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The Education of Wing Beifong
by orange_panic_archive

Summary

At 19, Wing Beifong doesn't know much about sex. When his partner dumps him for being
inexperienced, he decides to take matters into his own hands and is quickly in over his head.

Written for the 2021 Avatar Pro-Shipping Rarepair Kinktober.

Notes

This is absolute crack. Each day will be a different short drabble pairing poor Wing Beifong,
Opal's little brother, with a randomly-generated character from Legend of Korra (minus
characters who were underage or would be considered incest). It was my job as a writer to
make it work, at least in spirit. Sometimes I do, sometimes I don't, but hopefully the results
will be spectacularly awful either way.

E for goddamn everything.

See the end of the work for more notes

http://archiveofourown.org/users/orange_panic_archive/pseuds/orange_panic_archive


Friends With Benefits/Casual Sex (Otaku)

Otaku rolled his eyes, flopped back naked on the bed and adjusted his glasses. “No, I don’t
want to be your boyfriend.”

“Why not?” Wing wasn’t hurt, exactly, but he wasn’t not hurt, either. He and the airbender
had been having a good time while everyone was in Zaofu. Or so he’d thought.

“I thought we were just keeping it casual?” said Otaku. “I mean, it’s not like I live here. I
have my duties as an airbender now, not just an acolyte. And you… well, you probably have
something that you do, too.”

“Long distance is a thing,” Wing pouted. “Especially when you can fly.” Fly, and come have
sex with me is what he actually meant, but he knew better than to say it. Otaku had turned out
to be rather conservative despite the speed with which he’d doffed all his clothing. Wing
could only assume it was an Air Nation thing.

Otaku shrugged. “I know. But you’re not ready to commit to anyone. And I’m definitely not
ready to commit to you. You don’t have enough experience.”

Wing propped himself up on his elbow. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

The other man blinked owlishly at him, his face impassive. “Exactly what you think it does,
Wing.”



Praise Kink (Jinora)

“You’re so strong, Wing,” Jinora said with a smile. “And so much more handsome than Wei.
Gosh, you could have anyone you wanted with your manly manliness.”

Wing sank down into the overstuffed chair in his room with a huff. “I can tell you’re lying.”

“Of course I’m lying,” said Jinora, hands on her hips. “I’m 15, and I already have a
boyfriend. I just wanted to cheer you up. You’ve been moping around like a sad mushroom
ever since Otaku dumped you and it’s weird. Usually you can’t shut up. And Otaku isn’t even
cute, he’s just easy.”

“Sad mushroom?” Wing asked. “And he didn’t dump me.”

“You know what I mean. I don’t like being the one to say this, but you need to get laid by
someone else. It doesn’t matter who. Just go find whoever will have you and get it on.” She
paused, then gave him a little thumbs up. “I believe in you?”

“Thanks, Jinny,” Wing said morosely. 

“Whatever,” answered Jinora. She turned to go. “I can’t tell you how to get a boyfriend,
Wing. Or girlfriend. Just, I don’t know, be confident or something. That’s what I did with
Kai. And maybe try asking someone who’s actually had sex how to be better in bed instead of
me. You know, an adult?”



Nipple Play (Kya)

Kya blinked at him over the rim of her tea. “You’re asking me for sex advice, Wing? At nine
in the morning?”

Wing nodded. An adult, Jinora had said. So he’d cornered Kya in the kitchen of his parents
enormous estate, which was luckily where most of the guests for the summit were staying.
Well, not Kya specifically. Really anyone older than him would have done. But she was as
good a place to start as any, and maybe a bit better than most considering her history.

“Yep,” Wing said. “I was getting it on with one of the airbenders, but he said I needed more
experience. And my mom said you did that whole thing where you spent years sleeping your
way across the Earth Kingdom, so I figured maybe you picked up some stuff you could tell
me?”

Her blue eyes narrowed at that. “That’s what Su told you I was doing?”

“Yeah,” Wing shrugged. Actually, his mother had said “whoring,” but that didn’t seem very
nice.

Kya let out a sigh. “I guess it’s not far from the truth. That Boulder, Jr. guy really knew his
stuff.” Her voice sounded wistful. “And his sister, wow.”

“So you’ll tell me?” Wing asked eagerly. 

Kya’s blue eyes studied him. Then she shrugged. “Oh, what the hell.”

“Yeah!” Wing pumped his fist into the air. “So what is it?”

“Come here,” said Kya. She put here tea on the counter as he walked over. 

“Well?” Wing asked. 

Kya smirked, then reached out and tweaked his left nipple through his shirt. He yelped,
backpedaling into the opposite counter. 

“Ow! What was that for?” he said, rubbing his sore nipple. It felt hard now.

“Your dick isn’t the only sexual part of your body,” Kya said with a smile. “It’s a mistake a
lot of guys make, and a lot of girls, too. They just go straight for the goods. Don’t do that.
Play with other parts of yourself, or have others do it, and find out what else you like. Then
do that to a new partner and see if they like it, too.”

Wing nodded, then poked experimentally at his nipple. It had hurt. But it had also felt…
good?

“Thanks, Kya.”



She gave him a wink. “You’re welcome.”



Spanking (Unalaq)

Chapter Notes

So, while this series won't touch canon with a ten-foot pole in terms of relationships, it's
meant to be vaguely S4ish. And I maaaaay have forgotten to remove characters who are
dead by then from my randomized spreadsheet. Whoops. Anyway, I could have just
made Unalaq alive for this, but honestly what's the fun in that?

Wing went back to the bedroom he’d once shared with his brother Wei and closed the door. It
had been a few years since Wei had joined a traveling pro-bending team and, even though he
was in town for the peace summit like everyone else, their mother hadn’t forced them to sleep
together again. For once Wing didn’t mind. He loved people and had actually hated being
alone after 17 years of sharing a room, but some things called for privacy. 

He dutifully stripped off his clothes and walked to the mirror. Wing had never been the
scientist his father and oldest brother were, nor had he grand ambitions to change the world
like Opal or even Kuvira, or artistic talent like Huan. He wasn’t even that good at pro-
bending—Wing liked to hit things hard and got too many fouls. And there was no such thing
as pro-power disc, not yet. In fact, some days he struggled to think of what he really was
good at. It felt like all the rest of his siblings had found some kind of calling while Wing was
just kind of… Wing.

But damn if he wasn’t pretty. 

In theory, getting laid should have been easy. His family was wealthy enough that Wing
didn’t necessarily need a calling. He had a nice place to live and plenty of time to work out
and make himself available. Zaofu had its share of bars and nightclubs and he was welcome
at all of them. He even swung both ways, which made him open to just about anybody above
an eight. Well, maybe a seven these days. Or six. He was horny.

Wing studied himself in the mirror, thinking. Honestly, he couldn’t find anything wanting. He
was in great shape with clean, even features. He and Wei were a little on the short side
compared to their brothers, but they made up for it by not being absolute class-A dorks.
Which meant there wasn’t anything in his appearance limiting his options. Maybe Otaku and
Kya and the rest had been right then. It wasn’t what he had, but what he did with it that
counted.

So. Kya had said to experiment with different parts of his body. Obviously there was his dick,
which was already halfway interested in what was going on. As a twin, Wing didn’t want to
think about what it might mean that his own reflection made him a little hard, but the point
was he knew he could touch himself there and like it. But what about other places? 



Wing looked himself over again, his face screwed up in concentration. The logical places to
start were probably the things he found attractive on other people. He liked boobs, and it had
felt good when Kya had twisted his nipple, but for some reason the idea that he had man
boobs in the same way women had women boobs disturbed him a little. He’d come back to
that. But Wing also liked butts, and on both men and women, too. So what about that?

He reached around and gently caressed his ass. It felt okay. But Wing couldn’t quite get past
the part where it was him touching it. What he really wanted was Otaku, or maybe just
anybody, to touch his ass for him so that he could decide how it felt. Come to think of it, that
was probably the next step. But for the moment his own hand was all he had so he’d have to
make it work.

