rest of the group around them rang out, relieved with what both of the girls had decided.

“But!—” Kuvira shouted, cutting the joy short since she needed them to be serious just for a moment longer, the stakes too high for misunderstandings.

“You guys have to listen to everything that I say and you have to be able to cut out time to train. Rigorously. This is not a joke and if you don’t take it seriously you’re not gonna make it out alive. And I can’t live with more deaths, or at least not those of anyone here.”

There was only one path for them now and they had to be ready to face what laid at the end. These kids had to be prepared to be put in danger and possibly not make it out in one piece, a small price to pay for the slim possibility that this plan would directly to Unalaq’s death, by the hands of his own esteemed protégé.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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9. Break.

Summary for the Chapter:
            The crew begins their training under the guise of Kuvira and the assistance of Korra and, on a late night of practice, hear the truth about one of Kuvira’s best kept secrets. Something breaks then, but what could it be?

          


    
    Training like a spy was the most foreign yet wholly invigorating experience the crew could have ever imagined. The late nights of practicing self defense techniques and talking over mission strategies, showing up to school with blooming bruises hidden under tighter fitting clothes to accommodate increased muscle, and a new sense of confidence as weak kicks became strong, calculating, and disarming ones, went from being few and far between to frequent occurrences. 

Kuvira was right about how important it was for them to listen to her because she didn’t really go easy on them. It was never out of spite, of course, only her genuine want for each and every one of them to be ready for whatever the “final boss” had in store for them. She took what deadly and unmerciful techniques that had been engrained into her mind and worked with Korra to turn them into something much less sinister, yet just as effective. Ultimately, she was grateful to have someone like Korra by her side (even if the intensity shared between them still overwhelmed her to no end) to help her feel like less of a freak when she showed her willing students what she could do. It helped remind her that she wasn’t just some ticking time bomb that was only capable of blowing up and snapping on people out of nowhere. Kuvira was human, and that was something both her and Korra were learning how to handle.

It was hard to say, however, that the gang was fully ready for the complicated task at hand but if one thing was for sure, they were determined to get as close as they possibly could in what little time they had. They had scoped out the banquet hall a bit, mapping some of the possible shadows Kuvira’s boss could be creeping in and had pulled together several plans of action, accounting for as many mishaps and sneak attacks as they could. Now, they were merely counting down the weeks until the event.

“How is it possible that out of the both of us you somehow always manage to get the jump on me?” Mako panted, sprawled out on the training room floor after a pretty hefty round with Bolin.

“I think it’s just because he’s a better fighter than you!” Wu teased, throwing a towel at Mako so he could wipe some of the sweat off his heated face.

“Don’t beat yourself up, Mako. Bolin might be better at hand to hand but you’re very promising on weapons—even if they aren’t the real deal yet.” Kuvira said, sitting on a bench while doing a couple curls with her recently de-casted wrist as Korra adjusted her hair. 

“How is being promising with a rubber knife supposed to make me feel better?” Mako sighed, still laying haphazardly on the ground. Kuvira had told him that in only a few more weeks he’d be ready to try working with real knives, just in case so he could be prepared in the event he had to defend himself, but it was still slightly daunting to feel so behind his brother.

“Well, Kuvira’s the best knife wielder I’ve ever seen in person, so a compliment like that should mean a lot coming from her.” Korra chimed in, finishing her work at securing Kuvira’s bun but allowing her hands to linger in the other’s hair just a brief second longer.

“Well aren’t you sweet.” Kuvira said brightly once Korra pulled her hands away, placing the weight on the ground and picking up a towel to dry her sweaty hands.

“Don’t let it go to your head, Beifong.” Korra smiled back, pointing at Kuvira accusingly while walking to the lockers to grab some water.

Both girls were oblivious of their friends’ knowing glances, too lost in their own bubble to pick up on it.

“You know, you guys do all this talk about how advanced your techniques are and how riveting your fights were, but you’ve never actually showed us what real sparring between spies can look like…” Bolin said, stopping mid sit-up as he looked over to the, curiously.

“You know what? He’s right. I mean, I obviously doubt that you guys are sugar coating your achievements but I do think it’d be helpful to see what a fight could look like outside of just movies and word of mouth.” Asami breathed, slightly winded from the boxing she had just been doing in the corner of the room.

“Ah, we don’t need to do that.” Kuvira said, waving them off.

“Yeah, come on guys.” Korra added, dismissing their hopeful looks.

“Aww, what’s the matter? You scared you scared you’re not as good as you claim?” Wu challenged, cocky smirk spread across his face.

“Never.” Kuvira glared at him, tone sarcastic but eyes the tiniest bit darker.

The room froze a bit at her reply but it was just as quick to start moving again as Kuvira’s shoulders relaxed and she chuckled.

“But, I am worried of the risk of wasting valuable training time.” Kuvira said.

