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Summary: 
            The White Lotus Intelligence Agency’s top operative, Korra, is assigned to a high-stakes mission to gather evidence that could bring down the resurging Red Lotus, a terrorist group threatening global stability. But as the mission unfolds, hidden dangers emerge, and the mission goes awry, leaving Asami Sato and the rest of the team racing against time to uncover the truth.
ON HIATUS

          







1. The Mission

Author's Note:
      New fic. I wasn't supposed to post this yet cos I was planning to write the whole fic first before uploading anything. BUT! My friend, Lost_soul2255, insisted— no, demanded— that I post chapter 1 now, so here it is. So, this chapter is dedicated to her. XD. No update schedule, as usual.

A spy/secret agent AU, but it's not going to be the main plot. The story will revolve around Korra and Asami's relationship as that's my strong suit, and not adventure or anything. But there still will be spying here and there. I hope you enjoy.

    


    
    
  The sleek black car pulled up to the edge of the industrial complex, its headlights cutting off immediately as it slipped into the shadows. Korra stepped out, her movements quiet and purposeful, the faint creak of the car door the only sound in the still night. She adjusted her earpiece, the tiny device fitting snugly in her ear, and tugged at the gloves on her hands.



  Looking down, she marveled at her wife’s invention.



  Her suit clung to her like a second skin, a masterpiece of cutting-edge technology designed for stealth. The material absorbed light, rendering her nearly invisible in dim conditions, while the woven microfibers muffled her movements. A utility belt hung at her waist, equipped with a variety of gadgets—lockpicks, smoke pellets, and a compact grappling hook. It wasn’t just functional; it was armor, and Korra felt its reassuring weight as she surveyed the dark warehouse ahead.



  “Avatar, you’re on the ground,” Lin Beifong’s voice crackled in her earpiece. “This is a recon mission. Infiltrate the hideout, gather intel, and get out. No heroics.”



  Korra sighed, rolling her eyes. “Yeah, Chief. I already know that.” She crouched low, her sharp blue eyes scanning the perimeter of the warehouse. “The Red Lotus—terrorists we’ve been chasing since before I was old enough to drive—resurfaced with new tech that could wipe out millions in one shot. Got it. Don’t need a repeat of the briefing.”



  Lin’s voice sharpened. “If you know all that, then you should understand the stakes. This isn’t some street fight, Korra. Stay focused.”



  “Loud and clear, Chief,” Korra muttered, her tone dripping with mock compliance. She slipped toward the main door, her boots whispering against the ground. The warehouse loomed ahead, a stark contrast to the dim, flickering streetlights around it. It was eerily quiet, the kind of quiet that made her muscles coil in anticipation.



  She reached the metal door, knelt, and pulled a set of tools from her utility belt. The lock was old but sturdy, its mechanisms clicking faintly as she worked.



  “Avatar, status?” Lin’s voice buzzed in her ear.



  “Picking the lock,” Korra whispered, her voice low. A satisfying click echoed in the silence, and she pushed the door open just enough to slip through.



  “Alright. The door’s open. Gearhead,” Korra murmured into her comms, her voice low and confident. “Guide me in.”



  Asami’s response came instantly, a playful lilt in her tone. “Oh, I’ll guide you 
  
    in
  
   whenever you want.”



  Korra smirked despite herself, shaking her head as she made her way toward the warehouse. The banter was a welcome distraction, even if it earned them a sharp groan from Lin over the comms.



  The interior of the hideout was nothing like she expected. The faint hum of fluorescent lights buzzed overhead, casting a pale glow over the space. It was clean—unnervingly so. Korra had anticipated some dingy, roach-infested den, but instead, she found polished concrete floors, neat rows of metal crates, and shelves meticulously organized with tools and parts.



  “Wow,” she muttered under her breath. “These guys are really leaning into the minimalist vibe.”



  “Avatar, proceed through the next door on your left,” Asami’s lovely voice broke through, smooth and commanding. “There’s a ladder down to the lower level.”



  “Anything for you, gorgeous,” Korra replied, her lips curling into a smirk. “Lead the way, and maybe I’ll let you boss me around some more later.”



  There was a pause, and then Asami’s voice dropped, playful and teasing. “Careful, Avatar. Keep talking like that, and I’ll take you up on your offer.”



  A muffled groan erupted on the comms. “Oh, for crying out loud, can you two stop?!” Lin’s exasperation crackled in Korra’s ear. “This is a mission, not date night!”



  “Aw, come on, Chief,” Bolin’s voice chimed in, lighthearted and unapologetic. “Let them have a little fun. Avatar’s gotta keep her morale up, right? And besides, Korra can be charming and kick butts at the same time!”



  “I’m just saying,” Opal added, her voice cool and measured, “they do know how to multitask.”



  “That’s not what a mission is for,” Mako sighed, weary as though he’d been through this exchange too many times. “Let’s stay on task, people.”



  “Swifty, Boulder—stick to your assignments,” Lin barked, shutting Opal and Bolin down before they could continue.



  “Well,” Asami’s voice broke into Korra’s thoughts, dripping with mock annoyance, “we should be on our honeymoon right now, but someone had to call us back for duty. Don’t blame us for being a little...
  
     restless.
  
  ”



  Lin’s exasperation seemed to reach a new peak. “Fine,” she growled. “But keep it down to a minimum, alright?”



  “Copy that, Chief,” Korra replied, her smirk fading as her feet touched the first rung of the ladder. She descended slowly, her grip firm on the cool metal as her thoughts wandered.



  This was what she’d signed up for, wasn’t it? To protect the world from threats that most people would never even know existed. The White Lotus Intelligence Agency was more than just a team—it was a shield, a silent guardian. They didn’t just chase down terrorists like the Red Lotus; they stood at the edge of chaos, holding the line so that everyone else could live in peace.



  And yet, even with all the training, all the missions, Korra couldn’t shake the gnawing fear that always crept in before things went sideways. She masked it with humor, with bravado, but deep down, she knew how fragile the balance truly was. One wrong move, one failed mission, and millions of lives could hang in the balance.



  Korra stifled a sigh as she moved through the next door, her senses hyperaware of the environment around her. The air smelled faintly of oil and metal, and there was a strange antiseptic tang that made her nose wrinkle. She placed her hands lightly on the cool railing of the ladder and descended into the shadows below.



  “Avatar, everything okay?” Asami’s voice softened, a brief crack in her professional demeanor.



  Korra’s chest tightened for a moment before she forced herself to focus. “Yeah, I’m good, Gearhead. Just keeping my head in the game.”



  Asami hesitated, and Korra could almost feel her concern through the comms. After a moment, Asami’s voice slipped back into calculated precision. “Alright. Turn left at the next junction and proceed through the storage area. That’s where the thermal scans picked up anomalies.”



  Sliding between large crates, Korra kept her body low, her eyes sharp as she scanned the dimly lit space. The antiseptic tang in the air grew stronger, stinging her nostrils, and the faint buzz of the fluorescent lights felt oppressive. Her heart pounded, a mixture of adrenaline and unease swirling in her chest. The Red Lotus had eluded them for years, slipping through their grasp just when they thought they had them. Tonight would be different.



  The storage area opened into a small office, the door slightly ajar. Korra slipped inside, her footsteps muffled by the cold concrete floor. The room was stark, its walls lined with steel cabinets and tables cluttered with papers and half-assembled devices. A monitor flickered softly in the corner, casting an eerie glow.



  She pulled out her camera, crouching near a table stacked with blueprints. She adjusted the zoom, her finger hovering over the button as she captured image after image of schematics, weapon designs, and what looked like a map of key city infrastructures. Her pulse quickened as the implications sank in. This wasn’t just weapons smuggling—this was a blueprint for mass destruction.



  “Avatar,” Asami’s voice cut in, steady but tinged with urgency. “What are you seeing?”



  “Evidence,” Korra whispered, her voice tight. She snapped another picture. “Big stuff. They’re planning something massive. I’ll send the images when I’m out.”



  Her fingers hovered over the last blueprint as a thought crept into her mind, unbidden but persistent. Everything so far—the clean corridors, the lack of guards, the room with its door left ajar—set her instincts on edge. This was easy. 
  
    Too easy.
  



  As if on cue, a noise behind her shattered her thoughts. It was faint—barely more than a whisper—but enough to send a jolt through her body. Slowly, she turned her head, her senses screaming at her to move. The shadows shifted, and before she could react, something hard connected with the back of her head.



  The world spun violently, her vision blurring as she stumbled forward, catching herself against the table. Pain radiated from her skull, warm and wet, and her fingers instinctively reached up, coming away slick with blood. Footsteps thundered behind her—too many to count. Korra forced herself upright, her heart hammering as adrenaline surged.



  “Gearhead, Chief, I’m compromised!” she hissed into the comms, her breath ragged. “Our intel was wrong! The Red Lotus is here!”



  “Avatar, get out of there now!” Lin’s voice barked, sharp and commanding.



  Korra spun just in time to block a strike aimed at her head, countering with a sharp elbow to her attacker’s ribs. The fight erupted in a chaotic blur of movement. Shadows lunged at her, fists and feet flashing in the dim light. Korra twisted and ducked, her muscles straining as she landed a kick to one assailant’s chest, sending him sprawling into a cabinet.



  “Korra! What’s happening?! I don’t see anything on the thermal scan!” Asami’s voice broke through the comms, frantic now.



  “I’m handling it,” Korra grunted, her focus split between the fight and her team’s voices. A punch grazed her shoulder, and she countered with a knee to her attacker’s stomach, her knuckles stinging from the relentless strikes. “They’ve got some stealth tech. That’s why we didn’t pick them up on thermal.”



  “Sharkbait, Boulder, move in!” Lin ordered sharply. “I want them in there five minutes ago!”



  “We’re sorry! We’re on it, Chief!” Bolin’s voice cut in, tense but determined.



  Another attacker lunged at Korra, and she sidestepped, slamming his head into the edge of the table. Her breath came in harsh bursts, the taste of copper sharp on her tongue. They were coordinated, faster than she expected, and they knew the layout better. She ducked a swing and retaliated, but the odds were stacking against her.



  Blood dripped steadily from her scalp, blurring her vision as it trailed down her face. The metallic tang filled her mouth and nose, but she pushed through the haze, her determination refusing to waver.



  “Korra, fall back!” Asami’s voice broke, the panic raw. “Please, just get out of there!”



  “I—”



  
    BANG!
  



  Korra’s words were cut off as a blinding pain tore through her side. The sharp crack of a gunshot echoed in the room, and her knees buckled. She hit the ground hard, her breath wheezing as the world blurred around her.



  “Korra!” Asami’s scream pierced through the comms, frantic and laced with despair.



  Her vision darkened as heavy boots approached, their steps deliberate. She tried to move, to fight, but her body refused to respond. Her head lolled to the side, and she caught sight of one of the masked figures crouching next to her, his voice distorted as he muttered into a radio.



  “Korra, answer me!” Asami’s voice was the last thing she heard, filled with desperation. “Korra!”



  The world faded into blackness, leaving only the faint echo of Asami’s voice ringing in her ears.


  



2. Where Are You?


    
    
  A loud crash echoed through the control room, the sound sharp enough to send Opal sprinting down the hallway. She burst through the doors, her eyes immediately locking onto the source of the commotion. The room was in disarray—papers scattered across the floor, and one of the monitors on the massive central console hung askew, its screen flickering faintly. The glow from rows of monitors painted the room in an eerie blue light, and at the center of the chaos was Asami, hunched over the console, her shoulders trembling.



  “Asami?” Opal’s voice was hesitant as she stepped closer, her concern mounting. “What happened?”



  It was only when she got nearer that she noticed Asami’s hands gripping the edge of the desk so tightly her knuckles were white. Her body shook, but not from anger as Opal first assumed. It was something deeper. Rawer. Sobs wracked through her, muffled as she pressed her forehead against her forearm.



  “Oh, ‘Sami…” Opal softened her tone, approaching carefully as though not to shatter the fragile moment. “It’s going to be alright. We’ll find her. We will.”



  At those words, Asami’s head snapped up, her tear-streaked face contorted with rage. Her green eyes burned like wildfire, raw fury twisting her features. “Find her?” Her voice cracked, venomous and strained. “Opal, we did everything! We’ve combed through every lead, raided every hideout, and followed every shred of intel! It’s been six months, and we still have nothing!”



  She pointed a shaking hand toward the large screen mounted on the wall. It displayed a map dotted with red markers—each one a place they had raided in the past months, each one another dead end. Lines connected the points in an intricate web of frustration, the data blinking mockingly back at them.



  Opal flinched at Asami’s tone but held her ground, her own expression tightening with sympathy. “I know it’s been hard, but—”



  “Hard?” Asami cut her off, her voice rising. “Hard doesn’t even begin to cover it, Opal! She’s gone! And every single day that we waste chasing ghosts, she could be—” Her voice faltered, breaking under the weight of the words she couldn’t bring herself to finish. Her hand dropped to her side, and the anger drained from her face, replaced by a crushing sense of defeat.



  Opal reached out, her hands tentative as they rested on Asami’s trembling shoulders. “You’re not alone in this,” she said softly. “We’re not giving up. None of us are.”



  Asami inhaled shakily, her chest heaving as she tried to steady herself. She pulled away from Opal’s touch but didn’t snap at her again. Instead, her eyes lingered on the screen, a flicker of desperation mingling with the fury still simmering in her gaze. “She could be anywhere,” Asami whispered, her voice barely audible now. “And we’re no closer to finding her than we were the day she disappeared.”



  ~~



  
    “Korra!” Asami’s voice rang out through the mic, her tone sharp with desperation. Her fingers hovered over the keyboard, trembling as she awaited a response. The seconds dragged on, each one heavier than the last.
  



  
    Silence.
  



  
    The kind of silence that suffocated, deafening in its finality.
  



  
    “No…” Asami whispered, shaking her head as though sheer will could bring Korra’s voice back. Her eyes darted to the monitor in front of her, the thermal scan blinking erratically before disappearing entirely. The dot representing Korra’s body heat faded into nothingness. “No! No, no, no!”
  



  
    Her hands flew to the keyboard, her fingers blurring as she typed furiously, trying to recalibrate the satellite feed. Lines of code filled the screen, but the error persisted. She could feel her pulse pounding in her ears, drowning out everything else.
  



  
    The memory of her alpha’s last transmission flashed through her mind. 
  
  “They’re using stealth suits,”
  
     she’d said. Even with the most advanced technology at her disposal, she had failed.
  



  
    Asami’s chest tightened. Failure wasn’t an option—not when it was Korra’s life on the line. She leaned closer to the screen, her breathing uneven, her mind racing with possibilities. What went wrong? How could they have disappeared? Her system had been foolproof—or so she thought.
  



  
    Somewhere in the haze, Lin’s voice cut through, sharp and commanding. “Sato! Report! What the hell is going on down there?! Get me a visual on the team, now!”
  



  
    The words barely registered. Lin’s voice sounded distant, like an echo from a world that Asami could no longer reach. All she could focus on was the empty screen in front of her, the absence of Korra’s signal.
  



  
    Her earpiece crackled, static breaking the suffocating quiet. Asami’s heart leaped. “Korra?” she gasped, her voice raw with hope.
  



  
    But it wasn’t her wife’s voice that answered.
  



  
    “Asami…” The hesitant tone belonged to Mako, and dread sank like a stone in her stomach. “Chief! We… we were too late.” His breath hitched, the words catching as though they physically hurt him. “They’re gone. And so is Avatar.”
  



  
    The words hit her like a physical blow, knocking the air from her lungs. She stared at the blank screen, her mind refusing to process what she had just heard. Gone.
  



  
    “No,” she whispered, her voice breaking as tears blurred her vision. She slammed her fist onto the desk, the sharp pain doing nothing to pierce the numbness spreading through her. “No. She’s not gone. She can’t be.”
  



  
    Her hands trembled over the keys, her mind screaming for a solution that wouldn’t come. The silence returned, oppressive and unyielding, and Asami’s sobs filled the void where Korra’s voice should have been.
  



  ~~



  “I’m so mad, Opal,” Asami said, her voice trembling with barely contained frustration. She stared at the floor, her fists clenched so tightly her knuckles turned white. “Mad at that wrong intel. Mad at Korra for not listening to me about wearing her bulletproof vest.” Her voice cracked as she imitated Korra’s carefree tone: “‘Babe, it’s just a recon. There are only a few guards; I don’t need it.’” She scoffed, her anger spilling out in sharp breaths. “Don’t need it my ass!”