Wing closed his eyes then and tried to picture that it was someone attractive touching his butt
instead of himself. But the face that swam to the surface of his mind was long and gaunt. Two
piercing blue eyes bored into him between the bound front tails of a classic Water Tribe style.
The man stood long and lean, and was completely naked except for a fur-trimmed purple
loincloth. His chiseled six pack glistened with some kind of oil. Chief Unalaq had been dead
for years, but it seemed he’d made quite an impression on Wing all the same. 

“Have you been a good boy, Wing?” Unalaq said behind his closed eyelids. His hand
squeezed Wing’s buttock in a way that was almost, but not quite, painful. “Or do you need
some discipline?”

“Uh…” Wing stuttered. 

“You call your elders Sir, Wing,” said Unalaq. The corner of his mouth pulled up into a dark
sneer. “How else will you learn?” Then Unalaq pulled back and slapped his ass. Wing
grimaced, but didn’t move. He knew if he did the man would be displeased. He needed to
prove he could take it. Plus, it was kind of hot.

“Much better,” Unalaq said in his mind. He started massaging Wing’s butt. “And do you like
this?” The older man cocked an eyebrow. “Or do you like… this?” On the final word Unalaq
spanked him again, hard. The chief’s eyes trailed down to Wing’s crotch. “Ah,” he said with
a cold smile. “I believe we have a winner.”

Wing opened his eyes. The boner that greeted him in the mirror was certainly nothing to
sneeze at. 

So. Ass, yes.



Tentacles (Yao)

Chapter Notes

Don't remember who Yao was? I didn't either. Turns out he was the half man, half tree
from the flashback with Avatar Wan. Welp. I for sure wrote most of this tipsy, enjoy.

That night Wing went to bed alone. But it hadn’t been a wasted day. He’d learned two
important things from the time he’d spent exploring his body in front of the mirror. First, it
turned out that Kya was right. There were a lot of places Wing liked to be touched, and not
always in the way he expected, either. Pinching, spanking, and roughly grabbing parts of
himself had turned him on as much as or more than gentle caresses. Second, it seemed he had
quite the imagination. After being spanked by the long-dead Unalaq, Wing had gone through
a succession of private fantasies, imagining various people he knew kissing or fondling him
in different ways and places. He found he had no trouble at all with this exercise. In fact, it
was surprisingly hot. As a twin he’d never really had to entertain himself, but it turned out he
was rather good at it.

Perhaps the best news of all was that most of the people Wing had pictured were in town for
the peace summit, and quite a few of them were even staying in the Beifong’s large manor
house. Wing wasn’t such a fool as to think he could walk up to just anyone and talk them into
bed, but it gave him a place to start among men and women he already knew he found
attractive, and there were a lot of private rooms. Most of the delegates were far from home. If
there was ever a time to just go for it, it was now. 

Wing made himself promise to give it a go first thing in the morning. Nothing ventured,
nothing gained. And with that, he drifted off to sleep.

He found himself in a kind of clearing surrounded by tall trees. It looked like late autumn.
Wing didn’t recognize where he was, but he wasn’t afraid. This was a friendly place. 

He turned and quickly spotted a treehouse just behind him. Home, Wing thought with a smile
and started over. He made short work of the ladder and clambered up into the one-room
dwelling. Inside he found a single bed, a tiny kitchen, and a single worn wooden table. He
also found the strangest man he’d ever seen. 

He stared back at Wing with soft, light gray eyes. Where his hair still grew it was gossamer
white. He was tall and gaunt, perhaps 70, and wore only a deep green wrap the color of forest
glens. Oh, and half of him was a tree.

“Welcome back, Wing,” said the man with a kindly smile. “How were the spirit wilds
today?”



Wing found himself answering. “Great.” He had no idea what the spirit wilds were. Weren’t
those in Republic City?

The tree-man took a few steps closer. “And what have you brought for old Yao then?”

That’s when Wing looked down and realized he was naked. 

“What did you want?” he asked, his voice rough.

Yao’s smile broadened. It seemed he had quite a few teeth still left. Without a word he
reached out one tree-branch hand to stroke Wing’s abs. His fingers lengthened, twisting like
vines to wrap around Wing’s back and down over his butt.

“Isn’t it obvious?” Yao said. The stiff tendrils snaked down and prodded at his asshole before
wiggling inside. At the same time, Yao’s other hand wrapped gently around Wing’s rapidly
hardening cock. The wooden fingers felt rough and delicious. Little green tentacle-like
offshoots twisted out from the fingers to fully engulf his length, encasing him in cool foliage
back to front. 

“Is this how you like it?” the old tree-man cooed. He started moving his branch hands,
simultaneously penetrating and stroking Wing. His odd gray eyes never left his.

“I—” Wing stuttered. “I—”

He snapped awake just in time to feel himself come all over his underpants.

“Fuck,” Wing muttered. “I did not… that did not…” He swung out of bed and stalked angrily
to his private bathroom to clean himself up, swearing the whole way and trying not to think
about the satisfying feel of hard wood in his ass. His imagination had clearly gone too far. He
was absolutely, positively getting fucked by a real person tomorrow. No more fantasies, and
absolutely no more creepy old man tree spirit wet dreams.

He was Wing Beifong, dammit. And he was going to get laid.



Threesome (Asami)

Chapter Notes

I literally cannot help myself.

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Wing hesitated, then knocked on the door of Asami Sato’s room. With long dark hair, full red
lips, and a figure to die for, she was easily the most beautiful woman he’d ever met in real
life. Which made this far from a sure thing. But fortune favors the bold, or something like
that, and though Wing was determined to get laid today no matter what it was still early.
There was no reason to settle just yet. The way he saw it, he may as well start at the top and
work his way down from there. 

He waited, then knocked again. Finally there was a shuffling sound from within. A moment
later the door cracked open. Two pale green eyes met his, puzzled. 

“Wei?” Asami yawned, her eyes full of sleep. She frowned slightly as he slowly deflated. “I
mean, Wing? I’m sorry, I’m still working on telling you two apart. Is everything okay?”

“Sure,” said Wing, trying not to be too hurt he hadn’t made an impression. “How are you?”

Asami’s befuddled frown deepened. “I’m fine? I think I’m fine. Spirits, it’s still dark out.
What’s this all about, Wing?” She opened the door wider to reveal a short purple nightgown
that showed off toned legs a mile long. The soft silk of the cloth was damp and crushed from
sleep and clung to her body in all sorts of fascinating ways. From what Wing could tell,
Asami wasn’t wearing a bra underneath. Maybe she wasn’t wearing anything at all. Her thick
black hair looked delightfully mussed. 

Yes, Wing thought excitedly. I would absolutely do you.  

“Right,” he said. Best get to the point. “So, we should have sex.”

Asami blinked. “Excuse me?”

Wing puffed out his chest. “I said, we should have sex. I’m attractive and available. You’re
beautiful, and here for the summit alone. I figured we could have some fun on the side.” He
gave Asami his best winning grin. “What do you say?”

“I say a woman as breathtaking as Miss Sato should never travel alone,” said a man’s voice
from inside the room. A shadow loomed against the wall. A moment later a tall, broad, and
very naked General Iroh appeared behind Asami. His dark hair stuck up all over, far from its
usual tidy appearance, and there were unmistakable smears of lipstick across his lips and
square chin. The dim hallway lights gleamed off pecs that looked carved out of pale stone.



Against his will Wing’s eyes traced down perfectly sculpted abs crisscrossed with scars to
follow the faint trail of dark hair to… wow. Well, that was certainly something. There was
also more lipstick.

The general saw him looking and blushed faintly, but stood his ground. He made no attempt
to cover himself, either. Instead he wrapped one lean, muscled arm casually around Asami’s
waist. She leaned comfortably into him with a lazy smile. She didn’t look at all embarrassed
to be snuggling against a stark-naked man in the hallway of Wing’s parents’ house. 

Two pairs of eyes met his, one green and one liquid gold, steady and unflinching. 