“Then turn it into a teachable moment! Show us what not to do and how to improve if we ever end up having to go hand to hand with some goon, Raava forbid.” Bolin suggested, earning him nods from his just as eager friends.

The two girls looked at each other with narrowed eyes and furrowed brows, both nonverbally trying to decide if this was a good idea or not.

“Fine, but only for the sake of preparing you all further.” Kuvira replied, wiping the rest of the sweat off of her arms and hands as she got up from the bench and walked over to the center of the spring floor.

The non-spies happily sat down on the bench the two girls had just come from to watch the lesson as Korra joined Kuvira at the floor.

“So, we’re not just gonna jump right into it, of course, out of risk it can get too out of control too quickly which would then keep you guys from learning anything.” Kuvira and Korra both loosened up their limbs and stretched out their muscles as she spoke, making sure they were warmed up enough for the demonstration.

“First, Korra, slowly throw a punch at me using the form you normally would if you had never fought me before.”

Korra moved to throw a weak punch towards Kuvira’s jaw, allowing the older girl to catch the punch and redirect it downward, which caused Korra’s hand to be locked at Kuvira’s waist, preventing her from moving at all.

“Ok, here’s what Korra’s punch just told me about her technique and what strategy she’s planning on taking in this fight—if Korra was really someone who hadn’t ever gotten the chance to go a few rounds with me, I would immediately know she’s an easily distracted target. Not only did she come at me first, which isn’t truly the worst thing, if you’re good, just something I myself try to avoid doing, but her form also gave away that she didn’t take any time to study my body language, like to try and suitably counter anything I might pull next.” Kuvira said, hoping the terminology she was using was easy enough to understand for people who had never been in combat before.

“You can tell all of that just from a slow, pulled, marked punch?” Asami asked, shocked that Kuvira had already analyzed so much from such a slow walk through.

“I told you guys she was good.” Korra smirked, throwing a wink at Kuvira when they locked eyes.

Kuvira rolled her eyes playfully and tightened her grip on Korra’s trapped arm, “Anyways, yes, I can. Basically, what I’m telling you is that you need to be sure about how and where to throw your punch if an operative ever confronts you, it’s paramount for you. Got that?” Kuvira questioned firmly. 

The crew on the bench nodded, mostly understanding what she was trying to stress.

“Now, to apply that to a real life example for you: even after Korra and I had already fought once before her first day of detention, she still tried to strike me first. You’re a great shot, Korra, but it was easy to tell you hadn’t studied enough about my style outside of archives and such and especially not without my weapon to be prepared, even if your mind and body were ready to fight me.” Kuvira said, no malice in her voice but tone accidentally coming off as more scolding than she intended it to.

“Aren’t you supposed to be teaching them?” Korra groaned.

“I’m teaching all of us. We don’t know what to expect on the day and even I need some brushing up from time to time.” Kuvira loosened her grip on the girl’s arm and brushed a thumb across her skin, trying to soothe any discomfort her words and caused.

“Right.” Korra said, cheeks heating at Kuvira’s action.

“Now—,” Kuvira dropped Korra’s arm completely, “—we’re gonna spar for real this time, but make sure if you make the first move at any point, you know what you’re doing, otherwise, wait until I come at you, then you’ll be able to put more purpose and power behind whatever you throw back at me.” Kuvira got into her grounded stance, knees spread shoulder width apart, elbows pulled in towards her center, and hands balled into tight fists in preparation.

“Fine, but just a warning for you guys,” Korra turned to her friends, “—hand to hand has never really been my strongest suit in the field so, I’m good, but not that good.” She said the words as a light hearted aside, nothing more than a partially true jest, but Kuvira furrowed her brows anyway.

She didn’t like the way that Korra had recently started talking about her skills, as if the closer they got to D-Day, the more confidence she lost—which was the exact opposite of what she should’ve been working towards. Kuvira was getting worried that her own self destructive tendencies had started to rub off on Korra and that her way of tearing herself down before someone else could do it for her was starting to manifest in the Air Temple agent. This  made her feel awful since she was already having such a hard time opening up and talking about her feelings as is, the vicious cycle that Unalaq raised her in proving difficult to crack, as expected.

“Wait.” Kuvira placed a hand on Korra’s bicep, trying not to become distracted by the feeling of the solid muscle under her fingers as she stopped the other girl from moving into her fighting stance.

“I don’t like when you say stuff like that. I didn’t critique you so you could talk down on yourself, Korra, I critiqued you so you can get that much closer to making it your strong suit. Maybe this isn’t your best area but that doesn’t mean you aren’t well versed in several other elements rather than just being really good at one.” Kuvira could feel the pout on her face even though it wasn’t intentional, but she was upset so she couldn’t hide it well.

Korra deflated slightly, looking at her feet with a brief look of guilt crossing her face after Kuvira finished speaking. With a huff, she placed a hand on top of Kuvira’s on her bicep and gave her an firm, apologetic look before smirking.