  Her nails dug into her palms, the sharp sting grounding her as tears pricked the corners of her eyes. “But most of all…” Her voice dropped to a whisper, thick with guilt. “Most of all, I’m mad at myself. For not being there with her. I could’ve… I would’ve…”



  The words hung in the air, unfinished. Asami’s shoulders trembled under the weight of everything she couldn’t bring herself to say. The what-ifs clawed at her mind, each one more unbearable than the last. What if she’d worked harder, been faster, been smarter? What if she’d gone with Korra? Would they have made it out together? Or would she have failed her, just like now?



  A gentle arm wrapped around her shoulders, and Asami flinched before realizing it was Opal. The warmth of her friend’s touch was steady, grounding, but Opal didn’t say a word, for which Asami was thankful. Words wouldn’t fix this. Nothing would. They sat together in the quiet hum of the control room, surrounded by the soft glow of the monitors and the scattered chaos of Asami’s outburst.



  The silence was fragile but comforting. Asami let herself breathe, the rise and fall of her chest uneven but slowing with each inhale. For the first time in weeks, the storm in her chest began to ebb, though the ache in her heart remained sharp and unyielding.



  The sound of the door opening broke the moment. Bolin stepped inside, his expression shifting from surprise to understanding as his eyes took in the disarray. Opal raised a finger to her lips, silently shushing him, and Bolin nodded, his usual lightheartedness dimmed by the heavy atmosphere. He crossed the room and sat down beside them, his movements slow and deliberate.



  “You know, Asami,” Bolin began, his voice soft but sure, “I think right now, Korra would want you to rest.”



  Asami stiffened, her eyes narrowing as she turned to him. “Rest? How can I rest when she’s out there somewhere, alone? When we don’t even know if she’s—” She stopped herself, her throat tightening. She wouldn’t say it. She
  
     couldn’t
  
   say it.



  Bolin nodded, letting her words settle before speaking again. His usual playful demeanor dimmed as he glanced down at his hands, his voice softer this time. “Asami, I—I feel it too, you know. The guilt. Mako and I were supposed to be there for her. We thought she was fine. We thought she had it under control.” He paused, his jaw tightening as his shoulders sagged. “But we were sloppy. We should’ve been faster, smarter, better. If we hadn’t—”



  “Bolin,” Opal interrupted gently, her hand resting on his arm. Her voice was calm but firm. “Don’t do that. You and Mako did everything you could.”



  Bolin shook his head, his eyes glistening with regret. “It doesn’t feel like it. I keep replaying it in my head, thinking about all the ways we could’ve done something different. Maybe if we’d gotten there sooner, Korra wouldn’t—” He cut himself off, unable to finish.



  Asami blinked, her chest tightening as she saw the weight Bolin carried. She hadn’t realized how much he blamed himself, too. For a moment, the room felt heavier, the shared pain binding them in silence.



  Then Bolin took a deep breath, forcing a shaky grin as he straightened his posture. “But you know what Korra would say,” he said, his voice lightening as he pushed through the sorrow. He deepened his tone, his face brightening into a forced but hopeful expression. “‘You can’t work on an empty stomach!’ Right?”



  The words broke through the tension, pulling Asami back to the present. A small, hesitant smile tugged at her lips. The impression wasn’t perfect, but it was unmistakably Korra. For the first time in months, she let herself feel a glimmer of warmth.



  Asami exhaled slowly, the smile lingering as a flicker of hope took root. He was right. Korra would hate seeing her like this, running herself into the ground, lost in guilt and anger. Her mate would demand she take care of herself, even if it was the last thing she wanted to do.



  “You’re right,” she said quietly. “She would say that.” Her gaze softened as she looked at Bolin and Opal. They were right. She couldn’t lose hope. But she also couldn’t keep running herself into the ground. Korra would be furious if she knew Asami hadn’t been taking care of herself.



  “Okay,” she said after a moment. She pushed herself to her feet, smoothing down her disheveled jacket. “Let’s go out for lunch.”



  —



  After a light-hearted lunch, the trio strolled through the grocery store, their laughter filling the quiet aisles. Asami pushed the cart, her thoughts only half-listening to Bolin and Opal’s playful banter as they debated over what snacks to buy for their pup.



  “I’m telling you, Bolin, he loves these!” Opal insisted, holding up a box of bite-sized crackers shaped like stars.



  Bolin scratched his head, his brow furrowed. “Yeah, but remember last time? He just threw them at me like ninja stars. Maybe we should stick to those little puff things he likes.”



  Asami forced a small smile at their exchange, but a pang of jealousy twisted in her chest. She glanced at them as they shared a laugh, her eyes drifting to the box of crackers in Opal’s hand. Without thinking, her own hand moved to her stomach, her fingers brushing against the fabric of her shirt. The motion was instinctive, a hollow ache spreading through her as her thoughts spiraled.



  If they hadn’t failed the mission… if Korra hadn’t vanished… maybe we’d be buying things for the nursery right now, too.



  The thought was sharp, almost unbearable, but Asami shook her head, forcing it away. Her fingers dropped from her stomach as she turned her attention back to the cart, navigating it toward the canned fruits and vegetables. She scanned the rows, her eyes landing on a familiar red-and-white label. Korra’s favorite brand of canned tomatoes. She reached out, her fingers brushing the cool metal of the can, when she saw it.



  A flash of brown at the edge of her vision.



  Her breath hitched, her fingers freezing mid-motion. The mating mark on her neck throbbed, a deep ache that spread warmth through her skin. Her heart pounded in her chest, her pulse roaring in her ears. 
  
    Korra?
  



  She didn’t think. Her body moved on its own, abandoning the cart and her friends as she darted down the aisle. Her feet barely seemed to touch the floor as she weaved through the other shoppers, her focus narrowing on the figure ahead. The scent hit her first—salt and pine, a crisp blend so uniquely Korra that it nearly brought her to her knees.



  Her steps faltered, and she froze a few feet away, her breath shallow. The person’s back was to her, but the broad shoulders, the strong arms, the short brown hair tied into a loose ponytail—it was all so familiar it hurt.



  “Korra?” she whispered, her voice trembling. Her hand reached out, tentative, as though afraid the figure might disappear if she moved too quickly.



  The person turned, and Asami’s breath caught in her throat. Piercing blue eyes met hers, striking and familiar, and her heart leaped. For a moment, the world fell away, and all she could see was Korra—alive, whole, here. The confusion in those eyes didn’t register at first, not until Korra’s lips curled into a small, hesitant smile.



  The words hit Asami like a physical blow, knocking the air from her lungs. Her arm dropped to her side, her hand curling into a fist as if trying to grasp onto something solid. The voice was the same, warm and steady, but the question shattered her. The way Korra looked at her—not with recognition, but as a stranger—sent ice spreading through her veins.



  “Who are you, and how do you know my name?”


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Sorry. I just love cliffhangers... writing them, I mean.

Thank you for reading.

        




3. Who Are You?


    
    
  “Who are you, and how do you know my name?”



  The words rang hollow in Asami’s ears, echoing louder than the bustling sounds of the grocery store around her. Her knees felt weak, and her whole body trembled, her hands clenching and unclenching at her sides. She stared at Korra, her heart breaking at the guarded expression on the woman she loved. There was no warmth in those piercing blue eyes, only suspicion and irritation.



  “Korra…” Asami whispered, her voice raw with desperation. “It’s me. Your wife. Asami.”



  Korra straightened, her posture stiffening like a drawn bowstring. The subtle shift in her body language screamed alertness, a wariness that was entirely foreign to Asami. Her brows furrowed, and her scent—a mix of salt and pine—spiked with irritation, sharp and cutting. “Look, miss,” Korra said, her voice low but tense. “If this is some kind of prank, I suggest you step away from me.”



  The words felt like a slap, and Asami flinched. Her eyes searched Korra’s face for any sign of recognition, anything that might betray this as some cruel trick. But all she saw was frustration in Korra’s furrowed brows and the faint clench of her jaw.



  “Korra, please,” Asami begged, her voice cracking. She reached up, her fingers trembling as she pushed down the turtleneck collar of her sweater, baring her neck. The mating mark they shared—once a sacred bond—was revealed, the skin slightly raised and etched with a faint glow. “Look. This is us. You have the same mark. Please… tell me you recognize it.”



  Korra’s expression darkened. Her lips curled into a slight snarl, and her eyes flickered with something that might have been anger—or confusion. “What the hell are you doing?” she hissed, closing the distance between them in a few quick steps. Her hand shot out, pulling Asami’s collar back up to cover the mark. “Miss, you need to stop this. People are staring.”



  She was so close. Asami could feel the warmth radiating from her, smell the familiar, intoxicating scent she had longed for over the past six months. Tears spilled down her cheeks, unbidden, as she whispered, “Korra, what happened to you?”



  Her hands moved on their own, gripping Korra’s arms. The familiar muscles beneath her palms tensed, just as she remembered them—strong, steady, protective. But now, Korra didn’t feel like protection. She felt like a stranger. Asami’s fingers tightened, refusing to let go. “Please, Korra. I need you.”



  “I don’t know.” Korra’s voice faltered, the slightest waver betraying her confusion. She squirmed against Asami’s grip, the tension in her body growing. Asami’s hands weakened at the rejection, her heart sinking as the ache in her mating mark grew unbearable.



  Then, Korra flinched. It was subtle, a small twitch in her right shoulder where her mating mark rested beneath her jacket. Asami’s breath caught. She saw it—the conflict in Korra’s eyes, a fleeting moment of something unspoken. But then Korra pulled away sharply, shaking her head. “You’re crazy,” she muttered, her voice unconvincing, her tone laced with hesitation.



  “Korra, wait—” Asami began, but the words barely left her lips before Korra turned and ran. Her movements were quick and fluid, and within moments, she disappeared into the crowd.



  Asami stumbled after her, pushing past startled shoppers, her breath coming in ragged bursts. “Korra!” she shouted, her voice rising above the noise. “Goddammit, Korra!” She burst out into the open air, her heart pounding, her eyes scanning the busy parking lot.



  Nothing. Korra was gone. Again.



  Her knees buckled, and she fell to the pavement, her hands gripping the cold, rough surface as tears blurred her vision. Korra had been right there, within reach, and yet she was still impossibly far away. The ache in her chest felt like it would tear her apart.



  “Asami?” a soft voice broke through her haze, and a hand rested gently on her shoulder. Startled, she jerked away, her snarl instinctive and sharp.



  The hand retracted quickly, and she looked up, her vision cleared enough to see Opal and Bolin standing in front of her. Opal’s eyes were wide with concern, and Bolin’s face twisted with worry. They both crouched down to her level, not pressing her but waiting for her to speak.



  Asami swallowed hard, her throat raw, and turned her gaze back to the ground. Her voice came out hollow. “I saw Korra…” Her shoulders trembled as the tears returned, her breath shaky. “But she didn’t… she didn’t recognize me.”



  Opal covered her mouth, her eyes glistening with tears of her own. Bolin placed a hand on Asami’s arm, his usual cheerful demeanor subdued by the weight of her words.



  None of them spoke for a long moment. The silence stretched, heavy and suffocating, broken only by the distant hum of cars in the parking lot. Asami stayed on her knees, the loss sinking in like a dagger lodged in her chest. Korra had been there, but she might as well have been a world away.


 


  ***


 


  A dull thud echoed through the narrow alleyway, followed by the scrape of boots against concrete and a sharp, pained grunt. Korra slumped against the cold brick wall, her breath coming in ragged bursts as her hands flew to her head, clutching tightly.



  “Fuck!” she hissed, her voice low and strained. “What’s happening to me?”



  The pain in her skull pounded relentlessly, like a drumbeat she couldn’t escape. Ever since she’d met that woman—Asami, her mind whispered, though she didn’t know why—the headaches had started. They’d come in sharp waves, blinding her, especially after the omega had bared her mating mark. The image of it seared into her memory, vivid and unyielding, though she couldn’t explain why it affected her so deeply.



  “Why?” she muttered, her voice barely audible over her labored breathing. “Why would I get like this… over some stranger’s mating mark?”



  Her fists clenched against the wall, her nails scraping the rough surface as she forced herself to stand upright. Her vision swam, and she shut her eyes tightly, exhaling slowly in an attempt to steady herself. She needed to focus. She needed to get home. 
  
    No
  
  , she corrected herself,
  
     I need to go back to base.
  



  With a groan, she stretched her left arm, her fingers trembling slightly as she checked her watch. The dim green glow read 4:30 p.m. She still had time. Time to clear her head. Time to speak with Zaheer.



  Inhale. Exhale. She focused on the rhythm until the sharp throbbing in her skull dulled to a tolerable ache. Her hand slipped into her back pocket, pulling out a sleek, black key fob. She pressed the button, and the distant chime of her car echoed faintly down the alley. The sound was grounding, a reminder of control, of familiarity. Her chest rose and fell in a calming rhythm as she followed the sound, her boots crunching softly against the damp pavement.



  Her car sat parked at the end of the alley, a dark, nondescript vehicle designed to blend in. She slid into the driver’s seat, the soft hum of the engine kicking to life beneath her touch. The route to the base was second nature, the turns and landmarks passing by like a blur as her thoughts churned.



  That woman… She gritted her teeth, shaking her head to clear the lingering fog. She couldn’t afford distractions, not now.



  The car slowed as she approached what appeared to be an abandoned warehouse on the outskirts of the city. Korra reached for the console, her fingers pressing a series of precise commands. The gate ahead of her groaned to life, its panels sliding open with a mechanical whir, revealing a hidden entrance beneath the building. The car descended smoothly down the sloped driveway into the depths of the Red Lotus base.



  Inside, the dimly lit garage buzzed with quiet activity. Sleek vehicles lined the walls, each outfitted with modifications that gleamed under the fluorescent lights. A series of automated arms whirred as they worked on disassembling and upgrading one of the cars, their movements precise and efficient. The air smelled faintly of oil and metal, a sharp tang that Korra barely noticed anymore.



  She parked in her usual spot, stepping out into the cavernous space. The floor was polished black, reflecting the faint glow of holographic panels embedded in the walls. Screens displayed maps, data feeds, and surveillance footage, the information shifting and updating in real-time. Above her, a walkway spanned the width of the room, where masked figures patrolled silently, their footsteps muffled by the sound-dampening floors.



  Korra’s boots clicked softly as she walked toward the central elevator, her fingers brushing against the cool steel of the panel. She punched in her access code, her reflection staring back at her from the smooth metallic surface. The doors slid open with a hiss, and she stepped inside, her thoughts racing as the elevator descended deeper into the base.



  The sterile, high-tech environment was a far cry from the confusion that gnawed at her mind. Here, everything had purpose, every detail meticulously planned. And yet, the ache in her head lingered, a constant reminder of the strange omega she couldn’t quite forget.



  As the elevator came to a halt, Korra straightened her posture, her jaw tightening. She pushed the thoughts aside. She needed answers, and Zaheer would give them to her.



  Korra stepped into the central strategy room, the soft hum of the holo-table filling the otherwise quiet space. Zaheer and P’Li stood on opposite sides of the glowing display, their voices low as they discussed the projections. For all the years she had known them, Korra couldn’t help but smile faintly at the sight. Even in the midst of planning missions, Zaheer’s gaze would drift to P’Li, his expression softening with affection. His fingers occasionally brushed hers as they worked, the kind of casual intimacy that spoke of years spent together.



  The way they moved in sync—completing each other’s thoughts, seamlessly adjusting strategies—it tugged at something deep in Korra. She didn’t know why, but she felt a pang of longing. 
  
    What would it be like to have that connection with someone?
  



  The thought barely settled when a hot, sharp pain shot through her shoulder—right where a mating mark should be. Her hand flew to the spot instinctively, pressing against the fabric of her jacket as if to quell the searing ache. Her knees buckled slightly, and a strangled grunt escaped her lips.



  “Korra,” Zaheer’s voice cut through the haze, sharp but layered with concern. Both he and P’Li snapped their attention to her, their movements immediate. “What is wrong?”



  “I…” Korra straightened, forcing herself upright despite the stabbing ache that flared with every breath. Her jaw clenched as she met Zaheer’s gaze. “I’m fine.”



  Zaheer frowned, his eyes narrowing slightly. “Are you sure? You should be resting. You only just returned from your mission.”



  “I know,” Korra said quickly, brushing off his concern with a wave of her hand. “But something happened, and I need answers.”



  Zaheer and P’Li exchanged a glance, their focus sharpening. “Go on,” he prompted, his tone calm but attentive.



  Korra hesitated, rubbing her shoulder as the memory of the grocery store flashed through her mind. “I was out buying supplies when I saw a woman,” she began. She described the encounter, her voice steady but her pulse racing. “She kept saying she knew me—like she 
  
    really
  
   knew me. She even said I was her wife. But I’ve never seen her before in my life.”



  As she spoke, she watched their reactions closely. Zaheer’s face remained calm, unreadable as ever, but P’Li’s features twisted into a snarl, her golden eyes narrowing with hostility. The shift in P’Li’s demeanor sent a spike of unease through Korra’s chest. “Who is she?” Korra asked, her voice edged with urgency.