“Was there something you needed, Wing?” Iroh asked. His voice came out smooth and hard
as steel. “I can’t think of very many reasons why you’d disturb a lady before 07:00.” He
paused, then let the corner of his mouth tick up into a slight smile. “Not unless she’d invited
you to stay over, that is.”

“I’m sorry,” said Asami. She didn’t look sorry. “I appreciate the additional Beifong
hospitality, but I’m afraid General Iroh and I already have a long-standing arrangement when
it comes to travel companionship.”

Something in Iroh’s stony face flickered at the word “arrangement,” but he said nothing. 

“I’m sure there’s someone else around who’d love to spend time with you though,” Asami
continued. She glanced up and down the darkened hallway. “But maybe give them a few
hours, hey? And try buttering them up a bit. Ask them to breakfast or something first before
you spring the whole ‘let’s have sex’ thing on them.”

“Speaking of breakfast,” said Iroh, turning to Asami, “I believe we have another hour before
either of us are required at the summit.” He leaned down and nibbled the top of her ear.
“Hungry?” Asami giggled. Her hand dropped to his ass and gave it a squeeze. Iroh’s thick
cock twitched appreciatively.

“Oh,” Wing said, taking it all in. Then, hopefully, “Threesome?”

General Iroh shut the door in his face.

Chapter End Notes

I swear there will be actual sex in this story soon.



Pegging (Tenzin)

Chapter Notes

This chapter made me laugh the hardest so far. Poor Tenzin.

Wing knocked at the door of Korra’s room next. The Avatar didn’t look a thing like Asami
Sato, but she was very attractive in her own way and was certainly not having very loud,
passionate sex with General Iroh at the moment, which was a key mark in her favor. That
didn’t mean she wasn’t having loud, passionate sex with somebody else, but Wing knew he’d
never know if he didn’t ask. 

To his surprise, however, Tenzin opened the door. Unlike Asami and Iroh, he was already
fully dressed in long, flowing robes of yellow and red. Beyond him Wing could hear the
sound of the shower running.

“Wing? Is everything all right?” Tenzin asked, brows furrowed. “I was just on my way down
to breakfast.”

Wing smiled. At least someone knew which twin he was. “Hi, Tenzin,” he said brightly. “I
was actually looking for Korra.” He peered past the airbender in the direction of the shower.
“Is she in there with you?”

Tenzin flushed slightly at the implication. “No. She and I wound up switching rooms. Korra
wanted to be closer to the bending deck for practice and I was hoping for some peace and
quiet up here on the third floor.” He glanced down the hallway in the direction of Asami’s
room and frowned. “I’ve only partially succeeded.”

“Oh.” Wing stood there awkwardly for a beat as the shower clicked off. Tenzin was, after all,
married with three kids. So he must know something about sex, or be good at it. And hadn’t
Pema and Aunt Lin fought over him at one point, too?

Wing decided not to waste the opportunity. There was plenty of time to approach Korra later,
or to find someone else. 

“Well, since I have you,” he said, “I was wondering if I could talk to you about sex?”

Tenzin made a kind of choking noise as his face turned red. “W-what?”

“Sex,” said Wing matter-of-factly. “I’m working on my game, and Jinora said I should ask
people who’ve had more sex for advice—”

“Jinora?” Tenzin sputtered.



“—and then Kya pinched my nipple and said I should try touching myself, so—”

“My sister did what?” Tenzin’s face was the color of molten lava now.

 “—I did, and since then I’ve been walking around looking for someone to practice with,”
Wing finished. “But Asami was already with somebody, so I was hoping to find Korra, or
maybe Mako, and see if they’re interested. But you’re an adult. Do you have any tips? For
great sex?” 

Tenzin seemed so flustered now he could hardly speak. His mouth opened and closed like a
dying fish. Wing drooped, seeing the rejection on his face before the man could get the words
out. There were plenty of other people to ask, of course, but he’d hoped as a scholar Tenzin
might be better at instruction than most.

“Have you tried pegging?” Wing peered past the apoplectic Tenzin to see Pema walk out of
the bathroom, her hair wrapped in a towel. “If you like both men and women, that could be a
fun thing for you to try.”

“I once overheard Baatar and Kuvira talking about pegging,” said Wing. He dodged past
Tenzin and into the room, eager that someone finally wanted to talk to him. “They seemed
really into it.”

Pema gave him a kindly smile. “I’m not surprised. It can be liberating for a man not to feel
like he always has to take charge with a woman, and as a woman it’s rather fun to take a turn
at penetrative sex. Tenzin and I like it quite a bit.”

Tenzin winced. “Pema!”

She looked at him, her gray eyes laughing. “I thought the Air Nation was famously open-
minded?”

“We are, but—”

“Then stop acting like sex is some big secret, honey. Frankly, the more our young people
know about the options, the better.”

“And I’m not a virgin, nothing like that,” Wing quickly added. He wanted to be perfectly
clear on that point. “I just want to be… better, you know? Try new things.”

“See?” said Pema. She gave him a pat on the shoulder. “Wing here just wants to be a good
partner.”

Tenzin sighed and rubbed at his bald head, defeated. “Well. I suppose you’re old enough.”

“So tell me about this pegging thing.” Wing walked over and sat down in the overstuffed
wingback by the desk. “What is it?”

“Pegging,” said Tenzin slowly, “is when a woman, or anyone really but most often someone
without a penis, wears a dildo. Do you know what a dildo is?”



Wing rolled his eyes. He wasn’t five. 

“Fake dick,” he said.

Tenzin grimaced. “Yes. It’s an artificial penis. So with pegging, someone wears one of these
and inserts it into a partner’s anus.”

“They what?”

“Anus, Wing. Your butt. The woman sticks the dildo in her partner’s butt, often but not
always a man, and they have sex that way.”

Wing rubbed his chin. “So it’s like a woman doing anal?”

Tenzin let out a long-suffering sigh. “I suppose it is.”

“Neat.”



Femdom (Song)

Chapter Notes

The next three chapters all blend together a bit, but will address the prompts for
Femdom, A/B/O, and Sensory Deprivation as well as those pairings. Spirits forgive me
for what is about to come.

See the end of the chapter for more notes

Wing didn’t have much luck the rest of the morning. It seemed that everyone who was
anyone was at this stupid Peace Summit being held down the street at Zaofu’s City Hall. He
hadn’t given up on convincing someone to bang him on the sidelines, but he’d wheedled the
agenda out of Opal on the pretense of meeting a friend and he had two hours to kill until the
first of the tea breaks. Until then, he was on his own.

For lack of a better idea Wing made his way downtown anyway. There were thousands of
people in Zaofu, and it wasn’t like he was restricted to delegates. They just happened to be
the most convenient given they were staying at the manor. Perhaps an opportunity would
present itself elsewhere.

But before long Wing found himself standing outside City Hall anyway. The tall white towers
rose upwards into a clear blue sky. People in smart green suits and metal collars walked too
and fro, looking busy and important among the foreigners that made up the various staff of
the delegations. It was a vibrant, bustling scene. But for the first time since his talk with
Jinora, Wing found his optimism flagging. There were so many people in the world. Why
was it proving so hard to find someone to fuck?

“Can’t go in there,” said a voice. Wing looked up to see a broad mustachioed man in the
overlapping steel plates of the Republic City Police Department. He’d stepped in front of
Wing as he’d wandered towards the wide metal doors. He looked vaguely familiar. 

“I’m Wing Beifong,” Wing said. “My family is hosting the summit. I’m pretty sure you have
to let me in.”

The big cop crossed his arms. “I take my orders from Chief Beifong. So unless you’re Lin
Beifong, I don’t have to do shit. Now get lost, kid.”

“Lin Beifong is my aunt.”

“Chief Beifong is a lot of people’s aunt, it seems. This whole damn town is nothing but
Beifongs.”

“Hey,” said Wing, “there’s only five of us, and Baatar barely counts.” 



The officer’s face scrunched up in confusion. He must not know Baatar, then.

“Song!” said another officer, trotting forward. “I’ve got this. You should have been off-shift
half an hour ago.”