“Are you trying to make another avatar joke, Beifong?” She jested, words and smile playful but eyes saying something different.

Kuvira rolled her eyes and pushed the other girl away with a smile, understanding that Korra was taking her words into account despite the snark. “I wasn’t, but if the shoe fits, wear it.”

They both got into position, adrenaline racing as the people from the bench spurred them on with clapping and words of encouragement.

“You ready, Water Tribe?” Kuvira teased, voice dripping in honey as she thought about the similarities of their first confrontation in the bathroom weeks ago.

“You don’t even have to ask, Metal Bender.” Korra responded, cheekily unbending one of her fists tantalizingly slow, fingers unfolding briefly before she brought them inwards in a beckoning motion, the smug look never once leaving her face.

Kuvira practically flew over to Korra after that, her footing moving so fast Korra almost didn’t have time to dodge the jab being directed towards her throat. Korra was immediately reminded that Kuvira’s fighting style had always been and would always be deadly, even though she was constantly being conscious of her movements so she didn’t seriously injure the Air Temple agent.

They ended up dancing around each other for a bit, Kuvira coming at Korra unrelentingly, a couple landed punches here and a few close calls to the face from powerful kicks there, and Korra took the entire time she could to study the Metal Bender. Since the first couple times they clashed, Korra knew Kuvira fought like she wasn’t even worried about whether or not she would win, every strike or swipe of a weapon holding true to the notion that the older girl didn’t even let the prospect of failure wholly cross her mind. She was prideful and egotistical and it showed in her style. 

Now, however, the longer Korra and Kuvira fought, Korra realized something deeper, that Kuvira wasn’t just fighting to win just because she knew she would, but because she had a strategy to make Korra practically hand over the win. The Metal Bender was trying to make her opponent become the reason for their own downfall, either moving so fast they got tired first and became sloppy or watching and waiting for their own ego to get in the way of combat, just like what had happened to Korra when she went for Kuvira’s plated shoulder.

The only way for Korra to ever possibly gain a successful advantage over such a skilled fighter, was to counter act the strategy by flipping it on its head, causing Kuvira to become the one who handed over the win to Korra rather than vice versa. Kuvira was too fast and had too much stamina for Korra to tire her out first, however, lest they keep this fight for several hours, so the only thing she had to find a way to drain all of that energy at once.

Her opportunity came as she landed a strike to Kuvira’s jaw, causing both of them to freeze for a moment. 

“You’ll pay for that, Water Tribe.” Kuvira breathed, still playful but glossed over with noticeable a touch of venom.

“I doubt it.” Korra chuckled, plan falling into place right in front of her eyes.

Kuvira could only tilt her head in confusion, eyes soon widening as Korra rushed up to her, jumping so high in the air she was able to wrap both of her legs around Kuvira’s neck before rolling to the ground and tossing the older girl over her shoulder. The move mimicked the wall flip Kuvira had done that day in the bathroom but it was much more powerful, fully disorienting the Metal Bender as she hit the ground with a harsh thud, the wind being knocked out of her. She was able to get up though, back facing Korra, but she was definitely weaker than she was when they started the fight. She panted as she turned to face a determined looking Korra, fighting stance strong and eyes narrowed. 

The girl unfurled her fist again, tauntingly beckoning for Kuvira to come at her once more. Kuvira huffed cracking her knuckles, one by one, just like she had done in one of their previous collusions, before running full speed ahead at the Air Temple agent, who was coming at her just as fast. 

The non-spies on the bench were on the edge of their seats as they watched Korra make a move like she was about to strike Kuvira again, leaving her abdomen wide open for an attack. Kuvira, thinking she had found a sloppy weak spot in Korra, went for it, attempting to land a strong hit on Korra. 

Korra, already expecting the bait to be taken to her intentional opening, fired back at the Kuvira, the resounding crack from their arms coming in contact with each other ringing loudly throughout the room. 

It threw Kuvira off her balance enough that Korra was able to follow through with her plan, Korra sliding under Kuvira’s open legs, one of her signature moves, before kicking the girl in the back which sent her straight for to the ground. She quickly moved to straddle Kuvira once she flipped over, meaning that as soon as she and Korra were face to face, her wrists were pinned above her head and her torso was pinned to the ground, leaving her unable to move.

“Looks like I pinned, ya, Metal Bender.” Korra said, tone cocky as her breath ghosted over Kuvira’s face. 

Before Kuvira could offer an equally as acidic rebuttal, however, Korra’s eyes widened to the size of saucers and she released the Kuvira’s wrists.

“I pinned you.”

A beat.

“Oh my spirits, I pinned you!” Korra was smiling from ear to ear as she took in the full weight of the win, getting so happy from the triumph that she pulled Kuvira into a hug, their cheeks pressing together cheerfully from how excited she was.

“Looks like you did, Water Tribe. See what happens when you actually take my advice?” Kuvira wrapped her arms around Korra’s waist, returning the hug. 