  Zaheer sighed, a deliberate and measured sound. He closed his eyes briefly, his shoulders rising and falling in what seemed like genuine regret. “They are getting bold. Showing up and lying to you in broad daylight,” he murmured, almost to himself, before stepping toward the console. His fingers moved swiftly over the keys, and the holo-table flickered, displaying an image that made Korra’s breath catch.



  The woman’s face appeared on the screen: jet-black hair, porcelain skin, and those piercing green eyes that had burned into Korra’s memory. The sight of her made Korra’s heart stutter, an inexplicable wave of emotion surging to the surface.



  “Is this the woman?” Zaheer’s voice pulled her back to the present.



  Korra swallowed hard, her throat dry, and nodded. “Yeah. That’s her.”



  Zaheer studied her for a moment, then folded his hands behind his back. “Korra, you know the White Lotus has been our enemy for a long time,” he began, his tone calm, almost fatherly. “They’ve entrenched themselves in governments, enabling corruption, profiting from the suffering of others. They’re not the noble protectors they once claimed to be.”



  Korra nodded, her fists clenching. “Yeah. They’re snakes. Hiding behind politicians, pulling strings, and acting like heroes. It’s disgusting.”



  Zaheer gave a solemn nod. “Precisely. And this woman—” he gestured to the hologram “—is one of their most dangerous operatives.”



  Korra’s brows furrowed as she turned back to the image. “She is?”



  “She’s more than just an operative,” Zaheer said, his voice tinged with subtle pity. “She’s a scientist. She invented much of the technology that allows them to evade us. She’s the reason our missions have been so difficult. And more than that…” He paused, his gaze softening as if he were reluctant to continue.



  “What?” Korra demanded, her voice sharper now. “What did she do?”



  Zaheer stepped closer, his tone lowering as though he were sharing something deeply personal. “The pain you feel in your shoulder? She caused it. She shot you with a poisoned bullet, Korra.”



  “What?” Korra’s breath hitched, her hand instinctively gripping her shoulder. The ache throbbed more intensely now, as though the words alone had reignited it. “She… shot me?”



  Zaheer nodded slowly, his voice filled with regret. “You were gravely injured, Korra. You were in a coma for months. The trauma was so severe that your mind erased her from your memory, a defense mechanism to protect itself. But make no mistake… 
  
    Asami Sato
  
   is the enemy.”



  Korra’s eyes stayed locked on the hologram, her mind swirling with fragments of pain and confusion. The name echoed in her thoughts, pulling at something deep within her. Asami Sato. The name didn’t feel like an enemy’s. But then why did her shoulder burn, why did her head scream, when she saw her?



  “I see,” Korra muttered, her voice hollow as the image of Asami burned into her mind. “I’ll be careful.”



  Zaheer’s expression softened further, his voice quiet. “We only want what’s best for you, Korra. Remember that.”



  She nodded, though the weight in her chest refused to lift. “I’ll be in my quarters,” she said, her voice low as she turned and walked out.



  As she stepped into the quiet hallway, the pain in her shoulder flared again, sharper this time. She gritted her teeth, pressing her palm against the mark as her pace quickened. No matter how she tried to rationalize it, the memory of Asami’s green eyes lingered, haunting her.
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4. I’m Gonna Get You Back


    
    
  Korra sat at the edge of her cot, her eyes locked on the screen of her personal computer. The glowing monitor bathed the dimly lit room in harsh light, the sharp angles of the Red Lotus insignia on the wall casting long shadows. Her fingers hovered over the keys, her focus narrowing as she combed through the Red Lotus’s compiled dossier on Asami Sato.



  Zaheer had been right—Sato was dangerous. The file was filled with a detailed catalog of her inventions: thermal scanners that could pinpoint lifeforms from miles away, stealth technology that rendered operatives invisible to satellites, electromagnetic disruptors capable of shutting down entire power grids in seconds. Each line of text felt like a blow, painting Asami not as a brilliant scientist, but as a weapon of mass destruction. Korra’s jaw clenched. 
  
    How many lives had been ruined by her so-called genius?
  



  And yet, every time she read another line, flashes of disjointed images flickered in her mind.


She saw herself and Asami sitting across from each other at a small café, the faint clink of cups and distant chatter in the background. The memory was hazy, like looking through a fogged-up window, but certain details stood out: Asami’s soft smile, the way her fingers absentmindedly traced the edge of her coffee cup, the gentle curve of her green eyes as they met Korra’s.

The scent of roses and engine oil lingered faintly, clinging to the edges of the memory, so vivid it almost felt real. Korra’s brows furrowed as she tried to hold onto the image, but it slipped through her grasp, replaced by a dull, pounding ache in her head.

She pressed her fingers to her temples, her breath coming faster as the fragmented memory clawed at her mind. Why does it feel so familiar? The question burned in her thoughts, but no answer came, only the sharp pain and a hollow sense of loss.


  “She really fucked up my mind,” she muttered, her voice bitter as she pushed the heel of her palm against her forehead. It was the only explanation. Asami Sato had done something to her. Twisted her thoughts. Planted these fake memories that didn’t make sense. Why else would her mind betray her like this?



  Korra let out a sharp breath, dropping her hand and turning her attention back to the monitor. The longer she stared at the screen, the heavier the pit in her stomach grew. None of the facts added up. If Asami was this brilliant, this resourceful, why was she careless enough to confront Korra in public? Why would she reveal herself so easily?



  That thought gnawed at her as the days passed. On her rare off hours, she found herself back at the supermarket, retracing her steps, her boots echoing softly against the tiled floors. She walked through the aisles where she had seen the woman. She touched the edges of the shelves, scanned the crowded parking lot, even questioned a few employees about anyone matching Asami’s description. But every attempt yielded the same answer: nothing.



  The frustration ate at her. How could someone who had stood so close, looked her in the eyes, simply vanish?



  By the time she returned to the base, the ache in her head had dulled to a persistent thrum, but her thoughts were no less chaotic. In her private quarters, Korra sat hunched over her desk, the glow of her monitor illuminating the scattered papers and data drives around her. Red lines crisscrossed a digital map on the screen, connecting points of interest—safe houses, Red Lotus raids, known White Lotus operations—but none of it led to Asami.



  Korra leaned back in her chair, her hand dragging down her face as a heavy sigh escaped her lips. “Where could you be?” she muttered, her voice low and rough. The words felt hollow, as though she were asking herself as much as the map on her screen. Her fingers traced one of the red lines on the monitor absently, her mind circling back to that fleeting moment in the supermarket. Asami’s green eyes flashed in her thoughts, and for a split second, the ache in her shoulder flared, hot and sharp.



  The pain anchored her. She gritted her teeth and refocused on the map, her resolve hardening. I’ll find you, she thought, her fingers tightening into a fist. 
  
    And when I do, you’ll pay for what you’ve done.
  


 


  ***


 


  One week had passed since the supermarket. One long, restless week of nothing but gathering every scrap of information that could lead her to Korra. The nights blurred into days as Asami pored over maps, reports, and surveillance footage, her heart pounding with every potential lead. She barely left the control room, the faint hum of the monitors becoming a constant backdrop to her search.



  Asami sat at the console now, her fingers flying across the keyboard as streams of data filled the screen. Red markers dotted a digital map, focusing on locations near the supermarket—empty warehouses, rental properties, and anonymous safehouses that could explain where Korra had gone. She traced the lines connecting them, her green eyes sharp with focus. Korra has to be in one of these places, she thought.



  She didn’t know what had happened to her mate—why Korra didn’t recognize her, why she’d disappeared for six months—but none of that mattered now. Asami’s only priority was finding her. The reasons, the explanations, they could come later. Right now, she just needed to bring Korra home.



  A quiet cough from the doorway pulled Asami from her thoughts. She turned, blinking as Chief Lin stood there with her arms crossed, her frown deepening as her sharp gaze swept across the scattered files and glowing monitors.



  “Sato,” Lin said, her voice low but edged with authority, “care to explain why you’ve been missing our strategy meetings this week?”



  Asami straightened in her chair, her hands resting tensely on the desk. “I’ve been… busy,” she said carefully, avoiding Lin’s piercing eyes.



  “Busy?” Lin stepped into the room, her boots clicking against the floor as she closed the distance between them. “You’ve commandeered more resources than anyone else, but you haven’t been contributing to the team. What exactly are you working on?”



  Asami hesitated, glancing at the map on her monitor. The markers glowed faintly, tracing the places she’d been narrowing down for days. Her chest tightened, but she forced herself to speak. “I saw Korra,” she said finally, her voice soft but steady. “At the supermarket.”



  Lin’s frown deepened, her arms falling to her sides. “What?”



  “She was there,” Asami continued, her words rushing out now. “Right in front of me. But she didn’t recognize me, Chief. She looked at me like I was a stranger.” Her hands curled into fists, her knuckles whitening. “I don’t know what happened to her. But I have to find her.”



  Lin’s expression softened, though her tone remained firm. “And that’s why you’ve been skipping meetings?”



  Asami nodded, swallowing hard. “I’ve been tracking everything near the supermarket— properties, rental records, anything that might explain where she went after I lost her. I need to know where she’s staying.”



  Lin let out a slow breath, running a hand through her hair. “You’re lucky I trust you, Sato,” she said gruffly, though her tone lacked its usual sharpness. “I’ll let it slide this time, but if you want to work on this, you’d better do it with my help. If Korra’s alive, we’re going to find her.”



  Asami’s breath hitched, a flicker of hope breaking through her tension. “Thank you, Chief.”



  “Don’t thank me yet,” Lin muttered, pulling up a chair and gesturing to the monitor. “Let’s see what you’ve got.”



  A flicker of gratitude passed through Asami’s chest, but she didn’t allow herself to linger on it. There was too much work to do. She turned back to the console, her fingers resuming their rapid movements as she compiled data, cross-referencing locations and timelines.



  The memory of Korra’s face haunted her, vivid and unyielding. Those piercing blue eyes, the familiar strength in her stance—it was all still there, and yet it wasn’t. The way Korra had looked at her, spoken to her, with such cold detachment, had cut deeper than any blade. But beneath the pain, Asami felt something else now: determination. Korra wasn’t gone. She was out there, and Asami would bring her back.



  Hope anchored her. She reached up, her fingers brushing against her mating mark. The faint ridge of the bond she shared with Korra steadied her, grounding her in the promise of what they once had. She turned her attention back to the map, her resolve hardening with each passing second.



  Her fingers curled into her shoulder, gripping tightly as though to channel her strength. I’ll find you, she thought, her lips pressing into a firm line. The scattered red markers on the map blurred in her vision for a moment, but she didn’t blink. 
  
    And when I do, I’ll remind you of who you are… and who we are.
  


 


  ***


 


  Two days later, Zaheer’s shadow fell across the map on Korra’s desk. She barely looked up, her fingers tracing the lines she’d drawn between potential locations connected to Asami Sato. Her jaw was tight, her focus unrelenting.



  “You’ve been spending a lot of time on this,” Zaheer said, his tone calm but probing. “Tell me, Korra. Do you really want to confront Sato?”



  Korra’s hand stilled, her fingers curling into a fist. She met Zaheer’s steady grey eyes, her own blazing with anger and conviction. “Yes,” she said firmly, her voice low but resolute. “I have to. If I kill her, the world will be safer. The White Lotus will be crippled, and they won’t be able to keep spreading their corruption.”



  She paused, pressing her fingers to her throbbing shoulder. “And maybe… maybe my head and my shoulder will finally stop hurting.”



  Zaheer studied her for a long moment, his expression unreadable. Korra braced herself for his refusal, her muscles tensing as the silence stretched between them. Then, to her surprise, he sighed, closing his eyes for a moment before nodding.



  “Very well,” he said, his voice calm as always. “Come with me.”


 


  ***


 


  Asami leaned forward in her chair, her fingers flying across the keyboard as she refined her search. The cluster of red markers on her map had narrowed further, each point representing a possible location Korra could be staying. Her heart raced as she triangulated the positions, the supermarket at the center of it all. She was close—so close she could feel it.



  The control room door burst open, and Asami turned sharply to see Mako standing there, panting as though he’d run the entire way. “Asami!” he called, his voice urgent. “Chief wants you in the briefing room. Now!”



  Without hesitation, Asami pushed away from the desk and followed Mako down the hallway, their footsteps echoing against the polished floors. When they entered the briefing room, Lin stood in front of the large monitor, her expression serious.



  “Asami,” Lin said, gesturing to the screen. “We’ve got something.”



  Asami’s eyes honed in on the grainy image captured by a CCTV camera. Her breath hitched as her gaze locked onto the figure in the frame. The broad shoulders, the unmistakable stance—it was Korra, walking down a quiet street toward what appeared to be a modest house.



  “That’s her,” Asami whispered, her voice trembling with both relief and determination.



  Lin nodded. “It’s a 30-minute drive from the supermarket where you saw her. If we move now, we might catch her before she relocates.”



  Asami straightened, her mind racing. The time for waiting was over. “Ready to see your wife again?” Lin asked, her voice low but steady.



  Asami nodded, her jaw tightening. “More than ready.”


 


  —***—


 


  The low hum of fluorescent lights filled two separate rooms, worlds apart yet eerily similar. Korra stood in front of her locker at the Red Lotus base, her movements sharp and precise as she geared up for the mission. Across the city, Asami sat in the control room, her fingers brushing against the small Swiss army knife she now carried in her pocket—a gift from Korra on their first anniversary.



  Korra adjusted her jacket, zipping it up to her neck with practiced efficiency. Her gaze flicked to the map glowing on her monitor, the red line leading to a single marked location: the woman’s house. Her shoulder throbbed faintly, the pain grounding her, reminding her of her purpose. She clenched her jaw, her determination like steel.



  Asami, meanwhile, glanced at the photograph on her desk. It was worn around the edges, a snapshot of happier times. Her fingers lingered on it for a moment before she slipped it into her pocket alongside the knife. She had no plan for confrontation—her only thought was to see Korra again, to understand what had happened and bring her home. Her thumb grazed over the faint ridge of her mating mark beneath her collar, and she took a deep breath, steadying herself.



  Both women stood still for a moment, their hearts pounding for different reasons. Korra, with her mission clear and unrelenting, and Asami, with hope burning in her chest despite the uncertainty ahead. In perfect unison, they muttered under their breaths, their voices low but brimming with emotion.



  “It’s time.”



  Korra’s voice hardened. 
  
    I’m gonna get back at you.
  



  Asami’s whispered words were filled with hope. 
  
    I’m gonna get you back.
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5. The Fight
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  Korra’s boots scuffed against the hardwood floor as she paced back and forth, her strides long and restless. The soft creak of the boards beneath her feet was the only sound in the room, save for the erratic pounding of her heart. Her hands curled into fists at her sides, then opened again, the motion unthinking but constant.



  She couldn’t stop moving.



  In all her years with the Red Lotus, she had never felt this way. Not when she’d infiltrated Equalist strongholds, staring down masked zealots who wanted to strip her of everything that made her who she was. Not even when she faced Kuvira, the most feared woman in the Earth Kingdom, her calm, calculating gaze enough to unnerve even the boldest warrior. Korra had faced them all with a fearlessness that had become second nature, her nerves like steel.



  But now, her pulse was loud in her ears, an unrelenting drumbeat that wouldn’t let up. Her stomach twisted, a sharp, uncomfortable knot of something she couldn’t name. Why? she thought, grinding her teeth as she forced herself to stop and lean against the wall. 
  
    Why do I feel like this?
  
   She clenched her jaw, staring at the empty doorway as if daring it to explain.



  She was just going to face Asami Sato.



  Just thinking the name sent a sharp spike of pain through her skull. Korra winced, pressing the heel of her palm against her temple as her breaths came faster. The ache was so familiar now it felt like a shadow that followed her everywhere, always lurking, always ready to strike when she thought too much about the omega with green eyes. Fuck. She squeezed her eyes shut, riding out the wave of pain as her teeth scraped against each other.



  She didn’t have time for this. Korra straightened, inhaling deeply as she shoved the pain down, burying it beneath the sharp focus that had carried her through every mission. Asami Sato was coming—Korra had made sure of that.



  The trap was set. A calculated appearance on a public CCTV camera, just long enough for the feed to pick her up, had been enough to send the message. If the White Lotus’s top agent was everything the Red Lotus dossier claimed, then she’d find the trail Korra had left. She’d come to her.



  And now, Korra waited.



  The hours stretched into a day, but Korra could feel it in her bones: Asami Sato was close. She shifted her shoulder, her jacket rubbing against the tender spot where the throbbing never fully went away. The ache in her head and shoulder pulsed together, a dull, irritating rhythm that refused to let her rest.