“About damned time,” growled Officer Song, stepping aside. “I got places to be, and I don’t
have time for Wang Beifong here.” 

“Wing,” said Wing.

The other officer frowned. “You’re not going to that fucked-up club again, Song, are you?
Spirits, man, it’s ten in the morning. How bad do you need your ass beat?”

“When in Zaofu,” Song replied with a predatory smile. “Besides, I’d never keep a lady
waiting. I’m afraid I’d get punished. More so.”

Wing watched this exchange with interest. Club? Lady? Now there was an idea! Here he’d
been this whole time running around looking for a partner when he could go to a place where
the women came to him. He should have thought of this idea sooner. 

“Where are you going?” he asked. 

“What’s it to you?” Officer Song sneered.

Wing hooked one thumb to his chest. “Like I said, I’m Wing Beifong, and I’m pretty sure
they have to let me in. I’m basically a VIP anywhere in Zaofu.”

There was a glimmer in Song’s eye at that. “VIP, you say?”

“Yup.” 

“Like a champagne mezzanine VIP?”

Wing had no idea what that meant. “Sure am.”

The officer raised one thin eyebrow. “Aren’t you a little young for the Black Dragon, kid?”

Wing’s heart leapt at that. The Black Dragon? That wasn’t just a club, that was… well, that
was a dungeon club. All of a sudden Officer Song’s comment about punishment made sense. 

Well, it would be an experience. And if nothing else, he was guaranteed to get laid there. 

“No way,” Wing said, with as much confidence as he could muster. “I go to the Black Dragon
all the time.”

Chapter End Notes



As someone who has been to a lot of meetings like the summit, I find the notion that
Wing wants to hook up with someone on a tea break particularly funny. It's both odd and
very plausible.



A/B/O Dynamics (Zuko)

Chapter Notes

I'm sorry.

Also, I couldn't do real ABO without breaking the world. This is the prompt I probably
took the most liberties with.

Officer Song pushed on a plain metal door off the alley, and Wing followed. It opened onto a
long darkened hallway.

“After you, VIP,” said Song. Wing swallowed, then made his way towards the end of the
hallway. He’d never actually been to the Black Dragon, only heard about it, but now was no
time to lose confidence. He made his way down the hallway, subtly eyeing each door in
hopes of a clue. If Officer Song came here all the time he must know where they were going,
but he seemed to be testing Wing all the same. Yet each door was as unmarked as the one
before it.

Finally he arrived at the end of the hallway. The last door on the left was marked with the
small silhouette of a dragon. 

Wing opened the door. It led into a kind of antechamber lit with dim red light. A bouncer
stood off to the right beside a low counter covered in different shaped metal pendants.

“Hmm,” said the bouncer as he looked down at Wing. The man had to be 6’5” at least, but
broad, with a pointed chin and thin drooping mustaches that made him look rather like an
unagi. “Appointment?”

“I have one,” Song said, “but this young man here’s Wang Beifong.” He clapped Wing on the
shoulder hard enough to make him wince. “Says he’s used to a different class of service. I’ll
have what he’s having.”

The bouncer narrowed his eyes at Wing. “Seems we got a lot of high rollers today. But
there’s not much I can do without an appointment.” 

Wing slumped at that. He had no doubt that Song would kick him to the curb in favor of his
own more modest appointment. 

The bouncer rolled his eyes and held out his hand, palm up. “I said, there’s not much I can
do.” He coughed slightly into his other hand, then wiggled his fingers.

Wing scrunched up his face. “Bless you?”



“Oh for fuck’s sake, Wang, ain’t you ever seen a bribe?” growled Song. “How much you
got?”

“Oh!” Wing pulled out his wallet and handed all his cash to the bouncer. His eyes widened at
that, but he quickly pocketed the yuans. 

“Well, in that case, Sapphire Fire can see you. She’s already got clients, but if you don’t mind
waiting a few you’ll be up next.” He nodded to the low table. “Pick your poison, then follow
me.”

Officer Song scanned the various pendants, then selected a square, a triangle, and a diamond
and draped them around his neck. Wing figured they had something to do with what
“services” were offered here. But there weren’t any signs. He couldn’t very well ask what
they meant though since he was pretending to be a regular client. But it wasn’t like Wing was
picky. He chose a few at random, put them around his neck like Song, and followed the big
bouncer through the second door. 

The sight that greeted him on the other side was unlike anything Wing had ever seen. The
lights were so low he might not have been able to see at all had his eyes not had time to
adjust in the dimly-lit antechamber. Unfortunately, as it was, he had no trouble at all.

In nearly every available space in the room, people were fucking. And not just regular
fucking. Couples and threes and even foursomes were engaged in things that, until this
moment, Wing had only imagined. Whips. Cuffs. Chains. Blindfolds, gags, and silken
restraints of every color. Leather straps fastened to sleek metal dildos so big he wondered
how they didn’t simply kill the person impaled upon them. Oil, wax, fire, ice. There was even
one corner that had what looked like a small pool frozen over, leaving only the submerged
man’s face, cock, and balls exposed to the open air. A young woman stood over him in a fur-
lined bikini, a wicked grin on her face as she twisted a water whip back and forth across his
dick. The smell of sex and sweat was thick in the humid air.

The bar against the far wall was made entirely of glass. Two women in heels, black leather
collars, and nothing else stood on the far side serving drinks. The bouncer led Wing and Song
past this into a second room. This one seemed to offer a bit more privacy. The lighting here
was a soft blue, illuminating a series of curtained booths. What was happening behind the
booths, however, sounded very much like what he’d just heard. There were plenty of slaps,
grunts, and hisses of pain. 

“Fuck, yes!” someone shouted from behind one of the curtains. Wing jumped. “Give it to me,
baby, give—” 

His voice was cut off by the meaty sound of a slap. “You speak when I tell you to speak,”
said a woman’s voice, low. 

The bouncer arrived at another door on the far side of the blue room. His expression was
bored now. “In here,” he said. “Like I said, she’s finishing with a client, but he doesn’t mind
the company if you’re willing to wait.”

“Okay,” answered Wing. His voice sounded a lot smaller than he’d meant it to be. 



“Whatever,” Song said eagerly. “I bet it’ll be worth the wait.”

The bouncer nodded and unlocked the door, then stepped aside. “Have fun.”

Wing took a deep breath, then walked through the door.

The room on the other side was surprisingly normal. There was a large four-poster bed
covered in deep green silk sheets, several overstuffed velvet chairs, and a large and ornately-
carved wardrobe. In a disturbing way, it reminded Wing a bit of his parents’ bedroom up at
the manor. In fact, there were only three things that made the room seem out of the ordinary.

The first was the woman. She stood on the opposite side of the bed wearing nothing but a
series of wide red bands criss crossed tightly across her chest and hips. Her face was covered
by a matching mask. In one hand she held, of all things, a feather duster. 

The second was the man on the bed. He’d been tied on his back with his arms and legs
outstretched and was wearing a blindfold that matched the color of the woman’s outfit. He
was completely naked. His cock stuck up at rapt attention, and was only inches from the
feather duster. It seemed fairly clear what had been happening prior to opening the door.

The third, of course, was Firelord Zuko.

He sat in one of the velvet chairs facing the bed, one hand tucked casually inside his robes.
He greeted Wing and Song with a curious smile. 

“Oh, hello,” he said. “I apologize if I’ve taken too much time. I do love a good slow burn.”
He chuckled to himself, as if he’d made a joke. Wing just blinked at him.

“Firelord Zuko?” he gasped. The man had to be, what, 90? And weren’t all the people like
him at that stupid summit?

“Ah, drat,” Zuko said. “And here I was hoping to stay anonymous.” He touched the scar on
his face with the hand that wasn’t inside his robe, then smiled. “I’m kidding, of course. I’ve
gotten used to it. Please, sit down.”