Kuvira did know how long they were laying like that, her head spinning a bit from Korra chuckling brightly in her ear, a sound she could never get tired of.

“Uh, guys? Could maybe one of us try sparring with Kuvira?” Wu giggled, amused by the complete obliviousness to their surrounding of the two girls that always seemed to find them in moments like this.  

“Yeah, you know because we’re the ones who need the most training?” Mako chimed in teasingly, motioning between all of them on the bench.

“Right! Right, yeah you are.” Korra pulled her face from where it was nuzzled in Kuvira’s neck and scrambled to get off of the other girl, offering her a hand to help her stand up after she righted herself.

“So! Who wants to go first?” Kuvira asked, hoping the burning of her cheeks wasn’t as noticeable as she felt like it was.

“I’ll go!” Wu said enthusiastically, getting up from the bench with his hand raised.

“Really?” Mako asked, completely shocked that his boyfriend of all people would volunteer to spar with someone like Kuvira first.

“Yeah, I mean, I’m the more skittish one out of all of us, you could say, so it’ll go by quickly.” Wu explained, shrugging.  

“Alright.” Kuvira deadpanned, already in her fighting pose.

“Wait, we’re not going as hard as you guys just did, right?” Wu asked, skeptical.

Kuvira raised a brow, dropping her stance and crossing her arms over her chest in slight annoyance. “Can you do a back flip, Wu?”

“I can underwater!” Wu said, chest pumped up proudly.

“Then of course not.” Kuvira rolled her eyes and resumed her position. Wu matched her pose, remembering the way she had first taught them how to stand weeks ago.

“And, Prince, keep those elbows tucked in so you don’t break something.” Kuvira added, reminding him of a critique he often forgot.

“Sure thing, sweetness” Wu smiled, tone cocky like it usually was.

Kuvira’s eyes narrowed at him.

“Uh, Sir.” He countered, eyes fearful.

She cocked her head.

“I mean, Ma’am?” Wu tried again.

Kuvira’s glare deepened.

“Boss! Yes, boss!” He stuttered, saluting her with a shaky hand.

Those on the bench were laughing loudly at the comedic tone of the entire exchange while Kuvira just rolled her eyes again, scoffing at the ridiculousness before beckoning him to come at her. 

Wu crumbled pretty quickly, unsurprisingly, but it was unexpected, however, that he was actually able to hold his own for longer than a minute *(a minute and thirty to be exact). Mako followed, holding out the longest he ever had in practice and even coming close enough to almost trip Kuvira up with a leg sweeping move (which was dogged quickly, but with a slight hint of difficulty on Kuvira’s end).

“You’re next, Asami, I tap out.” Mako breathed, chugging down some water after his turn was over.

“I think I’m gonna pass.” Asami said, unmoving from her seat.

“Why? Are you ok?” Korra asked, very concerned.

“Yeah, yeah, I’m alright. Just…not there yet.” The words were directed at Kuvira, tone apologetic but firm.

“Sorry.” Asami said.

“Don’t be, I understand.” Kuvira vividly remembered when Korra had told her about the argument with Asami the night Kuvira had been poisoned. It made her upset with herself to know that she had caused Asami to be so terrified for her life when the girl shouldn’t have even been involved in this mess at all, but she knew that only time would help the cause, so she respected the girl’s wishes and didn’t push.

“Then I guess it’s my turn!” Bolin said cheerfully, finished wrapping his hands up and already settled in his grounded stance.

“Remember what I told you about your follow through, Bo, you’re a better fighter than you think so don’t lose your confidence.” It had come more as a shock to Kuvira herself than anyone else that she had eventually ended up feeling comfortable enough to call Bolin by a nickname but it turned out that, outside of whatever she and Korra had going on, Kuvira and Bolin had somehow become the closest in the group. 

“Got it! I’m ready.” Bolin answered, eager smile spread across his face as Kuvira got into her stance.

Their sparring started off well, Kuvira only calling out a few pointers or reminders here and there as they moved around the room. Bolin was taking in her advice so well, Kuvira actually forgot for a moment that she was fighting a non-spy, his execution of the moves coming across much more as a younger operative, like the ones she worked with at her old agency, rather than someone who had only started the precautionary training a short while ago. She was soon snapped out of the zone however when Bolin got cocky and sent a powerful punch straight for her plated shoulder.

“Bolin, no!” Korra tried to stop him from following through with his movement, but by the time she realized what he was doing, he had already landed the punch and was hollering in pain.

“Shit! What the hell was that?” He groaned, cradling his hand as his friends ran to his side in aid.

“I am so sorry, Bolin, are you ok?” Kuvira said frantically, eyes wide as the boy winced.

“Does he look ok?!” Mako shouted back at her, more harsh than he had meant to as he tried to pry his brother’s cradled hand away from his chest so the damage could be examined.

Kuvira took a step back from them, lip quivering slightly.