  Her pacing stopped abruptly when the sharp chime of the doorbell cut through the silence. Korra froze, her breath catching. Her eyes darted toward the door, her heart skipping a beat before doubling down into a frantic rhythm.



  Asami Sato was here.


 


  ***


 


  Asami’s hands trembled slightly as she stood at the edge of the pathway leading to the house. She forced herself to steady them, gripping the small Swiss army knife in her pocket for comfort. She’d stared down the face of death countless times, but nothing had ever made her feel this unmoored.



  This was different.



  Before, she’d always faced danger with Korra by her side. Together, they were unstoppable. Korra had been her shield, her strength, her partner in every sense of the word. But now… now she was here to face Korra herself. The woman who had been her rock ever since high school, who had stood by her through every rough patch, who had captured her heart the moment they met.



  Asami exhaled shakily, her thumb brushing the edge of the knife. She didn’t know how to face Korra like this—how to look her in the eye and see a stranger. But she had to. She could only hope this Korra would let her speak, give her a chance to understand what had happened to her.



  Her heart pounded as she climbed the last step to the porch, each movement deliberate. Taking a deep breath, she reached out and pressed the doorbell.



  The chime echoed in the quiet. One second passed. Then two. Then three. Asami realized she was holding her breath, her chest tight with anticipation. Her lungs burned, but she couldn’t bring herself to exhale. She clutched the knife in her pocket, willing herself to stay calm.



  The door opened.



  She barely had a moment to register the figure standing in the doorway before a hand shot out, grabbing the collar of her shirt. A startled gasp escaped her lips as she was yanked forward and then thrown with force. Her instincts kicked in, and she twisted mid-air, landing on her feet in a crouch instead of painfully on her back.



  “Korra, wha—”



  She didn’t have time to finish. A fist came hurtling toward her face, and she rolled to the side just in time, the air displaced by the blow brushing against her cheek. Asami scrambled backward, her boots skidding slightly on the ground as she put distance between herself and Korra. Her heart raced, adrenaline flooding her veins. Of all the scenarios she’d imagined, this wasn’t on the list.



  “Korra!” she shouted, desperation breaking through her voice.



  “Don’t say my name!” Korra growled, her tone dripping with anger and something else—pain, maybe. Her blue eyes burned with fury, sharp and unrelenting.



  “What?” Asami froze, confusion washing over her.



  “You!” Korra barked, her voice cutting through the tension like a blade. “You’re the one who did this to me!”



  The accusation hit Asami like a stab to the chest, her breath catching in her throat. “Korra, what are you talking about?”



  It was then that she noticed Korra’s outfit—sleek and functional, all dark tones with reinforced padding along the arms and legs. Her boots were heavy and sturdy, made for combat, and a utility belt rested snugly on her hips. Asami’s heart sank as realization dawned. Korra wasn’t here to talk. She was dressed to fight.



  “Korra…” Asami’s voice softened, pleading. “Please, I don’t know what you think I did, but I’m here to help you.”



  “Help me? Don’t lie!” Korra roared, her voice cutting through the air like a whip. She stepped forward, her hand gripping the collar of her own shirt. With a sharp yank, she pulled it aside, exposing her shoulder.



  Asami’s breath hitched as her eyes locked onto the jagged scar that ran from Korra’s shoulder down to her chest, marring the place where her mating mark had once been. The mark she had left there when they had mated, the symbol of their bond—it was gone. Erased. Her heart clenched painfully at the sight, and her own mating mark throbbed in protest, sending a wave of sharp, aching pain through her body.



  “Do you see this?” Korra spat, her voice dripping with venom. “This is what you did to me. Because of you, I lost six months of my life!” Her blue eyes blazed with fury, but beneath the anger, there was something else—something broken and raw.



  Asami stumbled back a step, her hand flying to her own shoulder as if to steady herself. Tears welled in her eyes, blurring her vision. The throbbing in her mating mark grew sharper, each pulse a painful reminder of the bond they had shared. Her voice came out in a broken whisper, trembling with disbelief and sorrow.



  “Korra… what happened to you?”


 


  ***


 


  The words hung in the air, heavy and filled with anguish. The omega’s gaze remained fixed on the scar, unable to tear her eyes away. Her tears spilled over, streaking down her cheeks as her heart twisted painfully.



  The sight of Asami’s tears stopped Korra cold. She hadn’t expected this—hadn’t prepared for the raw grief etched into the omega’s face. Something in her chest twisted painfully, an ache she couldn’t explain as Asami clutched her shoulder, trembling.



  Korra’s jaw tightened, her thoughts racing. 
  
    Why is she crying?
  
   The question burned in her mind, but she forced herself to push it aside. The way Asami’s trembling hand flew to her own shoulder, gripping it as though it were hurting her too, sent a strange ache through Korra’s chest. Her heart thudded painfully, confusion knotting her thoughts.



  Why did it hurt to see her like this? 



  But Korra shoved the feeling down, hard, her jaw clenching as she straightened her posture. She couldn’t afford to get distracted. Asami Sato was the enemy. The files Zaheer had shown her were clear.  She had stolen six months of Korra’s life and left her with this scar.



  Korra’s eyes hardened as she forced herself to focus. She wasn’t here to get pulled into whatever emotions this wretched woman was trying to stir up. She forced her voice to stay steady, sharp and cold. “You know exactly what you did.”



  The words felt hollow even as she said them, but she buried the pang of doubt. Her hands flexed at her sides as she hardened her resolve. She wasn’t here to give anything away—her friends, her purpose, her life. She was here for answers. And she would get them.



  “Korra…” Asami’s voice trembled, her hands open and raised slightly as if pleading for peace. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. Please, let’s talk this out. I just want to talk to you.”



  Korra’s eyes narrowed, her gaze sweeping over the omega. For the first time, she really noticed what Asami was wearing: a casual red blouse, snug skinny jeans, and simple boots. Nothing about her outfit screamed danger, but Korra’s suspicion flared. She knew better than to trust appearances. For all she knew, there was a vest full of weapons hidden beneath that blouse, just waiting to give Asami the upper hand.



  A flicker of doubt whispered in the back of her mind, urging her to trust this woman, but Korra shoved it down, her jaw tightening. No. If Asami Sato thought she could manipulate her with tears and soft words, she had another thing coming.



  Korra shifted her stance, sliding her left foot forward and loosening her shoulders. Her body moved instinctively, coiled and ready to strike. She would subdue this woman, take her to HQ, and get the answers she needed. But as her muscles tensed, ready to leap, something made her pause.



  Asami’s body seemed to shrink in on itself, her shoulders slumping, her expression shifting from pain to resignation. Her green eyes glistened with sadness, the kind that made Korra hesitate—just for a moment. Her resolve faltered, a half second of doubt creeping in, and that was all it took.



  A sharp sting exploded at the back of her head, hot and sudden. Her vision blurred as the impact sent her staggering forward, her knees buckling. The world tilted, her ears ringing with a dull roar, and then everything faded into darkness.


  



6. Captured

Notes for the Chapter:Sorry for taking so long. I didn't know how to write this chapter at first, but here it is! Hope you enjoy.




    
    
  Asami gasped as Korra staggered, her knees buckling beneath her. The alpha’s piercing blue eyes rolled back, her body starting to collapse. Without thinking, Asami surged forward, dropping to her knees and sliding just in time to catch her.



  “Korra!” she cried, her voice breaking as she cradled her mate’s limp form.



  Her frantic gaze darted upward, and she froze. Opal stood directly behind where Korra had been, her mini-crossbow held loosely in her hands. The weapon trembled slightly before she lowered it to her side, her face a mask of apology.



  “What—?” Asami’s words were cut off by the sudden thunder of footsteps. Chief Beifong, Mako, and Bolin barged into the room, their eyes sweeping over the scene.



  Mako was the first to speak. “Asami, are you okay? What happened?”



  Asami’s eyes flickered between the mini-crossbow in Opal’s hands and Korra’s unconscious form in her lap. Her heart clenched, but her voice came out steady, if only barely. “What are you all doing here? Did you… did you follow me?”



  “Sorry,” Opal began, her tone small, but Chief Beifong stepped forward, her arms crossed over her chest.



  “It was a good thing we did,” Lin said sharply, her steely gaze cutting through the room. “Or you would’ve been in a much longer fight.” Her stern expression softened as her eyes landed on Korra. The lines of her face eased, just slightly. “I had a hunch something was off when you told me the situation, Sato. A week with no sign of her, then suddenly, her face appears on a street camera? It was too convenient.”



  Asami’s stomach twisted with conflicting emotions. Relief mingled with frustration, gratitude with disappointment. She looked down at Korra, her fingers brushing a strand of hair away from her mate’s face. Even unconscious, Korra’s expression was set in a hard line of anger, and it made Asami’s chest ache. The bond between them felt so close and yet so distant, slipping through her grasp like water.



  But she couldn’t dwell on that now. Not here. Not yet.



  “We need to get her back to HQ,” she said finally, her voice steady despite the storm in her heart.



  Mako nodded immediately, his hand already moving to his comm. “I’ll get the van ready.”



  Bolin lingered, his brows knit in worry as he crouched to help lift Korra. His touch was gentle as he supported her legs, his eyes flicking to Asami. “You okay, Asami?”



  Asami nodded wordlessly, shifting to support Korra’s upper body. Opal and Lin moved in to help, their coordinated efforts careful as they carried Korra out of the room. The tension in the air was palpable, the silence broken only by the soft shuffle of footsteps and the occasional jingle of equipment.



  The White Lotus’s high-tech van sat waiting outside, its sleek black frame glinting under the pale light of the street lamps. They loaded Korra onto the gurney, Lin and Opal securing the straps with efficient precision. Asami hovered close, her hands twitching slightly as if she couldn’t bear to be far from her mate.



  The sound of the van’s rear door closing was followed by a heavy silence. Asami exhaled slowly, a shuddering breath that she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. Relief washed over her, tinged with a bittersweet edge.



  She was bringing Korra home.


 


  ***


 


  “Ugh,” Korra groaned, her eyes fluttering open. Her vision blurred for a moment before sharpening, revealing an unfamiliar ceiling above her. The sterile scent of antiseptic hung heavy in the air, sending a jolt of adrenaline through her veins. She blinked rapidly, trying to make sense of her surroundings.



  The moment she realized she was strapped down, her pulse spiked. “Urgh!” She thrashed against the restraints, the thick straps biting into her wrists and ankles. The metal frame beneath her groaned softly under the force of her struggles, but the bindings didn’t budge. Her breathing quickened as her gaze darted around the room, searching for anything—an opening, a tool, an opportunity.



  Panic clawed at her chest. This was bad. Really bad. Zaheer would be furious she’d allowed herself to be captured. 
  
    How could I have been so careless?
  



  “I wouldn’t do that if I were you.”



  The soft voice cut through her frantic thoughts, freezing her in place. Korra’s head snapped to the side, her sharp gaze locking onto the doorway. A woman stood there, her silhouette framed by the harsh light spilling in from the hall. She stepped into the room, and Korra studied her warily. Average height, light tan skin, a bob haircut, and green eyes—so familiar and yet not. Her heart thudded as her mind conjured an image of another woman with green eyes, but this wasn’t her.



  This wasn’t Asami.



  Korra growled low in her throat, her muscles coiling as if she could somehow break free through sheer force. “You’ll regret this when I get out of here,” she snapped, her voice sharp with anger and the hint of a threat.



  The woman stopped a few feet away, her expression softening in a way that only deepened Korra’s confusion. Her shoulders slumped slightly, and something akin to sadness flickered in her green eyes. Why did she look at Korra like that—like she was someone they cared about? Weren’t they supposed to be enemies?



  The woman let out a soft sigh, breaking the silence. “Do you really not remember me?”



  Korra’s lips curled into a snarl, her teeth bared. “Why would I? I’ve never even met you!”



  The woman flinched at her words, just slightly, before stepping closer. “I’m Opal,” she said, her tone gentle but steady. “Asami’s best friend… and your best friend’s mate. We’re friends.”



  Korra blinked, the words registering like static in her mind. “I don’t believe you,” she said, her voice cold and clipped.



  But the way Opal looked at her, the subtle hurt etched into her features, gnawed at something deep in Korra’s chest. She ignored it, forcing herself to focus on the mission—on her escape. She couldn’t let herself be swayed by their tricks.



  “Bullshit!” Korra barked, her voice sharp with fury. She pulled against the straps once more, her body tense with defiance. “I know you’re playing mind games. If this is how you torture me to get information, then you won’t get a damn thing!”



  Opal flinched but held her ground, her eyes steady despite the tremor in her voice. “Korra, I—we—don’t want to hurt you. We just want you to remember us. Asami, especially. She’s been hurting every day since you went missing six months ago.”



  Missing? Hurting? Korra’s mind spun, the words tangling into a chaotic knot of confusion. Six months? That was the same amount of time she’d been recovering from her coma, surrounded by the Red Lotus as they fought to save her life. Her chest tightened as her thoughts raced. 
  
    Who really are these people? Why do they care so much about me?
  



  Suddenly, a faint sound echoed in the back of her mind—laughter. It was distant, like voices heard through a thick wall. Korra froze, her breath catching as she tried to focus on it. The laughter grew louder, overlapping as if it came from multiple people. It wasn’t harsh or mocking; it was warm and light, the kind of laughter shared between people who… cared for each other.



  Images flickered in her mind, blurry and fragmented. A table surrounded by people whose faces she couldn’t make out. The clink of glasses. A spark of green eyes across from her—familiar but just out of reach. The sound of someone’s laugh, deep and hearty, like it belonged to someone close. Her chest tightened further as the warmth of the memory fought against the steel of her resolve.



  The image began to sharpen, the green eyes becoming clearer, but before she could grasp it, a searing pain exploded in her head. Korra cried out, her scream raw and desperate as the agony tore through her skull like lightning. Her vision blurred, and her body slumped against the gurney as her mind spiraled into darkness.



  When the pain finally ebbed, Korra blinked her eyes open, her breathing ragged. The light in the room was softer now, casting a warm glow over everything. The restraints that had held her down were gone, and the cold metal beneath her had been replaced by a softer surface. A faint floral scent tickled her nose—fire lilies.



  She turned her head, and her gaze landed on a new pair of green eyes. These were different. Softer, shimmering with unshed tears. Asami sat beside her and leaned forward slightly, her expression etched with a mix of concern and relief.



  “Korra,” she whispered, her voice as gentle as a breeze. “Hey. Has the pain gone?”



  Korra stared at her, unsure how to respond. The woman’s presence unsettled her in a way she couldn’t explain, her mind torn between the urge to lash out and the strange pull to stay still. The venom she had been ready to spit caught in her throat, and she swallowed hard. There was something in the way this woman looked at her—an intensity so raw it made her pause.



  Her eyes darted to her surroundings, taking in the change. She was in a different room now, the walls painted in neutral tones, and she was no longer restrained. Her hands flexed instinctively, her mind calculating. 
  
    They’re so stupid
  
  , she thought. One move, and she could end their precious agent’s life.



  Her gaze flicked to the woman’s throat, slender and exposed. Her fingers curled slightly, but she didn’t move. Something held her back, something unfamiliar and unsettling. 
  
    Why aren’t I moving? Why aren’t my hands around her neck?
  



  Instead, her lips moved, forming words she didn’t expect. “It’s gone. Thanks.”



  Asami’s face lit up instantly, her relief so palpable it felt like sunlight breaking through a storm. Her lips curved into a smile that was breathtaking in its simplicity. Korra’s breath hitched, her heart stumbling over itself.



  For a moment, the air between them felt different—heavy with something Korra couldn’t name. And for the first time since she had woken up in this strange place, she didn’t feel the need to fight.



  “Thank goodness,” Asami murmured, her shoulders sagging with relief. She turned, reaching for something on the rolling tray behind her. When she turned back, Korra noticed the tray held a covered bowl, a spoon, and a glass of water.



  Asami’s fingers moved deftly as she lifted the lid, and a familiar aroma wafted into the air. Korra’s stomach twisted at the scent, the soft grumble making Asami’s lips twitch into a small smile.



  “Chicken noodle soup,” Asami said, her voice warm, almost teasing. “Your favorite. It’ll help with the pain in your head. Please, eat.”



  Korra frowned, leaning back slightly against the headboard as her brows furrowed. “I’m not hungry,” she muttered, the words clipped and defensive.



  Asami didn’t respond right away. Instead, she tilted her head, studying Korra with a look that made the alpha shift uncomfortably. There was something about that gaze—something soft, knowing, and disarming. The omega’s lips quirked into a sly smile, and Korra felt a strange flutter in her chest that she immediately brushed aside.



  “I’ll leave you alone, then,” Asami said simply, standing and smoothing her hands over her blouse. “I’ll see you later, Korra. Please… eat the soup.”