“But… but…” Wing stuttered. “But you’re…”

“Oh, loosen up, Wing,” said Zuko. He nodded to the woman in red, who began tickling the
tied man’s penis again. He let out a low whine from the bed. “There’s nothing illegal going
on here. Everyone is of age and has consented. And between my daughter and my grandson,
there’s hardly anything for me to do. You wouldn’t begrudge a widowed old man a little fun,
would you?”

“I could give a shit,” said Officer Song in an oddly friendly tone. He flopped down into one
of the empty chairs and turned to stare at the woman, presumably Sapphire Fire. “I just want
a piece of that.”

Sapphire Fire straightened at that. She gave Zuko a look, and he nodded. Then she put down
the feather duster and strode confidently over to Song. She glanced at his pendants, grinned,
then slapped him hard across the face. 



Zuko chuckled again. “You see, Wing, I’m too old for this shit now, but I do love to watch. I
enjoy being the alpha.”

“The what?” Wing asked as he sat in the chair next to Zuko’s. Sapphire Fire wrapped one
hand around Song’s neck and began to choke him. 

“Oh, it’s a little game I play,” said Zuko. Song made a happy sputtering, gagging noise next
to them as Sapphire Fire released. “It’s called Alpha, Beta, Omega. I’m the alpha. That means
I’m in charge. What I say goes… within predefined limits, of course. That man on the bed
there is the omega. He’s on the receiving end. In my youth I’d have taken care of the omega
myself, but as I said, I’m too old. So I have people like Sapphire Fire help me out.”

Wing nodded. It made a certain amount of sense. “And betas?” he asked. 

“Ah,” said Zuko. “And you and this officer here, well, you can be betas today. You’re
effectively neutral. I don’t mind sharing Sapphire Fire with you, or even my omega as long as
you ask my permission. I’m mostly here to watch. I’d be most appreciative if you put on a
good show though.”

“Get naked, you piece of shit,” said Sapphire Fire. “I don’t want to hear from you until all
that bright metal is on the floor, got it?” 

Wing looked over to see Officer Song quickly stripping. Sapphire Fire kicked him in the shin,
then strutted past Zuko to stand in front of Wing. Up close she looked quite a bit like Asami
Sato, through the eyes that stared at him through the mask were a warm honey rather than
green. 

“And what have we here?” she purred. She reached down and fingered his pendants with
long lacquered nails the color of blood. “Ooh, interesting. I don’t see this combination that
often. Well, this is going to be fun.”

Wing gulped.



Sensory Deprivation (Mako)

Chapter Notes

Welp, I'm going to hell.

Sapphire Fire strutted over to the wardrobe in her tall red heels and pulled open the door.
“Come here,” she said. “I have just the thing.” 

Wing hopped up and walked over, his stomach squirming. If only he knew what his pendants
meant! He looked down at them one last time, trying desperately to guess. A lightning bolt, a
half-moon, a diamond like Song’s, and a hollow disc. But in a place like the Black Dragon
they could be almost anything. 

“Put this on,” said Sapphire Fire. She thrust a bundle of fabric at him. “Your safe word is ‘fire
slug.’ Using it is the only decision you get to make today.”

Wing unwound the fabric to find a rough, dun-colored tunic and short green overskirt. “Um,”
he said, “I think you gave me the wrong one? This looks like it’s for a girl.”

Sapphire Fire whirled on him. Her right hand darted out and grabbed him just under the chin,
yanking him forward. “I said, put it on,” she hissed. Her ruby mask was only an inch from
his face. “Or are you too good for your uniform, amah? Do you need to be punished
already?”

Wing swallowed hard and stripped out of his clothes, then donned the maid’s uniform. It was
very short on him. The fabric scratched against his naked skin.

“So pretty,” Sapphire Fire purred from where she now sat astride a nude Officer Song. He
was sprawled out on the velvet chair, legs spread wide, his wrists and ankles cuffed to the
chair’s arms and feet. She’d put a brown sack over his head. “Now, go dust up that poor
omega over there,” she said, nodding to the four-poster. “I’m afraid he’s dirty and sorely
neglected.”

Wing padded across the room to the bed. Indeed, the man who’d been tied there was showing
signs of having been lately abandoned. His expression was somewhat impatient, and his dick
had started to wilt like an unwatered plant. He also looked rather familiar. Tall and thin, but
heavily muscled, with the wide shoulders and toned abs of a former athlete who kept up his
training. Pointed chin, pointed eyebrows, pointed hair tips. 

“Mako?” Wing asked. 

He didn’t react.



“Oh, he can’t hear you,” called Firelord Zuko from his chair. “We’ve given him earplugs as
well as the blindfold. I’m afraid our young officer will respond best to touch.”

Wing picked up the duster. This… was weird. Mako was basically his brother-in-law at this
point, and he wasn’t sure he needed to know he waxed his pubes. Then again, the man
certainly looked good naked, and it wasn’t like he was actually family. And with the
blindfold he’d probably never even know it was Wing. Anyone could work a duster. Slowly,
tentatively, Wing gave Mako’s dick a little tickle. It immediately twitched in interest. 

“Ah,” said Mako. “Thought you’d forgotten me.” He licked his lips. Wing found his own
cock stiffen at the sight.  In the background he could hear the thumps and slaps of whatever
Sapphire Fire was doing to Song. 

He started playing with Mako and the duster. He wasn’t entirely sure what the other man got
out of the experience, but before long the detective was positively squirming. Every light
touch of the feathers on his torso, his balls, wherever, seemed to elicit some kind of moan or
groan.

“Good amah,” said Sapphire Fire. Wing looked up to see her standing at the foot of the bed, a
wicked look in her golden eyes. His eyes dropped to her hips. She now wore more or less the
kind of contraption Pema had described to him that morning. Except instead of a dildo, the
rod attached to the leather straps was a long, thin rod of shining metal.

“I think you deserve a reward for all that dusting,” she said. “But first, I can’t have you
giving away all the fun.” With that she held up her hand, displaying a bundle of leather straps
and some kind of round object. “Come here.”

Wing came, his eyes never leaving the slick metal “dildo.” Sapphire Fire moved behind him
and placed the apparatus over his face. The round object sat just atop his lips. 

“Say ‘ahh’,” she said. Wing opened his mouth just as she pulled the straps tight. The ball
snapped into his mouth.

“Arghl!” Wing said in surprise. 

“Indeed,” Sapphire Fire whispered. “Now, for your reward. Get on the bed.” 

Wing stumbled forward as she pushed him from behind. He toppled onto Mako, only
stopping himself by bracing his arms on either side of the other man’s hips. Mako’s long cock
poked him in the chest. 

“No, no, not with that in your mouth you don’t,” Sapphire Fire said behind him. “You’ve
done such a good job cleaning up this omega here, we’re going to have him clean you now
instead.”

“Um.” Wing wasn’t entirely sure what that meant. 

“Crawl forward and stick your dick in his mouth, Wang.”



Oh. That… that was very explicit. Wing shuffled forward, hard as a rock now in spite of his
confusion. It wasn’t that he didn’t want what was happening. The idea of Mako, or anyone
really, giving him a blowjob while he was gagged and wearing a maid’s outfit was
surprisingly arousing. It was more that he was troubled by exactly how stimulating all this
was. He’d set out this morning to have sex, not play fucky dress-up with his almost brother-
in-law in front of Lord Zuko. Yet here he was. And he liked it.

Wing nudged his cock against Mako’s lips. The other man opened wide. He lowered himself
as Mako began to suck.

“Ah,” Wing muttered. He hadn’t known Mako liked men, but this was clearly not his first
time giving head. His tongue swirled as he sucked, placing just the right amount of pressure.
Wing didn’t have a ton of experience in this department, but this was already way better than
anything he’d gotten from Otaku. Maybe Jinora was right. He could do better. 

“Fuck that omega like you mean it, beta!” called Zuko from his chair. Wing leaned forward to
slide more of his cock into Mako’s mouth. As he did, he felt the cold tip of the metal rod
press against his ass. 