“Don’t speak to her that way, Mako. It was an accident.” Korra glared at him as she bent down by Bolin’s side.

“Let me see it, Bo.” She said, slowly taking his hand as he extended it. She looked it over, asking Bolin questions about what he could and couldn’t do as she unbent and bent his wrist and fingers.

“I can wrap it up for you if you really want me to, but nothing seems broken or sprained. I think you just cracked your knuckles really hard.” Korra said.

“Nah, it’s fine, I’ll just take an aspirin.” Bolin answered, allowing himself to be helped to a sitting position by Asami and Wu.

“I’ll go grab you some from the infirmary.” Korra said, jogging towards in the direction of the elevator door.

“You ok?” Korra asked, voice laced with concern as she stopped in front of Kuvira before she made her way to the elevator.

“I should’ve warned them.” Kuvira’s voice was barely above a whisper, her brows furrowed and her arms crossed tightly over her chest.

“It’s not your fault.” Korra answered, placing a hand on one of Kuvira’s arms.

“Right.” Kuvira backed away, letting Korra’s hand drop to her side.

“Wait here, I’ll be right back.” Korra left quickly after that, it luckily not taking her long to retrieve the medicine and a bottle of water for Bolin to wash it down with.

“What was that, Kuvira? Why did it feel like you had, like, a solid steel shoulder or something?” Bolin said, swallowing down the pills.

“It’s platinum.” Kuvira said plainly.

The words caused all eyes in the room to snap to Kuvira in shock.

“What? Like actual platinum?” Asami asked.

“Yes, like actual platinum.” Kuvira sighed and walked over to them and sat down in their wonky circle, pulling her knees to her chest.

“Why do you have platinum in your shoulder?” Mako asked, eyes concerned.

“Because, I was shot.” 


  ———four years ago———


Kuvira pouted as she rode the elevator up to her boss’s floor with Guan.

“You’re in big trouble, 423.” Guan spat as she stepped off the elevator, words extra harsh since he was the one who had ended up receiving most of the heat from her swelling anger.

“Whatever!” She shouted, not even bothering to spare the assistant a glance as she stomped past the front desk and twisted the handle to her boss’s office, storming inside and slamming the door shut behind her.

“My dear, Kuvira. Come, sit down.” Her boss said, voice as welcoming as it had always been for her, yet unwaveringly commanding.

Kuvira sat down in the chair opposite of her boss’s with a dramatic huff, arms crossed with a deep pout on her chubby face.

“Care to tell me why you got sent up here, sweetheart?” The man had already known of course, but he needed to hear it come from her mouth for this to work.

“We were all lined up in the meeting room to get assigned to our new levels for this quarter and I got upset because they wouldn’t move me up a class.” She mumbled, getting angry all over again as she recounted the event.

“Ah, yes. I remember that feeling—desperately hoping that you would be chosen to be on a more advanced track for hard work, takes me back.” Her boss said, reclining in his chair with a finger smoothing over his chin as he looked back on the memory fondly, especially since it ultimately lead him to where he was now.

“It’s just, I’ve been on who successful missions already! Which is way more than a lot of the other kids and I’ve done a lot of damage so why do I have to stay in my age bracket when I’m better than that?” Kuvira whined, voice getting more strained the more furious she became. “It just feels like nobody cares about my wins and they only look at my age! Who cares that I’m only fourteen? I can do harder spy stuff!”

The tall man stood up from his chair and walked around his desk to stand beside her, hand patting her right shoulder comfortingly.

“There, there, dearest, don’t get so upset. Patience and proper pacing is one of the most important things we can learn as operatives and thinking you deserve more before you’re truly ready is unbecoming. How can we decide the needs of others if we so selfishly put our own first? Hm?” He said, head cocked to the side expectantly, hoping she was able to understand what he was saying.

“But I’m so much better than the other kids in my section, especially with weapons and you know that! Please, please get them to put me in a higher class, I’m ready.” She pleaded, hands clasped together hopefully as her eyes stung uncomfortably, tears rushing to them.

The man sighed and ran a hand through her hair, usual braid as determined by the dress code undone since it was so close to curfew.

“I’m sorry, Kuvira, but your teachers’ decision is final and I won’t go against it.” His tone wasn’t menacing but it was firm, his mind made up on the matter.

This was the final straw for the little girl however as she broke out of his grasp and threw her hands down with a stomp, “You don’t know what you’re talking about, Unalaq! You’re being unfair!” Her voice was so heated it could definitely be heard outside of the just the office.

Unalaq glared, pointing an accusing finger at the girl, “Now you know better than to talk to me like that, Kuvira! You’re grounded and will stay at the Beifongs with no training for two weeks because of this behavior.” 

As soon as the words were said, Kuvira was off, bolting out of the room and leaving the door wide open as she sobbed.

Unalaq sighed, fingers pressing harshly at his temples in irritation as he sat back down in his chair. He sat like that for a moment, unmoving as he thought about how to pacify the situation.