  And with that, Asami walked out, the soft click of the door closing leaving Korra in silence. The omega’s scent that lingered in the air made her head spin. She clenched her fists against the sheets, her jaw tightening. 
  
    What are they playing at?
  
   she thought, her eyes narrowing at the door.



  Her gaze shifted to the tray. Did they really leave her alone? Unwatched? Free to do whatever she wanted? It didn’t make sense. 
  
    They really are stupid
  
  , Korra thought, suspicion curling in her mind. 
  
    They have to know I could escape. Unless this is a trap…
  



  Her stomach growled again, and her eyes drifted reluctantly to the bowl of soup. The scent was tempting, and despite herself, her mouth watered. Korra grabbed the bowl and lifted it to her nose, sniffing carefully for any signs of poison. She hesitated, but the thought came unbidden: If they wanted me dead, they could’ve done it already.



  Deciding it was safe, she dipped the spoon into the broth and took a tentative sip. The warmth spread through her mouth, the flavors rich and savory, and her eyes widened slightly. It was good. Too good, her mind told her. Familiar in a way that made her chest ache.



  Korra forced the thought aside, pushing down the strange pang in her heart. She ate quickly, her focus shifting to the need to regain her strength. Whatever their game was, she wasn’t going to let herself be caught off guard again.


 


  ***


 


  The soft click of the door closing behind her felt like a release valve, and Asami exhaled a shaky breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding. Her shoulders sagged, the composed mask she’d worn in Korra’s temporary room slipping away. On the surface, she had appeared calm and steady, but inside, her emotions churned like a storm.



  Her back pressed against the door, and her knees nearly buckled as she remembered Korra’s expression. For the first time since they’d been reunited, her mate hadn’t looked at her with hatred. The harsh glare, the anger that seemed so misplaced—it had softened, if only for a moment. Korra had actually relaxed, just slightly, in her presence.



  The memory tightened her throat, and Asami bit down hard on the inside of her cheek to stop the tears that threatened to spill. Seeing Korra like that, even for just a fleeting moment, had been almost too much. She’d come so close to breaking down right then and there, in front of her. The fact that Korra hadn’t lashed out or turned away, that she’d accepted the soup… it was a tiny victory, but one that cut deep into Asami’s heart.



  She leaned back against the door, her head tilting slightly as she listened. The faint clink of a spoon against the bowl reached her ears, and her chest tightened. She allowed herself a small, fleeting smile at the thought of Korra eating her favorite comfort food. 
  
    For now, that’s enough
  
  , she thought, even as her heart ached with longing.



  Pushing off the door, Asami began the walk back to her room. Her mind raced, replaying the heated argument she’d had with Lin after Korra had been brought in. The conversation had left her raw, but she couldn’t let herself dwell on the sting of their words.



  “She raised her hand against you, Sato,” Lin had said, her tone unyielding. “That’s reason enough to lock her in a cell.”



  Asami had clenched her fists at her sides, her voice rising despite her best efforts. “Korra doesn’t belong in a cell! She’s not a criminal. She’s just… lost. Please, Chief. Treat her like a guest. At least give her that.”



  Lin had stared at her, the hard lines of her face unreadable. Mako had chimed in, his voice measured but firm. “Asami, something’s wrong with her. How did she get those tools, that suit? If it’s just memory loss, why does she see us—you—as the enemy?”



  Asami had no answer for that. She wasn’t naïve, and she wasn’t blind. She’d seen the guarded,  hostile look in Korra’s eyes, the way her mate’s body had tensed like a cornered animal. The way she’d hesitated before responding to her. She knew, deep in her bones, that the Red Lotus had done something to Korra. Something cruel and calculated.



  But that didn’t mean she’d let them give up on her.



  Asami’s resolve hardened as she reached her room, her steps quickening. She couldn’t let their doubts shake her. Korra was still in there—she had to be. Asami had seen the flicker of recognition, the way Korra hesitated at the sound of her voice. She just needed to find a way to break through the wall that had been built around her mate’s mind. She’d get her back. No matter what it took.



  Inside her room, Asami didn’t hesitate. She slid onto the stool by her drawing board, her fingers deftly gathering her tools. Blueprints lay scattered across the surface, remnants of old projects and ideas, but her mind was already spinning with something new. Her pencil moved swiftly, sketching lines and curves as her vision took shape.



  
    This will help me get my mate back
  
  , she thought, determination blazing in her chest as she worked.


  



7. Plans and Schemes


    
    
  The sound of boots against polished floors echoed faintly as Korra strolled down a long corridor. The space was wide and well-lit, its walls adorned with photographs she didn’t recognize. The faint hum of distant conversation buzzed in the air, occasionally broken by bursts of laughter or the clatter of something being dropped.



  She glanced sideways at her shadow—a tall, broad-shouldered man with sharp eyes and a perpetual frown. Mako. He hadn’t said a word to her since taking over as her guard for the day, but his presence loomed, a constant reminder of the fact that she was being watched.



  Despite his silence, Korra could feel something simmering beneath the surface. His scent—a strong, grounding mix of scorched earth and spice—marked him as an alpha, one with a sharp edge to his emotions. It wasn’t hostility, not exactly, but there was something else in the way he carried himself. His hands, loosely at his sides, occasionally twitched as if itching to do something, to say something.



  Korra’s lips pressed into a thin line. 
  
    He wants to talk to me
  
  , she realized. The realization made her shoulders tense, though she didn’t quite know why. Did he expect her to say something first? Or was he waiting for an excuse to lash out? Whatever it was, Korra wasn’t about to make it easy for him. She kept her focus forward, ignoring the way his eyes lingered on her, heavy and probing.



  When her gaze drifted sideways, her attention snapped to the agents walking in pairs or small groups, their heads bent in quiet conversation. Some passed her with polite nods, while others barely spared her a glance. Despite the subtle tension she could feel around her, there was an undeniable sense of camaraderie in the way these people moved and spoke. It gnawed at something deep inside her, a feeling she couldn’t quite place.



  
    Why?
  
   she thought, her brow furrowing. 
  
    Why are they letting me walk around like this? I’m their enemy. I should be in a cell.
  
   The thought lingered, mingling with the faint sense of unease that hadn’t left her since she arrived.



  Her eyes flicked to a door marked “Restricted Access” as they passed it. A sharp pang of curiosity twisted in her gut, but she kept her face neutral. Mako’s gaze followed her every move, and she knew better than to draw attention to herself—at least not yet.



  Her mind worked quickly, cataloging every detail she could. The layout of the halls, the number of people, the placement of cameras. If this was a game of trust, then the White Lotus were fools. This freedom, however limited, would only make it easier for her to gather the intel she needed for the Red Lotus.



  Still, she couldn’t help but wonder. Why? The question echoed in her mind again. What did they gain by giving her this illusion of freedom?



  Korra didn’t know how long they had been walking. The halls all blurred together—wide, clean, and quiet—but her focus was sharp, still cataloging every turn, every camera, every doorway. Her boots echoed faintly against the polished floors, but she kept her steps light, her muscles coiled and ready. Then they rounded a corner, and something caught her attention.



  A room at the far end of the hall with no label. The door was plain, unremarkable, but Korra froze mid-step, her instincts pulling her toward it. She didn’t know why—it wasn’t like she could sense anything behind it—but there was something about it that made her pause.



  Before she could ask, Mako broke his silence. “That’s off-limits,” he said, his voice even but firm. “For now.”



  She scoffed, forcing herself to look away, though the pull lingered in the back of her mind. “Whatever,” she muttered, refusing to give him the satisfaction of knowing she was curious.



  They continued walking, the tension between them heavy but unspoken. Mako stopped at a pair of large double doors, pushing them open with ease. Bright light spilled in, and Korra instinctively raised a hand to shield her eyes. It took a moment for them to adjust, but when they did, she blinked in surprise.



  Fresh air greeted her first, crisp and cool against her skin. The faint scent of freshly cut grass mixed with the faint chatter of people nearby. The courtyard was expansive, dotted with patches of green lawns, benches, and small groups of people talking or laughing together.



  Her gaze swept over the area, assessing it immediately. To the far left, she noticed an opening in the wall where she could easily climb and make her escape. Her heart quickened at the thought, but before she could make a move, something else caught her eye.



  There, seated at a small table beneath the shade of a tree, were two figures. The woman who had been with her when she first woke up—Opal, if she remembered correctly—sat beside a stocky, broad-shouldered man with boyish features and green eyes. His scent was faint, almost nonexistent. A beta. They were both smiling, their heads tilted slightly as they studied a game board on the table in front of them.



  As Korra stared, the man looked up and waved, his grin wide and friendly, like they’d been waiting for her. Korra’s steps faltered as a strange wave of déjà vu crashed over her. She narrowed her eyes, her stomach twisting. She had seen this scene before—she was sure of it. But where?



  “What the hell is this?” she muttered, her voice low and clipped.



  For the first time, Mako turned and smiled at her, though it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “I’m sure you’ve met Opal. And that’s Bolin,” he said, nodding toward the beta. “My brother.”



  Korra’s gaze flicked between the two at the table and Mako, her confusion mounting. “We’re here to play,” he added simply.



  “Play?” she repeated, her voice laced with suspicion. 
  
    What are they playing at?
  



  But whatever games these people were playing, Korra decided she’d play along—for now. There was a goldmine of information hidden in this place, and she just had to uncover it. Every word, every movement, every interaction—it could all be useful. She just needed to find a way to transmit her message back to the Red Lotus.



  “Yeah,” Mako said with an almost casual shrug. “Your favorite game. Pai Sho.” He didn’t elaborate, didn’t offer any further explanation. Instead, he turned on his heel and walked toward the table, leaving her standing alone.



  Korra watched him go, her fists clenching at her sides.
  
     So dumb
  
  , she thought, her eyes flicking back to the open wall. It was right there. She could run up it, scale it in seconds, and be gone before anyone could react.



  But her feet didn’t move.



  Instead, they carried her toward the group beneath the tree, her steps slow and deliberate, like her body was acting on its own. By the time she realized what was happening, she was already lowering herself into the chair opposite the beta. Her heart thudded in confusion. 
  
    What the hell is wrong with me?
  



  Sitting across from the group gave Korra a closer look at her so-called “guardians.” Her heart pounded as her sharp gaze swept over them, taking in every detail, cataloging every nuance of their behavior.



  Opal sat straight-backed but relaxed, her sweet demeanor almost disarming. But Korra wasn’t fooled. There was something beneath the surface—a quiet strength that made the hair on the back of her neck prickle. 
  
    She’s deadly
  
  , Korra thought. Probably faster and more skilled than she looked.



  Then her eyes drifted to Bolin. His boyish grin stretched wide across his face, the kind of smile that could make an ordinary person think he was just a jolly, easygoing guy. But Korra had been trained to read people. Beneath the laughter in his eyes and the warmth in his voice, she could see it—the quiet edge of someone who could kill with his bare hands if he had to.



  Her gaze shifted to Mako. He was leaning casually against a nearby post, his arms crossed, his expression unreadable. The silent, brooding type, he might come across as aloof to others, but Korra wasn’t deceived. She could feel his sharp eyes on her, quietly observing, calculating. He was sizing her up just as she was doing to him.



  In short, they were dangerous. Deadly. Korra felt her muscles tighten instinctively, her training kicking in. 
  
    I can’t let my guard down
  
  , she reminded herself. Every move she made, every word she said, had to be measured. Now she understood why these three had been assigned to look after her. They weren’t ordinary agents—they were White Lotus elites.



  “Korra!” Bolin’s voice broke through her thoughts, loud and brimming with enthusiasm. “Oh, gosh! It’s been so long, buddy. I missed playing Pai Sho with you! I missed you.”



  The words hit her like a misplaced punch, catching her completely off guard. She had just reminded herself not to lower her defenses, and yet his statement—so genuine, so filled with longing—made her pause. Her eyes snapped to his, searching for a crack in his sincerity, some sign that this was just an act.



  But there wasn’t one. His grin was open and warm, his expression brimming with something Korra couldn’t quite place. 
  
    What’s his angle?
  
   she thought, her mind racing. 
  
    No one is this honest. Maybe his expertise is acting.
  



  She frowned slightly, her fingers twitching as she fought to maintain her composure. “Let’s just play,” she muttered, keeping her tone neutral as she reached for one of the Pai Sho tiles. Her heart pounded as she forced herself to focus on the board, but her mind kept drifting to Bolin’s words. I missed you.



  The words echoed in her head, and no matter how much she wanted to ignore them, they wouldn’t leave her alone.



  After just a few moves, Korra leaned back in her chair, staring at the board in disbelief. Bolin’s Pai Sho tiles were neatly cornered, his strategy dismantled before it even began. The match had ended so quickly that Korra barely registered what had happened.



  
    What the hell was that?
  
   she thought, her brow furrowing. It only took three moves to defeat him. Was he going easy on her? Trying to mock her?



  Her confusion must have shown because she suddenly heard laughter—a light, melodic sound that instantly grated on her nerves. Her head snapped up to find Opal, the omega, laughing openly, her shoulders shaking with mirth. Across the table, Bolin was pouting like a child, his lower lip jutting out as he stared at the board as though willing it to change. Mako, standing nearby, shook his head, his expression caught between exasperation and amusement.



  “What’s so funny?” Korra snapped, her tone sharper than she intended. Her fingers twitched against the edge of the table, tension creeping into her posture.



  The laughter subsided as Opal turned to look at her, her green eyes bright with amusement. Bolin, meanwhile, looked as if he might burst into tears, his scent carrying faint embarrassment.



  Korra’s jaw tightened. 
  
    Are they mocking me?
  
   Her anger flared, heating her chest. Before she could lash out, Opal raised a hand, her smile soft but still teasing.



  “It’s not what you think,” she said, her voice warm and calm. “Bolin thought he’d finally beat you this time, and get his first win against you. He figured you might’ve gotten rusty after… everything.” She paused, her gaze flicking briefly to Korra’s face before continuing. “But somehow, you still managed to beat him. And in record time, too. Shortest match I’ve seen.”



  Bolin let out a long, exaggerated sigh, slumping forward with his head on the table. “I really thought I had you this time, Korra,” he mumbled, his voice muffled against the wood. “Three moves! I didn’t even see it coming!”



  Korra blinked, her gaze flicking between them. The irritation in her chest cooled slightly, replaced by confusion.



  Her eyes narrowed slightly, her defenses still raised. “Why does it matter?” she muttered, her voice low. “It’s just a game.”



  Opal shook her head, her smile softening. “It’s not just a game to Bolin. He’s been trying to beat you for years.”



  “Years?” The word slipped out before Korra could stop it. Her confusion deepened, a faint headache beginning to throb behind her eyes.



  “Yeah! For years!” Bolin groaned, throwing his hands up dramatically. “The only one who can beat you at Pai Sho is Asami, and that’s because you let her win. Well… sometimes. Sometimes she really wipes the floor against you.”



  Korra’s spine stiffened. “What?” she asked, her voice unnaturally quiet.



  Bolin, oblivious to the turmoil building inside her, repeated himself with even more enthusiasm. “Yeah, Asami’s like the only person who stands a chance against you. You’re a beast at this game. But, you know, when you really love someone, you let them win sometimes, right?” He wiggled his eyebrows, nudging Opal with his elbow.



  Korra didn’t respond.



  She was frozen in place, her fingers resting lightly against the edge of the table, gripping the wood just enough for her nails to press into it. The words when you really love someone echoed in her mind, bouncing around like a cruel joke.



  She let Asami win?



  No. That wasn’t right. That wasn’t true.



  Even her closest friends in the Red Lotus didn’t stand a chance against her.



  She would never let an opponent win unless—



  A sharp, stabbing pain shot through her skull. Korra inhaled sharply, her body tensing as the familiar, unbearable pressure built behind her eyes. Her breath hitched, and she clenched her jaw, willing it to stop, not here, not in front of them.



  “Uh, Korra?” Opal’s voice pulled her back, gentle but filled with concern.



  She blinked rapidly, her vision swimming for just a second before sharpening again.



  “I’m fine,” she muttered. Her voice came out tighter than she intended, but she didn’t care. She just needed to push through, to ignore it.



  But ignoring it was proving harder than she thought.



  Her mind was betraying her, flickering with half-formed images that didn’t make sense. A warm hand covering hers over a game board. A low chuckle, smooth as silk. Playful green eyes flashing in triumph. A teasing voice murmured, 
  
    “Oh, don’t pout. I earned that win, and you know it.”
  



  Korra’s breath came shallow and uneven. She gritted her teeth and forced her thoughts back into a void, where they belonged.



  None of it was real.



  It was just another trick.



  It had to be.



  “Alright,” Mako said, his voice pulling her back to the present. “Next round?”