“Now,” said Sapphire Fire, “this is what we call completing the circuit.” She leaned over and
untied one of Mako’s hands, guiding it behind Wing in the direction of the rod. “Any sudden
movements and you won’t like what happens. But if you can hold on, I promise everyone a
very good time.”

Wing nodded, both unwilling and unable to tell Sapphire Fire he was about four seconds from
coming no matter what she did. Mako was simply too good with his mouth, and Wing had
been low-grade horny anyway since he’d walked in on Asami and Iroh that morning. 

The metal rod slid into his ass. Not far, maybe an inch. It was a little uncomfortable because
he hadn’t prepped, but the rod was thin enough it was fine. Then he felt the first jolt.

“Gargh!” he yelped. The motion pushed his dick further into Mako, who bucked in surprise.
There was a low chuckle behind him.

“Omega here is a lightning bender,” Sapphire Fire whispered. Wing felt her start to rock,
moving the rod in and out of him in a slow rhythm as she presumably rode Mako’s cock
behind him. “He’s controlling the volume. Better be nice to him, eh? It’s not like I’m going to
be.” 

“Argle,” Wing stammered against the ball gag. He tried to steady himself as Mako adjusted
and resumed his sucking. Fuck, he was so good at that! There was a second jolt of electricity
to his ass through the rod. “Furgh! Ghee!” Wing tensed, digging his teeth into the ball and
willing himself with every cell in his body not to come. 

“Good amah,” cooed Sapphire Fire. “You let him clean you up good.” She quickened her
pace in the back, her motions now rocking both the electrified metal rod and Mako himself.
The other man groaned against Wing’s dick. It wouldn’t be long. 

Fuck, thought Wing as the rod buzzed again. Fuck fuck fucking FUCK.





Bath/Shower Sex (Eska)

Chapter Notes

I wish I'd gotten Eska for dubcon. Her whole life is dubcon. Ah well. Also, the Irosami
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See the end of the chapter for more notes

Wing stumbled out of the hallway and into the early afternoon sunlight. He didn’t know
where Officer Song was now. He didn’t care. All he wanted was to put as much distance as
he could between himself and the Black Dragon. Wing wasn’t sure he could ever look
another maid in the face again, let alone Zuko or Mako. At least he’d fled before anyone had
had time to undo the blindfold.

He hurried down the street in the vague direction of the Beifong manor, dreaming of a
shower and a nap and maybe washing his eyes out with soap. But as Wing’s heart rate finally
slowed, another idea began to creep in. He might have given all of his cash to the Black
Dragon’s bouncer, but his parents had an account at Spa Lei. An image formed in his mind of
someone scrubbing every inch of him raw. It suddenly sounded amazing. At this point he
wouldn’t mind if he lost every cell that had touched the inside of the Black Dragon.

Abruptly Wing turned at the corner of City Hall and made his way east towards Spa Lei. He
didn’t get two blocks though when he heard familiar voices.

“You don’t have to do that,” laughed Asami Sato. 

“Why can’t I treat you?” Iroh said. Wing saw the pair seated ahead of him at a small outdoor
cafe tucked into a side street. General Iroh had one hand around what looked like the bill. He
dug into the pocket of his scarlet uniform and pulled out a thick black wallet. “It’s just
lunch.”

“Lunch, and breakfast, and dinner at Jiwahja last night.” Asami didn’t look angry, just
amused. “I’m the third richest woman in Republic City. I can buy my own salad, Iroh.”

“What if I wanted to buy you salad?” Iroh pouted. He slapped a few bills into the palm of a
passing server, hesitated, then slid his hand across the table to cover hers. “Asami, no one’s
even here.” 

“Oh, I’m not worried about being seen,” she said. She didn’t move her hand away. “What
you and I do on the sidelines is an open secret at best. It’s more the principle of the thing.
We’re not exactly courting. We’re just partners. I can take care of myself.” 

General Iroh looked down at their hands, then shoved back his chair and stood. “I need to be
going. Since no one can find my grandfather, it looks like I’m chairing the next session.”



With that he walked off in the direction Wing had come, his face dark and brooding. Lost in
his own thoughts, he didn’t seem to see Wing as he passed. Which was probably a good
thing. Wing wasn’t sure he could have kept a straight face if Iroh had asked where Firelord
Zuko was.

Asami’s eyes followed the general’s retreat, a pained expression on her pale face. Then Wing
was past her and onto the street that led up to Spa Lei. 

For some reason the little scene played over and over in his mind as he walked. Being rich,
gorgeous, powerful, and in a hot no-strings relationship with someone equally rich, gorgeous,
and powerful sounded to Wing like the perfect scenario. Asami Sato had been absolutely
right that General Iroh didn’t need to buy her lunch after he’d clearly “buttered her up”
already with dinner the night before. Relationships were what screwed up access to sex. After
all, Otaku hadn’t wanted to be his boyfriend, but had been willing enough to sleep with him
until he’d brought it up. Not that Otaku was particularly rich, gorgeous, or powerful himself,
but the principle was similar. And look at Mako, and Song. Firelord Zuko himself had
admitted he only went to places like the Black Dragon as a widower. Single with plenty of
sexy benefits was definitely the way to go. But if that was the case, why did Asami and Iroh
both look sad the moment he’d left?

Wing frowned to himself as he pushed open the double doors to Spa Lei. Future Industries’
CEO and her princely boy toy, having said no to his idea of a threesome, weren’t his
problem.

“Welcome to Spa Lei, where all your dreams come true,” said a young woman in a breathy
whisper from behind a long reception desk. She wore a loose-fitting light green robe, and
quickly handed Wing one just like it over the counter. He recoiled slightly, remembering the
amah outfit, but took it anyway.

“I’m Wing Beifong,” he said, scanning the menu until he found what he wanted. “I’d like the
Ruby Lotus package. You can bill Suyin and Baatar Beifong’s account.”

“Very well,” she said with a smile. “Right this way.” 

Wing followed her through another set of doors and into a locker room. She explained the
lockers, which he’d used before, then left him to change and find his own way to the baths. 

Wing pulled off his clothes with the tips of his fingers and took a quick shower as instructed.
The hot water felt wonderful. Then he slipped on his green robe, which thankfully looked
nothing at all like a maid’s costume, and headed out to the pools. 

Spa Lei was arranged on three levels. The main floor housed all of the hot and cold pools and
two steam rooms. Upstairs were the various spa treatments. Downstairs were the salt rooms
and the dry sauna. He was expected to keep the robe on in the dry rooms and hallways, but
the pools were clothing optional. Wing wasn’t shy, but he scanned the pools quickly anyway
before hanging his robe on one of the numbered pegs. His parents did, after all, have an
account.



The spa wasn’t very crowded at this time of day. A smattering of men and women, mostly
nude, lounged in the various pools. To Wing’s profound disappointment the first time he’d
come, there was in general surprisingly little to ogle. Few people came to a place like this to
show off, and most of Spa Lei’s customers were old and wrinkly. Wing tried desperately not
to think of Lord Zuko. 

He settled into one of the warm baths and got to the hard work of soaking. Slowly his
muscles relaxed. His asshole ached and stung a little from where the electrified rod had been,
but it wasn’t bad. Overall Wing found he felt better than he had in days. For one, he’d finally
gotten laid. And how. As odd as the whole Black Dragon experience had been, he couldn’t
deny it had felt amazing, physically. For another, he had a sense of accomplishment. Wing
had set out on a task for the day and achieved it. Spirits, it wasn’t even 2pm. 

Once he was well and truly relaxed Wing moved to one of the cold pools. The idea here was
to go in and out quickly. A shock to your system, so to speak (though thankfully no lightning
required). But there was already a girl in it who seemed to be using the freezing water in the
same way Wing had the hot tub. Water tribe, he thought to himself. Of course she’d like the
ice bath.

“Hello,” the woman said. Her voice was low and throaty. “Welcome to my icy empire.”

“Uh, hi,” said Wing, all of a sudden very aware that he was naked and dripping wet. “Can I
come in?”