He glanced over at his desk, eyes landing on small parcel that had been delivered to him earlier in the day. He thought a minute longer about the decision playing in his head and huffed, picking up the parcel and opening it, allowing the small silver key inside if it to slip into his hand. He twirled the key around in his digits for a moment before bending down to open one of the cabinets below his desk, grabbing onto a heavy black case before hoisting it up placing it down, kicking the cabinet closed with his foot.

“Sir? Would you like me to close this?” His assistant asked, peeking her head onto the room with her hand on the knob.

“Yes please. Thank you, Tammy.” He answered.

“Of course, Sir.” She said, moving to pull the door closed.

“And, Tammy?” He said called.

“Yes, Sir?” She questioned, pushing the door open a bit so she could see him fully.

He glanced at the clock on the wall solemnly, “Send 423 back up here in two hours exactly.”

“Yes, Sir.” She then pulled the door closed, leaving it to shut with a small click.

He turned his attention back the black case, a whistle escaping through his teeth as he stuck the key in the lock and opened it. He took in the object that sat within the satin lining, already loaded and ready to be used.

He shut the lid to the box, but didn’t lock it, waiting.

As promised, Kuvira was called back up two hours later, eyes puffy from all the crying she had been doing over the entire situation. She entered the room, eyes cast downward in shame as she stood awkwardly by the door.

Unalaq arose from his chair once again and stood beside his desk, arms outstretched. “Come here, dear.”

She ran into his arms, hugging him with all the strength she could. “I’m very sorry for raising my voice at you, I just need to teach you respect, that’s all.” He cooed, running a hand through her hair.

“I know and I’m sorry too! I’m very sorry for throwing a fit and not calling you Sir.” She sniffled, burying her face into his neck apologetically.

“There, there, dear, I know.” He pulled back and wiped a stray tear away from her cheek, a small smile playing at his lips, “Now run off to bed, it’s getting late.” He let her go, watching as she jogged off towards the door.

“Oh and, Kuvira, dear? One more thing—“

As she neared the handle, he called out to her, the retrieval of what he had in the black case being muffled by her footsteps.

She didn’t even have time to startle as an ear-bursting shot rang out, the sound of the blast still reverberating off the walls of the office as Unalaq stared at her blankly with his finger on the trigger of a just fired gun. She hit the ground like a weight, screams of agony ripping through her throat uncontrollably as she took in the bullet wound to her shoulder, tears from the pain causing her vision to go blurry as she watched blood gush down her limp arm. Her heart was beating loudly in her ears, the shrieks and pulse making her head spin nauseatingly as she writhed and kicked on the floor, pain too shooting for her to even think straight about what had just happened.

The man placed the gun back into its case and grabbed the phone from the edge of his desk, dialing a number with it pressed against one of his ears as he did so. “Yes, nurse, Wang? The Metal Bender has just learned an important lesson and is in need of immediate medical attention. Now.” He pressed his free hand against the ear that wasn’t to the speaker of the phone, muffling Kuvira’s cries of torture so he could hear the woman in the other end of the line.

“Yes, Sir, sending a team to your office immediately.” The nurse said, hanging up without hesitation so she could send what the boss was requesting.

After the click, Unalaq placed the phone back on its stand and walked over to where the bleeding girl was swaying in and out of consciousness.

“Shhh, sweetheart, moving will only make it hurt worse.” He shushed her, bracing himself as he bent down by putting a hand down next to her face.

“W-Why?” Was the only thing she could weakly stutter out, the loss of so much blood combined with the pain of having her shoulder blown to bits causing her to lose consciousness, her vision spotty and eyes rolling back into her head. 

“It was only to teach you a lesson about respect and the consequences of going against it, Kuvira. One that I hope, for your sake, you will never forget.” He whispered, pressing a hand to her fluttering lids to shut them fully, everything in her mind going dark and cold.


  ———present day———


The silence was deafening, similar expressions of utter disbelief and horror plastered across everyone’s faces as they looked at Kuvira.

“H-He did that to you? You were just a kid.” Asami breathed out, hand over her heart in dismay.

“I don’t really think I was ever a kid, honestly. He made sure of that.” Kuvira answered bitterly.

“Can you feel your shoulder? Like when I punched it, did it hurt you at all?” Bolin asked.

“No. It really just feels numb. I found out when I woke up three days later that bullet blew out out most of my pain receptors, so when anything comes into contact with it I don’t feel anything. The damage was so severe that I’m lucky enough to say I can still move my fingers and use my hand at all today.”

“And you still worked with him after that, after he did such a horrible thing to you?” Wu grimaced.

“I didn’t have a choice.” Kuvira replied.

“Are you ok?” Korra asked, jaw clenched as she stared at the ground, unable to look Kuvira in the eyes any longer as her own became watery.

Kuvira froze, unsure how to answer the question.