  Korra’s fingers twitched toward the Pai Sho pieces, but she hesitated. The escape route just a few feet away taunted her once more to make a run for it. But her hands were already moving, reaching for another tile, setting up the board.



  She wasn’t sure why.



  But one thing was certain—no matter what strange feelings clawed at the edges of her mind, no matter how familiar these people pretended to be, she wasn’t going to let herself fall for their tricks. If getting close to them meant gathering the intel she needed, then so be it. She would play along, learn their weaknesses, and when the time came, she would make her move.



  ***



  The rhythmic clatter of keystrokes filled the dimly lit room, the glow of the screen casting soft shadows over Asami’s focused expression. Her fingers moved with practiced precision, refining calculations, adjusting projections—perfecting what could be the most important creation of her life. If everything went according to plan, this machine would bring Korra’s memories back.



  It wasn’t just her working on this. She had already reached out to Opal’s brother for assistance, along with the best neuroscientists the White Lotus had to offer. She would pull every resource, every bit of knowledge available, to make this work. She had to.



  Finally, after hours of meticulous adjustments, she leaned back and exhaled slowly. It was done. The blueprint, the formulas—everything was ready. The weight pressing against her chest eased, but only slightly. There was no guarantee that this would work, but Asami clung to hope. No matter how long it took, she would bring Korra back.



  As the printer whirred to life, spitting out crisp pages of schematics and formulas, a memory surfaced—one that she hadn’t thought of in a long time.



  The first time she had done this—her first major invention for the White Lotus—she had been exhausted, her confidence wavering as she worked late into the night, questioning whether she was good enough. Whether her project would even make a difference.



  But Korra had been there.



  She had sat beside her, barely saying a word, just there. She had skipped practice that day, something Asami knew she never did, just so she could be present for the final test run. When Asami’s invention had worked—when the first prototype had come to life with a satisfying hum—Korra had grinned and pulled her into a crushing hug, murmuring I knew you could do it.



  A small smile ghosted over Asami’s lips. 
  
    Now, I’m doing this for you
  
  , she thought. 
  
    For us.
  



  Sliding the blueprints into a folder, Asami stood, stretching her stiff limbs before making her way toward the fabrication lab. The halls bustled with activity as White Lotus agents passed by, some deep in conversation, others nodding in acknowledgment as she walked past. She barely registered them, her mind buzzing with calculations, adjustments—possibilities.



  But then, from the corner of her eye, she caught a blur of brown.



  Her breath hitched as her gaze snapped toward the movement, her heart pounding before she recognized the broad shoulders, the strong posture, the unmistakable stride.



  Korra.



  She was walking alongside Mako, who kept his usual, careful pace. Unlike before, there was no tension in her movements, no thrashing, no struggling against restraints. Just quiet compliance, her expression unreadable.



  Asami stopped mid-step, her grip tightening on the folder.



  She barely had time to take a step forward before Mako’s gaze flicked toward her. Their eyes met for a brief moment. No words were exchanged, only a slight nod.



  
    It’s time.
  



  The plan to ease Korra into her old habits—without Asami’s direct involvement—would start today. Opal had theorized that Korra’s headaches only seemed to be triggered when she was present, or when someone tried to bring up their past together. If they could remind Korra of her life without forcing it, maybe—just maybe—the memories would resurface naturally.



  Even though every fiber of Asami’s being ached to be by Korra’s side, she acquiesced.



  She just hoped it would work.



  —



  A buzz of activity greeted Asami as she stepped into the fabrication lab. Bright white walls reflected the overhead fluorescent lights, making the entire space feel sterile and pristine despite the scattered tools and half-built machines lining the long workstations. The rhythmic hum of high-powered machines filled the air, punctuated by the occasional hiss of pressurized air and the murmur of scientists deep in conversation.



  Her gaze swept across the sprawling lab, scanning for the people she needed. Engineers in lab coats huddled over complex blueprints, their hands smudged with grease and graphite. Others were meticulously assembling intricate circuits, their concentration so intense that they barely noticed her presence.



  Then, in the far left corner, she spotted them.



  Chief Beifong stood with her usual imposing stance, arms crossed, her expression as sharp as ever. Beside her was a man Asami didn’t recognize but immediately assumed to be Opal’s brother, Bataar Jr. Tall and slightly hunched over a tablet, he wore a standard engineer’s jumpsuit, the sleeves rolled up to his elbows. His glasses rested low on his nose, and his gaze flicked over schematics with meticulous focus.



  They said he was one of the best engineers in the White Lotus Zaofu branch. Time to see if the rumors were true.



  Weaving through the maze of busy lab workers, Asami approached them, dodging moving carts and stepping past half-assembled machines.



  Lin was the first to acknowledge her arrival. “You’re seventy seconds late, Sato.”



  Asami huffed a small laugh. “Sorry, Chief. Got lost in my thoughts.”



  Lin nodded once, then gestured toward Bataar Jr. “Sato, meet Bataar Jr. Bataar, this is Asami Sato, our lead engineer.”



  The man looked up from his tablet, adjusted his glasses, and extended a hand. “A pleasure, Ms. Sato.”



  They shook hands briefly before heading to an empty workstation. Asami wasted no time laying out her blueprints, explaining the theory and equations behind her design. Bataar Jr. listened carefully, nodding every so often, muttering small affirmations like, “Interesting,” and, “Yes, this could work.”



  She had expected skepticism, but instead, she found genuine interest. He wasn’t just listening—he was understanding.



  Once she finished explaining, they immediately set to work. Lin left them to attend to other matters, but Asami barely noticed her departure.



  Days blurred together as they worked tirelessly to bring the machine to life. The initial prototype was built within days, but fine-tuning the frequencies took weeks of frustrating trial and error. The lab became Asami’s second home—if it wasn’t already.



  She barely saw the sun, barely took breaks, and barely allowed herself to rest. But at night, when the machines had been powered down and her body ached from exhaustion, she would receive updates.



  Mako or Opal would stop by, giving her quiet reports over hastily prepared cups of coffee.



  Korra still didn’t remember them, but they saw signs—small ones—that she wasn’t resisting as much anymore. She didn’t lash out as often, and when they eased her into activities from her past, she went along with them, even if she was wary.



  But then there was the painful truth—whenever someone mentioned her name, Korra would wince as if struck, pressing her fingers against her temples as though warding off a sharp, searing pain.



  Every time Asami heard that, something inside her cracked a little more.



  
    I’m the one causing her pain…
  



  But she swallowed it down. She wouldn’t let it consume her. Soon, it would all be over. Soon, Korra would remember.



  Finally, after three grueling weeks, the machine was complete.



  Bataar Jr. wiped the sweat from his forehead, stepping back to admire their work with an exhausted but satisfied smile. “We can finally test it out. I’ll get a volunteer—”



  “No.” Asami’s voice was firm, cutting through the air.



  Bataar Jr. blinked, startled. “What?”



  “I will be the volunteer.”



  His brows furrowed. “Asami, you’re an essential part of this experiment. I need you here to monitor the test and check every detail with me.”



  She shook her head. “This is my personal project. I’ve taken up most of the White Lotus’ resources, used their best engineers and scientists, and pushed everyone to help me bring Korra back. But this… this is something I have to do myself.”



  She met his gaze, unwavering. “If I expect Korra to face her memories, then I have to face mine first.”



  Bataar Jr. stared at her for a long moment before exhaling, rubbing the back of his neck. “Alright.” He sighed. “Thank you for your trust, Ms. Sato.”



  Asami’s lips twitched into a small, bittersweet smile. “It’s 
  
    Mrs.
  
   Sato.”



  He chuckled, nodding. “Of course.”



  Asami turned her gaze toward the completed machine, her chest tightening.



  It was sleek, silver with curved edges, almost like a hybrid between an MRI scanner and a neural interface. Large enough to fully encase a person inside, the outer shell was reinforced with carefully placed conductors that would regulate the energy pulses used to stimulate the mind. Wires and monitors connected to the base, tracking neurological activity in real time.



  It was designed to awaken what was buried. To unearth the memories locked away.



  Taking a deep breath, Asami stepped forward, placing her hand against the cold metal.



  She had built this machine to bring Korra back to her. But before she could help her mate, she had to face something she had buried long ago.



  Before she could face Korra… she had to face him.



  Her father. Hiroshi Sato.



  With one final breath, she stepped inside, letting the machine seal shut behind her.
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  The black luxury sedan idled in the driveway, the faint hum of the engine filling the quiet afternoon air. Hiroshi adjusted the cuffs of his suit jacket, his sharp gaze settling on Asami as she stood beside him.



  “Remember, Asami,” his voice was smooth but firm, more command than request. “I trust you to come straight home from school. You’re graduating soon. I don’t want you involved in anything… unbecoming.”



  Asami’s fingers curled into her palm, her nails pressing against her skin. She kept her expression neutral, schooling her face into the perfect picture of obedience. “Yes, Dad,” she said, her voice even, almost detached.



  He studied her for a moment, as if searching for cracks in her composure. Without so much as a nod, he turned and slipped into the car. The driver shut the door behind him, and within seconds, the sedan pulled away, rolling down the long driveway until it disappeared around the bend.



  The moment it was gone, Asami released the breath she had been holding.



  A whole month. A 
  
    whole
  
   month!



  Her heart pounded with exhilaration. She had the house to herself for an entire month—not just the mansion, but freedom. Freedom from his control, his rules, his ever-watchful eyes. Freedom to be herself.



  Freedom to be with—



  “Korra!”



  A blur of movement, then strong arms tackled her from behind. Asami gasped as a warm body collided with hers, nearly knocking her off her feet. If not for her impeccable balance, they’d both be sprawled on the ground.



  She should’ve known.



  Korra had always been able to find her—always managed to sneak into the mansion when Asami needed her the most. It didn’t matter how many security guards lined the perimeter or how impossible it seemed; somehow, Korra always found a way.



  Whether it was late at night when the weight of her father’s expectations became unbearable, or on the days when she felt more like a puppet than a person, Korra was there. Climbing over the estate’s high walls, sneaking in through her window, slipping past security with the agility of someone born to move unseen.



  Today was no different.



  And so, she burst into laughter.



  Korra’s strong arms wrapped around her waist from behind, her chin resting on Asami’s shoulder as she grinned. “Miss me?” she murmured playfully.



  “No,” she teased, tilting her head back and rolling her eyes but unable to suppress the giddy smile spreading across her face.



  They hadn’t been dating for long—two months, to be exact. They were still young, still figuring things out. But they had been best friends since their freshman year of high school, inseparable from the moment they met. And in these past two months, Asami’s life had changed in ways she never imagined.



  Since meeting Korra, her world had bloomed beyond the suffocating walls of her father’s expectations. She wasn’t just Hiroshi Sato’s daughter anymore. Korra had shown her the wonders of life—the thrill of sneaking out to watch street performers at midnight, the warmth of having someone who truly listened to her, the quiet beauty of sunsets viewed from the rooftop of their school.



  Korra had made her feel alive.



  “Sorry, babe!” Korra laughed, nuzzling into Asami’s neck before pressing a loud, exaggerated kiss against her cheek. “Can’t help myself when I know I get to have you all to myself for a whole month!”



  Asami giggled, twisting in Korra’s arms until they were face-to-face. The sheer joy in her girlfriend’s expression was contagious, and Asami swore her heart had never felt so light.



  “Come on,” she murmured, resting her forehead against Korra’s. “Let’s go watch some movies.”



  Korra grinned. “Only if I get to pick one.”



  Asami groaned dramatically, but her laughter filled the air as she tugged Korra inside. For the first time in a long time, she felt like she was home.



  —



  The glow of the television flickered across the dimly lit room, casting soft shadows on the walls. A cheesy romcom played in the background, its exaggerated dialogue filling the silence between them, but Asami wasn’t paying attention. Her focus was solely on the warmth of the body pressed against her, the steady rise and fall of Korra’s chest, the comforting weight of her arm draped around her shoulders.



  Being this close to Korra always did something to her, a slow burn that coiled in the pit of her stomach, leaving her restless. They hadn’t taken that final step yet, not for lack of wanting. There had never been a place safe enough, a time long enough, or a moment where they weren’t interrupted. More than that, Hiroshi would have smelled Korra on her—would have known. So, they settled for stolen moments, for desperate kisses hidden behind school buildings, for hurried touches that left them breathless but never quite satisfied.



  But now, there were no interruptions. No father watching her every move, no fear of being caught. Now, she was free.



  Asami curled further into Korra’s side, her head nestled into the crook of her girlfriend’s neck. Slowly, her hand began to roam. Starting at Korra’s thigh, her fingers traced idle patterns over the fabric of her sweatpants, barely touching but deliberate enough to send a shiver through her girlfriend’s body. The shift in Korra’s breathing was subtle at first, but Asami noticed. She always noticed.



  A smirk tugged at her lips as she continued her slow exploration, moving upward with featherlight precision, her touch teasing yet firm. She felt Korra’s muscles twitch beneath her fingertips, the tension coiling like a wire pulled too tight. Asami took her time, dragging her hand beneath the hem of Korra’s shirt, her nails lightly scratching against toned stomach muscles before sliding up further, her thumb brushing against the bottom of her bra.



  That was when she smelled it.



  The rich, intoxicating scent of salt and pine thickened in the air, heady and unmistakable. Korra had finally reacted. Mission accomplished.



  “Babe,” Korra gasped, her voice a low rasp as her grip on Asami’s shoulder tightened.



  Asami smirked against her skin, her confidence growing with every ragged breath Korra took. She wasn’t going to stop now. Pressing closer, she let her lips graze Korra’s pulse point, reveling in the way her girlfriend’s body tensed beneath her.



  “Korra,” she murmured, voice laced with both affection and want.



  She couldn’t wait any longer. Raking her hand downward, she found what she was looking for. The moment her fingers brushed against the forming bulge inside Korra’s sweatpants, the alpha’s hips bucked instinctively. The reaction sent a thrill through Asami, her own body thrumming with satisfaction.



  Korra’s head snapped back against the couch, her breath coming in sharp bursts. Asami bit her lip as she wrapped her fingers around the heat pressing against the fabric, slowly applying pressure. She had known Korra was gifted, but feeling it now, the sheer size, sent a rush of anticipation through her. Her inner omega purred in approval, preening in excitement.



  Korra’s restraint finally snapped.



  A deep, guttural growl rumbled in her chest, and before Asami could blink, she found herself pinned beneath Korra, her back pressed into the couch cushions. The weight of her girlfriend above her, the burning hunger in her darkened blue eyes, sent a shiver down Asami’s spine.



  “Asami,” Korra growled, her voice thick with need, barely holding back.



  Asami’s breath hitched, heart pounding in her chest. She had pushed Korra to the edge, and now, she was going to feel what it was like when her alpha finally let go.



  The next few moments blurred into a haze of heated touches and breathless sighs. Clothes were stripped away in a rush of hands, discarded onto the floor alongside the thick blanket they had been curled under. Warm skin met warm skin, and Asami shivered beneath Korra’s weight, her breath hitching as strong arms caged her in.



  But then, just as their bodies aligned, Asami caught the flicker of hesitation in Korra’s blue eyes.



  The alpha hovered above her, muscles tense, her fingers curled tightly into the sheets as if restraining herself. Asami recognized that look—caution, uncertainty, restraint.



  She reached up, cupping her girlfriend’s face with gentle hands, her thumbs brushing over Korra’s flushed cheeks. “Kor, it’s alright,” she murmured, wanting to ease her worry. “I’ve wanted this for so long.”



  Korra’s shoulders sagged slightly, tension melting from her frame as her expression softened. “Me too,” she whispered before dipping her head, capturing Asami’s lips in a slow, lingering kiss.



  But Asami couldn’t wait anymore. Her body was buzzing, her omega instincts screaming for more. Sliding her hand between them, she reached down, fingers wrapping around the length of Korra’s cock.



  The sharp inhale against her lips made Asami smile.



  She stroked her girlfriend’s length, marveling at the heat pulsing against her palm. Every twitch, every shallow breath Korra took sent a thrill down her spine. She lined up the tip against her entrance, the slick heat of her folds making contact with the swollen head.



  “‘Sami…” Korra’s voice was barely a whisper, a plea wrapped in a moan.



  “Go ahead, Kor,” Asami urged, her body arching slightly in invitation.



  That was all it took.



  With a slow, careful push, Korra sank into her, her thick length stretching Asami open in a way that sent shivers through every inch of her body.



  Asami gasped, her back arching off the mattress as her walls fluttered around the intrusion. Korra groaned low in her throat, her forehead pressing against Asami’s as she stilled, giving her mate time to adjust. Her hands trembled slightly as she cradled Asami’s hips, holding her close like she was something precious.



  When Asami nodded, Korra began to move, her pace slow, careful, reverent.