She tilted her head ever so slightly in permission, looking for all the world as if she was
queen of the pool instead of just another customer. Her whole posture was stiff, regal. She
didn’t smile. If the cold bothered her at all, she didn’t show it. 

“I’m Wing,” said Wing as he slid into the frigid water. He usually took these things slow, but
he didn’t want to look like a chicken chihuahua in front of a girl. 

“Eska,” said the woman. 

Wing started at that. He’d never met her, but he knew the name. “Why aren’t you at the
summit?” he asked. What he wanted to ask was if her father had been into spanking, but he
didn’t quite dare.

Eska gave him a flat look. “My brother is the chief. I’ve given him his instructions for the
day. I desire to be here.”

“Um, okay,” said Wing. He sank down lower, until his chin was just above the surface of the
water.

Eska tilted her head again in her odd way, the front tails of her black hair just brushing the
water. “You are cold,” she said.

“Sure,” chattered Wing. 



“And yet you submerge yourself.” It wasn’t a question. Wing nodded. Eska regarded him
with a rather predatory expression. “Yes,” she said, almost to herself. “You seem
appropriately dim-witted. You can be mine.”

“Be your what?” Wing asked. He stood and made his way over to the low shelf that made up
the seats in the pool. 

“Hush.” Eska pushed off the wall and paddled over until she was seated next to him. Her
small breasts floated just underneath the water, and he could just make out a patch of dark
hair down below. Wing knew it wasn’t polite to look at the other customers, but she’d come
to him, hadn’t she? 

“Um...” Eska reached up and pressed a cold finger to his lips, cutting him off. At the same
time her other hand wrapped around his dick. “Ah!” Wing jumped. The finger on his lips
pressed harder.

“Shh, my feeble turtleduck,” she whispered. “You are mine, and I am going to keep you
warm.” Her hand started to stroke him under the water. 

Wing didn’t move. Well, a part of him moved for sure, but he did nothing to move away from
Eska. He was almost positive they weren’t supposed to have sex here, but the cold pools
weren’t very popular and the idea of telling Eska no wasn’t very appealing for multiple
reasons. It didn’t feel quite as good as what Mako had done, and the cold certainly didn’t
help, but a surprise underwater handjob from someone he’d just met was certainly better than
no handjob at all. 

“Ahh.” Wing bit his lip and looked at the ceiling as Eska’s hand continued it’s work. Spirits,
in spite of everything he was close already. He’d thought when he’d left the Black Dragon
he’d be set for a week, but it turned out he couldn’t even last a couple of hours. He really did
need to get laid more.

Suddenly Eska swung herself up onto his lap. “It is time to consummate our love, boyfriend,”
she said. Blue eyes bored into him from beneath jet bangs. 

“Boyfriend?” Wing gasped as she sunk down onto his cock. The sudden warmth felt
incredible. All objections quickly flew out of his mind as Eska rocked on top of him. 

“We will live together in frozen bliss,” she whispered into his ear. Then she bit him. Wing
came hard with a grunt. 

“Fuck,” he muttered. Then, “what?”

“Betrothed,” she said with a cold smile. “I cannot wait to introduce you to Desna. We will
make good use of you.”

Wing looked frantically around the room and found the large clock on the wall. “Gotta go,”
he said quickly, shoving Eska backwards and into the pool with a splash. He clambered out
and hurried off in the direction of the stairs, pulling his robe from the peg as he went. “I have
a spa appointment, sorry! Can’t be late!”



“Spirits,” Wing grumbled as he mounted the stairs. “Fucking relationships, I swear.”

Chapter End Notes

I go to spas like this. Please don't ever do this in the pool, ew.



Cheating/Unfaithfulness (Wei)

Chapter Notes

Looks like I forgot to delete Wei from the spreadsheet along with all the dead people. I
decided to run with it. Like Song/Zuko/Mako, this chapter is combined with the next to
address both pairings/prompts.

Wing left Spa Lei several hours later feeling like a million gold pieces. His Ruby Lotus
package had included not only the body scrub, but a massage and a hot mud facial as well.
He’d even managed to dodge Eska, who’d been waiting for him on the stairs, by going out
one of the fire exits on the opposite side of the building. Bolin had said plenty about his crazy
ex. Wing was all for “consummation” if she was, but wasn’t remotely interested in
“betrothal” or the idea of living the rest of his life in a place with more icebergs than people.
Hopefully he could simply avoid her the rest of the week.

Wing’s stomach growled as he passed the rows of outdoor cafes that lined Zaofu’s main
square on his way back to the Beifong manor. One of the things he truly loved about his
home city was the food. Zaofu wasn’t a port, but it was almost perfectly situated between
Republic City in the north and Omashu and Gaoling in the south, and then the Fire Nation
and Ba Sing Se going west to east, and as such had always been a sort of crossroads. Its
position on the edges of the vast Si Wong desert had also made it a popular stop for both
travelers and traders going back generations. Even though his mother’s management had
made the city more insular than it had been in the past, the tradition of food from everywhere
had endured. In terms of variety, Zaofu’s food scene was rivaled perhaps only by Republic
City itself. 

Wing finally stopped at First Pillar Bank to top up his wallet, then remembered it was
Wednesday and made the snap decision to hit up the evening market for a snack before
heading home. His parents were serving dinner later on for both the family and any delegates
staying at the house who cared to join, but he hadn’t eaten lunch and it would be a few hours
yet. Besides, market food was delicious, and Wing had every reason to celebrate. 

He left the crowded market thirty minutes later having put away two skewers of hot buffalo-
yak-on-a-stick and a steaming cone of salted fried taro. On his way he’d passed a number of
the Peace Summit delegates, many of whom seemed to have had the same idea he’d had
about a late afternoon snack. Old Katara of the Southern Water Tribe had been deep in
conversation with Firelord Izumi and as she gummed a long piece of blubbered seal jerky.
President and Buttercup Raiko, Iknik Varrick, his wife Zhu Li, and red-headed Ginger from
the movers were all clustered around one of the small tables in the park for a pitcher of what
looked like fermented kalenutsco. Wing had even spied a thoroughly dejected-looking
General Iroh poking sadly at his own cone of fried taro with one finger while Commander
Bumi gesticulated wildly next to him on the bench. But none of these people interested him



nearly as much as the man he found completely alone on the steps of the library, scribbling
furiously into a notebook.

Wei.

“Hey!” Wing called. He hadn’t seen his brother all day, and had quite a lot he intended to
brag about. 

Wei jumped, flushing furiously. He stuffed whatever he’d been writing into the notebook and
slammed it shut. “O-oh,” he squeaked. “Er, hi Wing. I was just, um, hey.” 

Wing frowned at that. His twin was generally neither shy nor lost for words. 

“What are you writing that’s so secret?” he asked. 

“Nothi—” Wei started as Wing shouted, “Hey, mom!” at a point just over his brother’s left
shoulder. Wei whirled, and Wing darted forward and snatched the notebook.

“Victory!” he shouted as he flipped it open. Whatever Wei was doing, Wing was pretty sure
that he needed to see it. Embarrassing Wei wasn’t nearly as easy as embarrassing Baatar or
even Huan, and he wasn’t about to miss an opportunity.

“No! Wing—” Wei yelled, but his eyes had already widened in shock at the first lines.

Dearest Otaku, 

Fuck, I want you so badly.



Sexy Letters (Hasook)

Chapter Notes

Poor Wing.

Wing hurled the notebook at his brother’s face. “What the fuck is that?”

“Nothing!” Wei caught the fluttering papers with all the reflexes of a pro-bender and pulled
them to his chest. “It’s not fucking anything, Wing. You two broke up, remember?”

“We broke up two days ago! And what about that guy Hasook? Did you break up with him,
too?” Wei had written earlier that year with the news he was dating his team’s waterbender. 

“Hey, you snooze, you lose,” Wei shot back. “And Hasook isn’t here. If Otaku wants to throw
himself at the hot twin, who am I to say no? Dude’s hung.”

“You don’t even know what hung is!” Wing spat. “I’ve seen things… done things you
couldn’t even imagine.”