“Yeah, I got over it eventually so…” She settled on a lie.

An uncomfortable silence set in again, all them still too stunned to say anything. 

“Anyway” Kuvira broke the silence, hoping to turn the tenseness into something else, “—when Korra and I say that this guy is bad news, we mean it. His existence is a threat for everyone, not just those on the opposite side,” she touched her shoulder, feeling nothing, “—but those in his inner circle as well.”

“We’re gonna take this guy down. For good. Promise.” Mako said, face harsh and determined.

“I hope so.” Kuvira smiled, insincere.

 A alarm going off from over by the lockers startled them all.

“Oh shit, that’s mine, hold on.” Asami said, jogging over to retrieve and silence the device.

“That mean it’s time to go?” Wu asked.

“Afraid so. I’m so sorry, Kuvira, it feels like we’re just abandoning you after such a vulnerable moment.” Asami said apologetically, remorseful that they had to turn in for the night after such a heavy discussion.

“It’s fine, don’t worry about it. In fact, I should probably head back soon myself anyway.” Kuvira said, standing up from her place on the floor and moving to clean up.

“See you guys at school Monday.” Bolin called solemnly, waving Korra and Kuvira off as him and the rest of the crew got into the elevator and rode it up to the ground floor to leave.

Neither Korra or Kuvira said a word after the rest of the crew left, Kuvira too busy shuffling around to put back all the equipment they had been using that night to say anything.

“Kuvira, stop.” The brokenness of Korra’s tone caused the older girl to sigh heavily, turning to face the Air Temple agent with a look of exhaustion.

“What’s the matter?” Kuvira asked, dumbly.

Korra’s face molded into a look a confused glare. “Whats the matter? You just told me about how you were shot as a kid and then moved on like it was nothing, that’s the matter.” Korra got up from her spot on the floor and walked over to Kuvira. “You know you can talk to me about this if you need to, right?” Korra could sense from the moment that Kuvira stepped out of her grasp when she went to retrieve the medicine for Bolin that the older girl was acting off.

“Sure I do, but it’s fine, really, I’m over it.” Kuvira lied, tone warning as she walked away from Korra to put some weights back into their brackets. She wanted to talk to Korra about it, of course, especially since the younger girl was so willing to listen, but she couldn’t even fully process her pain back then so it was even harder to put any of her feelings into words now.	

Korra followed her, getting visibly more upset as Kuvira tried to get away from her again. “Don’t lie to me right now. You should really talk about these things before you push them down and it all blows up in your face.” They stood in the middle of the room now, Korra standing in front of Kuvira with her back to the elevator to block any path for Kuvira to leave the room.

“Just drop it, Korra! Not every single fucking thing needs to be talked about between us!” She could feel her voice bouncing off the walls of the room, teeth bared menacingly as she glared down at Korra. Despite her better efforts, Kuvira easily slipped back into her strategy of becoming so abrasive and harsh that anyone dealing with her would be swayed to leave her alone.

Korra balled her hands into tights fists, her skin turning white and arms shaking from how furious she was. “You’re fucking insufferable sometimes, Kuvira! Do you know that!? Why do you always resort to pushing me away and shutting me out when you get upset? I thought you were better that now, that you were really working on making peace with yourself and all the shit you’ve been through. But I guess I was wrong, because it seems like you’re just as much if a coward now as you were before.” Korra wasn’t holding back, all the anger she had been muffling from the self destructive behavior spewing out of her mouth hatefully, immediately snapping Kuvira out of her destructive behavior and causing her to take a step back.

“Don’t say that! I haven’t stopped trying to be better, Korra, I haven’t!” Kuvira yelled back, tone much less intimidating and much more remorseful as she saw Korra irritatedly rub at her temples.

Korra scoffed, taking a step closer to Kuvira to account for the one the other took backwards. “Then prove it! Prove that you actually aren’t terrified of letting someone in for once in your life! Otherwise how on earth are we meant to work together, especially on something as serious as this?!” Korra shouted, lip quivering and eyes glossed over with unshed tears. She hated that her feelings for Kuvira made her act out so dramatically when it came to stuff like this, everything with the other spy happening in overwhelming extremes around her so often that she couldn’t help herself.

They both stared at each other tensely, their eyes locking and hearts racing, a sinking feeling pulling in each of their guts when they realized that they were unable to read each other. They had always been able to say so much by doing so little but right now, Korra was slipping away and Kuvira was afraid.

Kuvira was frozen, looking at Korra with wide, watery eyes, as she tried to think of something—anything right say that would prevent the girl in front of her from leaving her.

“Forget it…” The words were breathed out like Korra choking down the pain of a wound, her voice breaking as she moved to turn away, headed straight for the elevator door.

Kuvira’s mind was practically screaming at her, the most intense wave of panic she had ever experienced lodging itself in her throat as she watched Korra walk away. 