  Heat coiled low in Asami’s stomach, and she rolled her hips, matching Korra’s rhythm. Their lips met in a desperate kiss, swallowing moans that might have otherwise been too loud in the silent house. Asami’s fingers tangled in Korra’s short hair, tugging, pulling, grounding herself in the moment.



  She couldn’t believe this was finally happening.



  This—this—was what she had been waiting for. No more stolen touches or rushed kisses. No more interruptions. Just them, wrapped in each other, lost in the heat of something so much more.



  Her heart swelled as she clung to Korra. She was so happy that this was her first time, that it was Korra. And maybe, just maybe, she would be the last. The one and only.



  The pressure was building, her pleasure teetering on the edge. She gripped Korra tighter, her hips moving faster, chasing the blissful release she could feel coming. She was so close, her body tightening, her breath coming in short, broken gasps—



  Then, in an instant, everything shattered.



  Korra was ripped away from her.



  Asami barely had time to register the loss before the sounds of fists meeting flesh filled the air, the sickening crack of knuckles against bone snapping her out of her daze.



  Her brain scrambled to process what was happening. Her body felt frozen, heavy, unwilling to move. And then—



  “Father!”



  The word tore from her throat in a horrified gasp.



  She scrambled, yanking the blanket over her body as she turned, her breath catching in her throat at the scene before her.



  Korra was on the floor, her naked body curled protectively as fists rained down on her. Hiroshi’s bodyguard loomed over her, his knuckles smeared with blood—Korra’s blood. Another punch landed squarely against her girlfriend’s jaw, her head snapping to the side with the force of the impact.



  “No! Stop!” Asami choked out, scrambling off the bed, clutching the blanket around her. She rushed toward them, towards her father, her hands reaching, pleading.



  Hiroshi stood rigid beside them, his face twisted in disgust, his fury palpable. “Father, please, stop!” she begged, her voice breaking as she grabbed onto his arm, trying to pull him away.



  Before she could blink, the sharp crack of a slap rang in her ears.



  The sting bloomed instantly across her cheek, white-hot and searing.



  She stumbled back, her vision blurring from the force of it. Her father had never hit her before. Never.



  Shock numbed her for a moment, but then his voice cut through the haze, dripping with rage.



  “How dare you, Asami?” Hiroshi’s voice was cold, venomous, filled with an anger she had never heard directed at her before. His lip curled in pure disdain as he glared at her, his hands clenched into shaking fists. “I warned you not to act recklessly, but this?” He gestured to the scene before him—Korra, bruised and bloodied on the floor. Her. “You let this savage scum lay her filthy hands on you? You let her fuck you!?”



  Asami flinched, her stomach twisting violently at his words.



  Korra coughed, trying to lift herself onto her elbows, but another boot slammed into her ribs, sending her sprawling again.



  Asami screamed.



  This wasn’t happening.



  This couldn’t be happening.



  Asami hadn’t even begun to process the sting on her cheek or the way her father’s words had sliced through her like a blade when she saw Korra being hauled up like she weighed nothing.



  Jing, her father’s personal bodyguard, gripped Korra by the arm and dragged her toward the door as if she were nothing more than trash to be discarded. Korra’s body was semi-limp, her legs trying to keep up with the brutal pace, but her balance was off, her movements sluggish from the blows she had taken. The moment the cold night air hit, Jing shoved her forward with no regard for her injuries, sending her stumbling toward the courtyard.



  “No, no, no—Korra!” Asami sobbed, her legs finally moving as she tried to follow, only to be wrenched backward by a force so strong it made her stumble.



  Hiroshi stepped in front of her, blocking her path completely. His grip was iron on her upper arm, his fingers digging into her skin, bruising her through the thin layer of the blanket she desperately clutched around herself.



  She struggled, twisting, trying to break free, but her father was unyielding. “Please!” she cried, her voice raw and desperate. “Father, please! You didn’t have to do that!”



  Through the open door, she saw Korra hit the pavement just outside the gate. She tried to lift herself up, only for Jing to shove her back down. The sharp sound of her body hitting the ground made Asami’s stomach churn violently. Korra let out a ragged cough, her breath uneven, but she still tried to push herself up again, still trying to fight.



  Hiroshi turned on Asami, his nostrils flaring, his face twisted into something unrecognizable. “Yes, I do!” he snapped, shaking her roughly. “It seems that you still haven’t learned the consequences of disobeying me!”



  His voice was nothing like the cool, controlled tone she had grown up with. It was wild, dripping with anger, disgust, and something else—something vicious.



  “You’re a disgrace to this family.”



  Asami let out a shuddering breath, her body trembling as she clutched the blanket tighter around herself. “No—please, just let me explain—” she tried, her voice breaking.



  But Hiroshi wasn’t listening.



  His fingers tightened, yanking her toward the mansion with so much force that her bare feet tripped against the marble flooring. She twisted, pulling against his grip, her free hand desperately trying to keep the blanket from slipping off. “Father—please—stop!” she sobbed, struggling harder.



  “Enough,” Hiroshi barked, dragging her deeper into the house, his pace unrelenting.



  Every step they took away from Korra made her panic rise, clawing at her throat like a vice. The echoes of their footsteps against the expensive tile seemed deafening. Her heartbeat pounded in her ears as she tried to twist away, tried to break free, but it was useless.



  He hauled her across the vast mansion with ruthless efficiency, pulling her down a familiar hallway—one she never thought she’d see again.



  Asami’s stomach dropped.



  No.



  She thrashed harder, digging her heels into the floor, but Hiroshi yanked her forward like she was nothing more than a ragdoll. “Father, please!” she begged, voice cracking with sheer desperation. “I won’t disobey again—please, just don’t—!”



  Hiroshi didn’t respond.



  The door to the basement loomed ahead, the dark oak standing ominously at the end of the hall. Asami’s breath came in short gasps, her panic hitting its peak. “No, no—please, not there—!”



  But Hiroshi was unmoved.



  With one powerful yank, he pulled her down the final steps and threw her forward. Asami barely caught herself, her knees colliding against the cold stone floor.



  “Now I know why you asked for the servants to have the day off,” Hiroshi spat, his voice filled with bitter amusement. “I should have known. You insolent child.”



  Asami turned, scrambling to her feet, her blanket slipping as she reached for him. “Please, Father! I—I’m sorry! Just—don’t—don’t leave me here!”



  But he was already halfway up the stairs.



  He paused at the doorway, his shadow stretching long against the dim light from the hallway. Slowly, he turned to look at her, his expression dark, unreadable.



  “Let’s see if you survive in here for a month.”



  Then, the door slammed shut. The heavy click of the lock turning sent a cold, paralyzing fear down Asami’s spine.



  She scrambled to the door, her fingers desperately clawing at the handle, but it didn’t budge. “Father!” she screamed, pounding her fists against the thick wood. “Father, please—!”



  Silence.



  The realization hit her like a physical blow.



  She was trapped.



  The air in the basement was stale, thick with the scent of dust and stone. The darkness pressed in from every corner, suffocating and absolute. The only light was a weak bulb flickering near the ceiling, barely illuminating the empty storage shelves that lined the walls.



  Her knees gave out, her body crumpling to the floor as sobs wracked through her chest.



  Korra.



  The last glimpse she had of her was burned into her mind—her alpha, beaten and barely conscious, struggling to stay upright as she was tossed out like trash. Blood had dripped from the cut on her lip, her eye already swelling shut. She had been in pain, so much pain, and Asami had been forced to watch, powerless to stop it.



  Was she even okay? Was she still lying on the pavement outside, too hurt to move? Or had she gotten up and run? What if she was still out there, bleeding, vulnerable, alone?



  Terror clawed at her throat, a fresh wave of panic rising as she pressed her fists against her temples, shaking her head.



  Her father had pushed her alpha away.



  Had he scared her off for good?



  Would Korra even come back for her after this? Or had this been the moment that broke them, the moment that made Korra realize Asami wasn’t worth the pain?



  Her chest clenched so tightly it hurt to breathe.



  
    Korra, please… don’t leave me.
  



  But as the silence of the basement pressed in, as the lock remained firmly shut, another realization settled into her bones like ice.



  Maybe… maybe Korra couldn’t come back for her.



  Maybe Hiroshi had already made sure of that.



  A broken sob escaped her lips as she curled into herself, hands gripping the blanket wrapped around her shoulders like it was the only thing holding her together.



  She had finally tasted freedom.



  And now, it had been ripped away.



  —



  If someone were to walk in on Asami at that moment, they might have thought she was dead. She lay unmoving on the cold stone floor, her body curled in on itself, the thin blanket wrapped around her trembling frame. She wasn’t dead.



  But she might as well be.



  The basement was dark, cold, and unforgiving. Even time had no meaning inside this place. She had no idea how long she had been here—hours, days, weeks. The silence stretched endlessly, pressing in from all sides, suffocating.



  Years ago, when her mother died at the hands of drunken alphas, her father had changed. What had once been love and protection had twisted into something cruel and suffocating. At first, Asami had convinced herself that Hiroshi was just being careful, that his strict rules were born out of fear of losing her, too.



  But as the years passed, she realized the truth. It wasn’t about protection.



  It was about control.



  She had learned that the first time he dragged her into this pit, locking her in for days as punishment for sneaking out with friends. The second time, it had been for talking back. After that, she had stopped keeping track.



  There was no comfort here. He made sure of that.



  No light, no warmth. No soft bed or kind words. Only the four walls of her father’s discipline and the gnawing understanding that her life was not her own.



  So, she had learned to obey to survive.



  Her life became dull and grey, every decision carefully measured, every word spoken only with permission.



  Then Korra came.



  And suddenly, there was color, there was meaning in her life.



  But Korra wasn’t here now.



  The only solace Asami had was the blanket clinging to her body and the few canned foods and bottled water she had stashed away—her small act of defiance over the years, hidden beneath loose floorboards. Just in case.



  But she wasn’t hungry.



  Her stomach grumbled, weak and hollow, but she didn’t move. She had no strength to lift herself from the cold floor, no reason to.



  
    Was this my fate?
  



  
    To be trapped under my father’s rule forever?
  



  
    To obey, or be left to rot in the darkness?
  



  A tear slipped down her cheek, warm against the chill of her skin. She thought of Korra—her boundless energy, her laughter, the way she had made Asami feel alive. The way her strong arms wrapped around her so protectively, like Asami was something to be cherished.



  A sob broke free from her throat, her chest heaving as she pressed her face into the blanket. 
  
    I’ll never see her again.
  



  Then, a voice stirred at the back of her mind.



  
    Asami…
  



  Her breath hitched. The voice was faint at first, almost like a whisper, but then it grew stronger.



  
    Stand up. Fight.
  



  Her fingers curled into the fabric, her pulse quickening.



  Korra?



  It sounded like her—steady, strong, comforting. Asami’s heart clenched. Was it just her mind playing tricks on her? Was she so broken that she had started hallucinating her voice?



  The voice came again, firmer.



  
    You’re not weak. You’re not helpless.
  



  Asami squeezed her eyes shut. It wasn’t real. It couldn’t be.



  Then—



  “ASAMI!”



  Her eyes flew open.



  That wasn’t in her head.



  That was real.



  A loud bang rattled the door above her, followed by another, then another. “Asami! Are you in there? Say something!” Korra’s voice was raw, frantic.



  Asami gasped, her body jolting upright. She scrambled to her feet, her limbs weak but fueled by adrenaline. “Korra—!” she choked out, her voice hoarse from days of silence.



  A loud thud reverberated through the basement as Korra slammed her body against the door. “I’m getting you out! Hold on!”



  Asami let out a broken sob. 
  
    She came back for me.
  



  For the first time since she was thrown into this pit, she believed she could get out.



  The realization that Korra had actually come back for her sent a surge of adrenaline through Asami’s weak limbs. After days—or was it weeks?—of isolation, of hopelessness, she finally had a reason to move, to fight.



  Outside the door, Korra was still trying to break it down, her fists pounding relentlessly against the thick wood. But Asami knew—this door wasn’t going to budge. It was reinforced, meant to trap her just as it had so many times before.



  “Korra, the door is too thick!” she shouted, her voice hoarse from disuse. “I’ll find another way out!”



  The banging stopped abruptly. Then Korra’s voice, raw and breathless, came through the cracks. “Are you sure, ‘Sami?”



  The sound of her name from Korra’s lips sent another rush of emotion through her. “Yes,” she whispered, then louder, “Yes! Just… stay there. And please… Talk to me.”



  Her voice broke slightly, her heart hammering in her chest at the thought of seeing Korra again. Just knowing she was there—waiting, fighting for her—gave her the strength to keep going.



  She had been so sure she would never see Korra again. That her father had ripped her away, destroyed what they had. But Korra had come back. Korra had always come back for her.



  Asami sucked in a breath, trying to keep herself together.



  “Okay,” Korra said softly, her voice steady despite the panic she must have felt. “I love you, Asami. But if you can’t find a way in thirty minutes, I’m trying again.”



  A weak, breathless laugh escaped Asami as she wiped her eyes. “Okay,” she whispered, then, stronger, “I love you, too.”



  She turned, her eyes sweeping over the dark basement. They had adjusted to the dim light, making out the vague shapes of old storage shelves and the crates pushed into the corners. But none of that mattered. She needed something—anything—to help her escape.



  Then she remembered.



  The loose floorboard.



  Her breath hitched as she pushed herself forward, her legs shaky but moving. She forced herself to run, her bare feet slapping against the cold floor as she knelt beside the worn-out plank. With shaking hands, she dug her fingers underneath, prying at the edge with all the strength she had left. Her fingers ached, her skin scraping against the rough wood, but she gritted her teeth and pulled.



  The board finally lifted with a sharp creak, and she frantically shoved the canned goods aside, her fingers blindly searching for something—anything—she could use.



  Nothing.



  Her stomach twisted. Her breath came faster.



  No, no, no. There has to be something.



  Her hands fumbled deeper, her fingertips brushing against cold metal—small, thin, barely noticeable. She grabbed it, pulling it out into the dim light.



  A hairpin.



  Relief hit her so hard she nearly sobbed. Seeing the worn yet familiar fire lily design on it was like seeing the light for the first time. It was hers when she was young, a gift from her mother. She had wondered where this went, not remembering she had hidden it here as her source of comfort.



  
    Thank you, Mom,
  
   she thought, clutching the tiny piece of metal. But there was no time to celebrate. She scrambled to her feet, turning toward the door, and rushed up the basement stairs.



  Her foot caught between the steps, and she stumbled forward, falling onto her hands and knees with a sharp thud.



  “Asami?!” Korra’s voice shot through the door, tense, worried. “What happened?”



  Asami didn’t answer. She pushed herself up, gritting her teeth against the burning ache in her legs. She didn’t have time to stop.



  Reaching the door, she bent the hairpin with her trembling fingers, shaping it into something usable. She had watched videos of people picking locks before, had even practiced it in secret, but she had never needed it until now.



  She shoved the pin into the keyhole, her hands shaking too much for precision. Steady, she told herself, forcing her breathing to slow. She twisted, jiggling it carefully, feeling for the mechanisms inside.



  Seconds stretched like hours. Her fingers trembled. What if she couldn’t do it? What if the lock was too strong? What if she failed?



  She bit her lip so hard she tasted blood. No. She had to get out. She had to.



  
    Click.
  



  The sound was so quiet, so subtle, she almost didn’t believe it at first.



  Then, with a twist of her hand, the door creaked open.



  The rush of cool air against her skin felt unreal, like a dream she would wake from at any second. Before she could take another breath, something warm, solid, and desperate crashed into her, nearly knocking her backward.



  Strong arms wrapped around her, holding her so tightly she could barely breathe, but she didn’t care.



  “Asami,” Korra rasped against her hair, her voice thick with emotion.



  Asami clung to her, burying her face into Korra’s shoulder, inhaling the familiar scent of salt and pine, letting the warmth of her alpha seep into her frozen body.



  She had done it.



  She had gotten herself out.



  And Korra had been there, waiting for her, just like she always had.
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  “Asami! Asami, are you okay? Did he hurt you?”



  Korra’s voice came fast and frantic, but Asami didn’t respond right away. All that mattered was the warmth wrapped around her, the steady scent of salt and pine that had always calmed her racing thoughts. Her limbs were trembling, not entirely from fear or exhaustion, but from the overwhelming relief of being in Korra’s arms again. Her alpha was here. She had come back.



  She pressed closer to her, not caring about the sting in her muscles or the ache in her heart. Korra’s presence drowned everything else out—the pain, the cold, the terror that had wrapped itself around her these past few days. She barely noticed the jacket being draped over her shoulders until Korra’s hands cupped her face, guiding her gaze up.



  When Asami looked into those familiar blue eyes, something inside her clicked into place. The chaos around them quieted for a heartbeat, and the world felt right again.



  “Korra…” she breathed, voice shaking but full of reverence.