They had been through too much, had worked too hard to let each other go and, even if feeling so strongly for someone else was entirely foreign and positively terrifying to her, Kuvira didn’t think she could go on without Korra Kuruk, The Avatar, The Air Temple Agent, The Water Tribe soldier, in her life—handling her so gently like she was made of fine china while whispering to her the sweetest grounding words that reminded her she was anything but weak. Korra was the only person she had ever met that just got her, making her feel like she could actually be in control of her destiny without someone there to manipulate her and treat her like a weapon. 

It was clear that The Water Tribe spy saw a lot of herself in The Metal Bender and would stop at nothing to help the operative choose the right path.

The words to express that never did came to Kuvira’s brain in that moment though, as she was unable to grasp the right pacification that could even come close to describing how she was feeling. So, panicked and terrified, she grabbed onto Korra’s shoulder, turning her around so she could finally press their lips together. 

The only thing Kuvira could think about was how unreal kissing Korra felt, like time had stopped or slowed down and the only thing she could see, hear, feel, was Korra. She got lost in it, truly, so present in the shy press of soft, full, warm, lips, that the only thing able to pull her out of it was the small hitch of Korra’s breath. It was a tiny gasp that Kuvira only became aware of because of their close proximity and the vibrations that ran through the hand she had placed on Korra’s cheek. It was enough to make her jolt back though, unsteady hands falling at her sides and an apology already on the tip of her tongue.

“I-I’m so—“ Kuvira stuttered.

“Shut up—“ And then Korra was moving forward and grabbing Kuvira tightly by the waist with one hand and cradling her face with the other to kiss her back, a sigh escaping her mouth as their lips met.

Kuvira couldn’t tell if the kiss felt so suffocating because all the tension that had been building between them was finally being released or if she had actually just forgotten to breathe, but all she knew was that she was blissfully becoming increasingly lightheaded as their lips slotted together. Korra kissed Kuvira like she not only deserved to be savored, but like she would die the second they pulled away and she needed to treasure every single millisecond of this moment. 

Since this was Kuvira’s first ever kiss, she happily followed Korra’s lead, matching every single press of the other’s lips eagerly until she swore she she was seeing stars behind her own eyelids. Korra ran her tongue along the seam of Kuvira’s lips, asking for permission as Kuvira gasped into her mouth and let her in, her feet almost losing their balance as Korra slid their tongues together. Everything about the sensation was so new and electrifying that Kuvira wondered for a moment if she was really alive or if this was all some long winded dream that would eventually fade away as soon as she opened her eyes.

She fisted Korra’s shirt, grabbing on to not only pull them closer to each other and keep some semblance of her own balance, but also to double check that she was really all there and that all of this was truly happening. The grounding action earned her a groan from the other girl which caused Kuvira’s already burning cheeks to flush deeper (if that was even possible). She swallowed Korra’s noise down, opening her mouth wider with a shaky inhale afterwards.

Korra pulled away after that, seriously in need of some air and feeling too hot after the noise to continue, lest she become unable to pull herself back.

“Spirits” Korra breathed, blown pupils wide, an interesting contrast to the softest smile Kuvira had ever seen on another human being currently playing at her lips. 

“Yeah.” Kuvira felt like she was floating, the only keeping her from flying off being the grip on her waist. She released the clumps of Korra’s shirt she had been squeezing and placed her hands on either side of the blue eyed girl’s face, cradling her.

“I really do want to let people in and work through my trauma, I promise. It’s just so difficult.” She hoped she managed to let her words came across to Korra as sincere enough and cohesive as they needed to be, her brain short-circuited a fair bit from the previous lack of air.

“I know, I believe you and I really should’ve been more patient. I want you to know that you always have a friend in me to confide in, you don’t have to run from me because I’m not going anywhere.” Korra replied, rubbing soothing circles into Kuvira’s waist with her thumb as she stared into her eyes.

Kuvira chuckled lightly, stepping a little closer to Korra, “Are we friends?”

Korra bit her lip to try and hide how big her smile was becoming, “I don’t think we ever really were, to be honest. I think we kind of just did a speed run of the whole enemies to lovers thing.”

Kuvira 	could’ve replied with an equally as teasing remark but, instead she hummed, a breathy laugh escaping her mouth. “I think you’re right.”

“Can I kiss you again?” Korra knew her face was as flushed as Kuvira’s was, even if her tanner skin didn’t reveal it as much, but she didn’t even dwell on it, too focused on gently running the pad of her thumb across Kuvira’s soft bottom lip to care.

“You don’t even have to ask.” Escaped from Kuvira as Korra brought their lips together again and again, the same fire that was burning around them the first time returning like it had never left.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          shoulder injury reveal and the kiss all in one chapter arent I so nice 💀💀 I hope this chapter is as satisfying for you to read as it was for me to write with all that tension between them finally being released🙏🏾 Please leave kudos and tell me what you thought in the comments!!

https://deadlydancekorviraff.tumblr.com/
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