  Korra opened her mouth to respond, but before she could speak, a voice echoed down the hallway, hurried footsteps approaching fast. Asami flinched and clutched the jacket tighter, fear flooding her all over again.



  They’d been caught.



  But Korra didn’t panic. Instead, she turned and called out, “Wei! Help us get out of here!”



  As the figure stepped into view, Asami recognized him instantly—slim but quick, with alert green eyes and dark hair. Wei, one of the younger and kindest butlers of the Sato household.



  “Yeah. That’s why I’m here,” he said, barely out of breath. “Come on! Before the other guards see us!”



  Without another word, Korra bent down and scooped Asami into her arms. Despite her clear exhaustion, she carried her as if she couldn’t bear to let her go again. They moved through the mansion quickly, sticking to the edges of corridors and cutting through less-used servant paths.



  There was no conversation. Only the sound of their hurried footsteps, Korra’s controlled breathing, and Wei’s whispered directions up ahead. Every few steps, Korra would glance around, her gaze alert, checking corners and listening for danger.



  Asami, however, couldn’t stop watching her. Even in the middle of their escape, even bloodied and bruised, Korra was still so solid, so there. But Asami also noticed the tremble in her arms, the way her breathing had become more labored, and how her jaw clenched whenever she took a misstep.



  “Korra,” she said softly. “I can walk.”



  “I’ve got you,” Korra replied without hesitation, though her voice was tight.



  “You’re hurt. I can feel you shaking. Please.” Asami raised her hand, gently brushing her fingers along Korra’s cheek. “You don’t have to carry me. I can do this.”



  Their eyes met, Korra’s full of conflict and concern. She hesitated for a second longer before Wei hissed from up ahead, “We need to move. Now.”



  Reluctantly, Korra nodded and set Asami down. Her knees buckled at first, but she forced herself to stay upright, biting down on a gasp. She didn’t want to slow them down. She wouldn’t be a burden.



  Korra reached for her hand and laced their fingers together, squeezing once before they moved again. The halls stretched longer than they remembered, the familiar architecture feeling foreign and ominous. Even after growing up here, Asami struggled to recall which turns would lead them to the back entrance quickest.



  The mansion’s grand corridors twisted like a labyrinth, a place designed to impress and intimidate. Every shadow felt like a trap. They had to stop more than once to press against walls when footsteps echoed too close or voices passed just around the corner. Korra would press her against her side, body tense, ready to fight if needed.



  They moved carefully, in near silence, every step growing heavier with urgency. It was only when the faint light of the garden lamps shimmered ahead that Asami felt her breath catch—the back door.



  They picked up their pace, bolting toward the exit as hope surged. Wei reached for the handle. But before he could touch it, the door burst open with a violent crash.



  Jing stood in the doorway, filling the frame with his imposing bulk. His presence swallowed the light behind him, casting a long shadow across the marble floor. His sharp eyes landed on Korra first, and then Asami.



  The bodyguard’s expression twisted into a snarl as he stepped into the hall.



  Before Asami could blink, Korra had stepped in front of her, her body tense and coiled like a spring. Shoulders squared, arms raised, she looked every bit the alpha ready to protect her mate. The change in her was immediate, almost instinctual. But Asami didn’t intend to stand back and let her face Jing alone. They were both running on fumes, and she knew firsthand just how dangerous this bodyguard could be.



  She dropped into a fighting stance beside Korra, grounding her weight and forcing her shaky legs to hold. The ache in her limbs screamed in protest, but she pushed through it. Her mind went to those years of self-defense lessons she had begged for after her mother’s death. At the time, her father had agreed only because it was “practical.” Now, it might be the very thing keeping her alive.



  To her surprise, Wei shifted forward too, moving in fluid sync with them. Asami had never seen him fight, had barely paid him any mind back then, but there was something in the way he moved—quiet confidence, practiced grace. His stance was precise, steady. No ordinary butler stood like that.



  She didn’t have time to think about it further.



  Jing rushed them with frightening speed, his heavy footsteps slamming into the marble like thunder. In a split second, his fist came down like a hammer. They barely managed to roll aside, the blow hitting the floor with a force that cracked the stone beneath them.



  Asami scrambled to her feet, but Jing was already swinging again. Korra intercepted him, her crossed forearms meeting his fist in a brutal collision. The sheer impact reverberated down the hall. Then he twisted mid-motion, slamming his elbow into Korra’s side and sending her crashing into the wall. Her body hit the stone with a sickening thud.



  “Korra!” Asami shouted, panic flaring in her chest, but there was no time to help.



  Jing turned on her next, and she barely ducked in time to avoid the sweep of his leg. She countered with a quick strike to his ribs, but he barely flinched. Behind her, Wei darted forward, landing a clean kick to the back of Jing’s knee. It forced a brief stumble, but not nearly enough.



  They kept moving—trading strikes, dodging attacks, coordinating without speaking. But it wasn’t enough. Every hit they landed barely slowed him down. Every breath Asami took burned in her lungs. Her limbs were getting heavier, her vision blurring at the edges. She glanced at Korra, who was back on her feet but visibly struggling, blood trailing down from her brow. And yet, she stood.



  Korra met her gaze briefly, nodding.



  They regrouped near the center of the corridor, panting, hearts pounding, muscles trembling from exertion. It was clear—this wasn’t a fight they could win head-on.



  Where did this man get such monstrous strength?



  Asami was still catching her breath when Korra leaned in, voice low and hoarse. “‘Sami… I’m going to distract him.”



  Asami’s head whipped toward her. “What? Korra, no. You can barely stand.”



  “I know,” Korra said, and despite the pain etched across her face, her tone was steady. “But I’m the perfect decoy. You and Wei can plan something, find an opening. We all can’t keep this up much longer.” She paused for a beat, eyes softening. “Asami, please. Let me do this.”



  The words sank into her, as did the look in Korra’s eyes—sincere, unwavering, full of belief and love. Asami’s instincts screamed to protest, to find another way, any other way. But her mind knew the truth. Korra was right.



  Swallowing the fear in her throat, she gave a single nod. “Okay… but be careful.”



  A small, crooked smile touched Korra’s lips, her voice barely above a whisper. “I will.”



  Then she turned, bloodied and unshaken, and faced the monster head-on.



  “Hey,” Korra called out, her voice rough but steady as she stepped forward. Her stance was firm, even if her body wavered from exhaustion. “I want a rematch.”



  Jing turned toward her, his broad frame squaring off as his eyes narrowed. Asami’s heart skipped a beat at the sound of Korra’s voice, knowing full well the risk her alpha was taking just to give them a chance. But Korra had done her part—now it was up to them.



  While Jing’s attention was focused on Korra, Asami slipped silently toward Wei, crouching low behind a decorative column. Her breathing was still ragged, her limbs shaking from the earlier fight, but she forced herself to stay sharp. Wei noticed her immediately, his green eyes flicking toward her with urgency.



  “She’s buying us time,” Asami whispered, her eyes flicking back to Korra. “We need to finish this.”



  Wei nodded without hesitation. “Back of his knees,” he murmured. “I think that’s where he’s vulnerable. I saw him stagger when I hit there before.”



  That was all Asami needed. She nodded, jaw set. Her body was worn, her skin still sore from where she had landed earlier, but her resolve was ironclad. They had come too far to lose now. They were leaving this house no matter what.



  From the corner of her eye, she watched Jing engage Korra again. Each time he struck, Korra dodged by a hair, the force of his blows cracking against the marble and echoing like distant thunder. Her stomach clenched every time Korra stumbled, but she forced herself to focus on the opening they had been given.



  She and Wei moved slowly at first, heading for the back of the room like they intended to flee. It was a bluff—but one that worked. Jing’s head snapped around, his attention torn from Korra for a split second. That was all Korra needed.



  “Raaagh!” With a guttural roar, Korra lunged forward and wrapped her arms around his midsection, slamming her body into his and locking him in place. She clung to him like a vice, her muscles straining as she held him back with everything she had left.



  Without a moment’s hesitation, Asami and Wei charged. They moved in perfect sync, both of them sweeping their legs in low arcs behind Jing’s knees. He buckled with a grunt, his massive frame crashing to the ground under the combined weight of Korra’s hold and their strikes.



  Korra held on a moment longer before twisting her body, letting go just enough to raise her elbow and drive it into Jing’s temple. The impact rang out, and the bodyguard stilled.



  For a moment, the only sound was their heavy breathing, filling the silence like crashing waves. Asami stared down at Jing’s motionless body, her pulse still pounding in her ears. Her chest heaved with exhaustion, every muscle in her body aching.



  Then he twitched.



  Her breath caught, panic flaring for one terrible second—but he stopped moving. Jing remained still, unconscious.



  Asami exhaled hard, her shoulders slumping. Relief washed over her in one heavy wave—relief that was short-lived as Korra’s knees buckled beneath her. Asami lurched forward, catching her before she could fall completely.



  Korra sagged against her, body overheated, breaths coming fast and shallow. Despite it all, she managed a grin. “Wow,” she murmured with a dry chuckle, “look how the tables turned.”



  Asami laughed softly, the sound cracking through her exhaustion. She brushed a few strands of hair from Korra’s forehead, her eyes stinging with unshed tears. “Dummy,” she whispered, resting her forehead against Korra’s.



  From down the hall, Wei’s voice cut through the haze. “Let’s go! I’ve got the car waiting—now!”



  There was no time for rest. No time for goodbyes to the hell they were finally leaving behind.



  Asami tightened her hold on Korra and helped her to her feet. Together, with Wei at their side, they ran for the exit.



  They had made it.



  They had escaped.



  —



  The moment they climbed into the car, Korra’s body went limp. Asami barely managed to catch her before her head could slam into the back of the passenger seat. “Korra,” she whispered, gently cradling her mate’s face, but there was no response. Her eyes were closed, her breathing shallow but steady. She had simply passed out, her body giving in after holding on for far too long.



  Asami eased her down across the backseat, letting Korra’s head rest on her lap. She ran a shaky hand through her sweat-damp hair, brushing it away from her bruised temple as her eyes adjusted to the dim interior.



  The car itself was simple—plain seats, no ornamentation—but clearly modified. The windows were heavily tinted, darker than legal limits, blocking out everything from the outside world. She couldn’t see where they were headed, only the faint blur of light through the front windshield. The driver’s silhouette was steady behind the wheel, silent save for the occasional turn of the steering wheel.



  The ride was quiet, but Asami’s thoughts were not. Now that the adrenaline had faded, everything she had suppressed surged forward at once—fear, confusion, and a thousand questions with no clear answers. Her fingers moved slowly through Korra’s hair, as if the repetitive motion could soothe both of them. The alpha didn’t stir.



  Finally, Asami looked up at the rearview mirror. Wei’s eyes met hers briefly in the reflection.



  “Thank you,” she said, her voice soft but firm. She owed him that much.



  He nodded. “Of course, Miss Asami.”



  But she couldn’t let it end there. “How did you… Why did you help us? You’re my father’s employee.”



  There was a pause, then a flicker of amusement crossed his face. “I’ll explain everything once we get to the rendezvous point,” he said, eyes still on the road. “But I’ll say this now… I’m not really Hiroshi’s employee.”



  He glanced back at her with a sly wink before turning his focus forward again.



  Asami blinked, lips parting slightly, trying to make sense of his words. Not really his employee? What did that mean? There were too many possibilities, but her mind was too tired to chase them.



  Still cradling Korra close, Asami leaned her head back against the seat. The gentle hum of the engine, the motion of the car, and the warmth of Korra’s body against hers made her eyes heavy. Wei must’ve noticed.



  “Sleep, Miss Asami,” he said gently. “You two are safe now.”



  For some reason, she trusted him and believed his words. Her grip on Korra remained tight, but her eyelids drooped, her breathing slowing as the tension in her chest finally loosened. The world faded into black, soft and quiet, with the steady pulse of her mate’s heartbeat beneath her hands.



  —



  Asami stirred when a familiar scent hit her nose. Her alpha’s scent. Her eyes fluttered open just in time to see Korra placing a tray on the bedside table, the soft clink of ceramic and glass echoing in the quiet room. She watched through half-lidded eyes, pretending to still be asleep, wanting to savor the simple, beautiful sight of Korra taking care of her.



  But the moment Korra glanced down with a knowing smile and a raised brow, Asami knew she’d been caught.



  She let out a small laugh, the sound lighter than it had been in days, and finally sat up. It was only then that she realized she was no longer in her torn clothes. Instead, she wore a loose, oversized shirt and cotton shorts. It was clearly Korra’s, from the way the fabric still held her scent. Her cheeks flushed, but there was something comforting in the idea that Korra had cared for her even while she slept.



  “How’d you sleep?” Korra asked, settling beside her.



  “Like a baby,” Asami murmured through a yawn as she stretched her arms overhead. It wasn’t a lie. She hadn’t slept that deeply, that safely, since the night her father locked her in the basement. The weight on her chest, the lingering fear—it had faded in the warmth of Korra’s presence.



  Korra reached for her hand, threading their fingers together, and leaned in until their foreheads touched. Her breath was soft and steady, and Asami could feel the faint tremble in it.



  “I thought I’d never see you again,” Korra whispered, her voice cracking as she closed her eyes.



  Asami lifted her hand to cup Korra’s face, her thumb brushing a tear that rolled down her cheek. “I thought the same,” she whispered back. “I kept holding on, hoping I’d hear your voice again. And now… you’re here.”



  Their lips met in a kiss that felt like a lifeline thrown in the middle of a storm. It wasn’t rushed or hungry. It was deep, slow, and full of everything they couldn’t say in words. Asami melted into it, the taste of Korra like cool water after days lost in the desert. Her chest ached, but this time it wasn’t from fear. It was from how deeply she loved this woman, how close she’d come to losing her.



  A sudden knock on the door broke the moment.



  “May I come in?” a voice called.



  Korra scrambled back slightly, her face flushed. “Y-yeah!” she answered, sliding into the chair beside the bed.



  The door opened, and Asami was immediately overwhelmed. Wei stepped inside first, but behind him came a man who looked identical to him. Then a young woman with a bob haircut entered, followed by an older woman with striking grey-streaked hair and a composed aura that filled the room the moment she stepped in.



  “Hi, Asami. Korra.” The older woman spoke first, her voice clear and confident. “How are you feeling?”



  Asami sat up a little straighter, unsure of how to respond. “I’m… fine. Thank you.”



  “Wei filled me in,” the woman said, stepping closer. “I’m sorry for what you both endured. But I believe in second chances—and I believe in potential. Which is why we’re here.” Her gaze swept the room, then landed firmly on Korra and Asami. “You’ve both already proven that you have the instincts. The bravery. The fire. Now all that’s left is the question—do you want to use it?”



  Korra and Asami exchanged a glance, confused.



  “What are you saying?” Asami asked.



  “Wei isn’t who you thought he was,” the older woman continued. “He was placed in your father’s estate as part of an ongoing investigation into his illegal dealings—arms trafficking, laundering, underground projects. But three days ago, everything changed. Wei witnessed your escape. He saw what Korra did. And he knew immediately—we had to bring you in.”



  
    Illegal dealings? Crimes?
  
   Those confused Asami even more. But when her mouth parted, all she could ask was, “Wait… bring us in?”



  The woman smiled. “My name is Suyin. This is my son, Wing.” She gestured to the man beside Wei. “Wei’s twin, and this is my daughter, Opal.” The younger woman gave a small wave. 



  At the mention of the name, Korra leaned in slightly, her voice barely above a whisper as she said to Asami, “She’s the one who helped me prepare your food this morning.”



  “We’re members of the White Lotus Organization. Not the historical kind your textbooks mention—the real one. A network of intelligence operatives, highly trained, and dedicated to keeping balance where governments fail,” Suyin continued.



  Asami stared at her, stunned. A spy organization? This had to be a dream. But when she glanced at Korra, who looked just as shocked as she was, she knew it wasn’t.



  “So,” Suyin continued after a pause, “what do you say?”



  Korra spoke first, cautious. “What happens if we say no?”



  “Then we let you go,” Suyin replied simply. “No strings. No surveillance. No threats. I promise. You’ve both been through enough already.”



  Korra narrowed her eyes. “No catch? That sounds too easy.”



  Suyin chuckled. “I get that a lot. But truly, there is none. You’ll be free to live your lives. But if you say yes…” Her tone shifted, firm and full of promise. “We’ll train you. We’ll hone your talents. And you’ll have our protection. Especially now, with Hiroshi Sato undoubtedly searching for you.”



  Asami’s heart pounded. She looked between each face in the room, then finally at Korra. The alpha was watching her, quiet but steady, waiting for her decision. There was exhaustion in her eyes but also hope. Determination.



  Asami swallowed. She had no idea what they were getting into. But she knew what they had left behind.



  Her voice came steady. “We’re in.”
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