“Oh yeah, like what?” Wei crossed his arms over the notebook. “You couldn’t even tie down
the easiest guy on Air Temple Island.”

“I- I-” Wing sputtered. All of a sudden all of his bragging went out the window. What was he
supposed to say? That he’d spent every dime on him to get sucked off in a maid’s outfit by
his almost brother-in-law while an old man jacked off? That he’d fucked Bolin’s crazy ex in a
public pool then run away rather than face her? That he’d been turned down flat for any kind
of normal sex despite walking down the hallways of their parents’ house and propositioning
the guests? And he’d felt so good only a few minutes ago. 

“Whatever, Wing,” said Wei. “My sex life is none of your business, and Otaku is fair game.
Go hump a lamp. Talk to me when you’re not so fucking lame.” And with that he strode off
into the crowd.

Wing fumed all the way back to the manor, his chest a snarl of emotions. He didn’t want
stupid Otaku anyway. He’d gotten way better head today. And he hated his brother. He was
never speaking to Wei again as long as he lived. In fact, he was going to go back to the house
and take all of Wei’s stuff and get the first firebender he saw to light it up. Then he was going
to find Otaku, that fat son of a bitch, and punch him in his small-dicked face. Hung. As if.

So it was that he didn’t see the man laying on the bed in his room until he spoke. 

“Surprise!” 



“Huh?” Wing stumbled backwards into the door with a thump.

“Don’t look so happy to see me,” said the man with a droll smile. He hopped up off the bed
and handed Wing the bouquet of blue and white flowers sitting on the nightstand. Wing
accepted them in stunned silence. He was confident he’d never seen this guy before in his
life. Tall and broad, with shaggy brown hair, a cute snub nose and the chiseled build of an
athlete, Wing was pretty sure he’d have remembered someone like this.

“Your dad let me in,” said the man. “I’m sorry I didn’t call, but I thought about what you said
and decided I could come after all. A few days off training won’t kill me.”

“Uh,” Wing said, “my dad?”

“Yeah.” The man stepped forward, his light blue eyes holding Wing’s entirely. “I’m sorry I
was an ass, okay? I got your letters. And I don’t want a break. I want this.” And with that he
kissed Wing on the mouth. 

Wing leaned in as the man ran one hand through the short hairs at the base of his neck. His
lips felt dry and a little rough, as if he spent too much time in the weather, but the inside of
his mouth was warm. One hand crept behind him to rest gently on the small of his back. The
other man’s firm chest pushed flush against his as he pulled him close. Wing found himself
returning the stranger’s kiss with more and more enthusiasm, relishing as his tongue slid over
and past his lips. He tasted slightly of mint. 

“Wow,” Wing whispered as they parted. For all his exploits today, there had been no kissing
of any kind. In fact, it had been a long time since he’d been kissed like that. Maybe he hadn’t
ever. There was something so warm about it, and welcoming. This man liked kissing him.

The stranger held his gaze steady, a smirk playing at the corners of his mouth. “There’s
plenty more where that came from,” he said. “Forgive me?”

“Of course,” Wing said. In that moment he’d forgive this beautiful man for pretty much
anything if it meant he could have more of those incredible kisses. “What for though? I don’t
even know you.”

The man’s eyes flew open. “Wait—you’re… fuck!” He staggered backwards, shock and hurt
flashing across his face in waves. “You’re, you’re the fucking brother, oh shit, man, what the
fuck? Why didn’t you say something?”

Athlete. Water tribe. Brother.

“Hasook?” Wing said with growing horror. 

Hasook snatched the blue and white flowers out of Wing’s grasp, spat, then wiped his mouth
with the back of his hand. 

“You fucking creeper!” he cursed, and stormed out of the room. The door slammed shut
behind him.



Wing turned and sank down onto the bed. It was still warm from where Hasook had lain. But
of course, this had been the room he’d shared with Wei for years. His mother had made all
the arrangements. His father probably had no idea Wei had his own room now. 

Abruptly he flopped backwards and threw out his arms. The taste of Hasook’s warm kisses
lingered on his lips. The kisses of someone who wanted to kiss him back. Or had.

“Fuck me,” he muttered to the empty room. “And fuck fucking relationships.”



Choking (Ming-Hua)

Chapter Notes

Another damn dead character. Well, I fudged it.

Wing didn’t go down to dinner. 

The next morning he showered and put on his nicest suit, one of the short-sleeved ones that
showed off his arms. It was a new day, and that meant a clean slate. Fuck Otaku. Fuck
Hasook. And fuck Wei. He didn’t need any of them. All Wing had wanted when he’d started
was to have some new experiences that might make him more attractive as a boyfriend.
Broaden his portfolio, so to speak. But now he saw that he’d been approaching it all wrong.
He’d been going for any old lay. But what had that really gotten him? Sure, it had felt good,
but at the end of the day he’d been left with little to brag about and no, er, transferable skills.
It was time for a different strategy.

No. What Wing needed was to bang someone impressive. Someone who would give him a
reputation. And if her hotness Miss Asami Sato was off the list, well, he hadn’t yet been
rejected by his second choice, had he? 

Wing headed back downtown. 

Thankfully, Officer Song was nowhere in sight. Wing strode confidently up the steps of City
Hall and into the building’s cool interior. Nobody stopped him. When he gave his name to the
sleek woman at reception she rifled through a bin, frowned, then wrote his name on a square
green badge without further question. It seemed the name “Beifong” was enough to get him
admittance, whether or not “Wing” was on the list. 

“P’Li Auditorium,” she said, her expression blank. Wing got the impression the woman had
said this fifty times today already. “Through that hallway there, down the stairs and doors to
your left.”

Wing had grown up in Zaofu and knew perfectly well where the P’Li Auditorium was. But he
smiled at the receptionist anyway and headed downstairs. Now was the time to practice his
charm.

It had been his mother’s bizarre idea to rename the conference rooms at City Hall for
defeated enemies. He supposed she couldn’t think of a bigger insult than to associate their
names with grinding boredom. Huan had said it had taken all their father’s influence not to let
her rename the Human Resources department after Kuvira, but he wasn’t entirely sure if he’d
been kidding or not. It was hard to tell with Huan.



The sounds of murmured conversation hit him as soon as he walked down the stairs. Sure
enough, the double doors opened onto what must be a break between meetings. Tea, juice,
and other liquid refreshments were laid out amidst a wide selection of pastries and fruits
along two pink-clad tables. Delegates and staff milled about in twos and threes, munching on
snacks and having the kinds of quiet side conversations that either absolutely mattered or
absolutely didn’t. Good. So far, at least, it seemed they were sticking to the agenda he’d
gotten from Opal.

Wing stepped into the atrium and nearly knocked into the purple-clad form of President
Raiko. He was standing just inside the doorway to the left, and had just taken what looked
like a hurried step backwards. Wing sidestepped him just in time. 

“That makes no sense!” spat General Iroh, his voice low. Every line of his face was rigid with
anger. No wonder the president had backed up. “Did you even read the briefing? Sir.”

“Your recommendations will be considered, Iroh,” Raiko replied smoothly. “Along with
those of my other advisors.”

The general clenched his fists. “Lobbyists and pollsters are not military advisors!”

“Advice is advice,” said Raiko. “End of discussion. Get some fucking tea and cool off.”

Wing dodged around them, giving the pair a wide berth, then spotted Avatar Korra standing
with Asami on the other side of the atrium. Ah. Exactly what he’d been looking for. 

“I’m sorry,” Asami said to Korra as he approached. Her eyes flicked across the lobby to
where General Iroh was now muttering darkly into his teacup. “I do like you.”

Korra laughed. “But you love him.”

“I didn’t say that—”

The Avatar bounced on the balls of her feet and kissed Asami swiftly on the cheek. “Shut
up,” she said with a grin. “Keep your big fire dope. Just because I’m having fun doesn’t mean
it has to be with you. You’re cute, but you’re not all that, you know. There’s plenty of fucks
in the sea. Speaking of…” Korra trailed off and waved to Wing. “Hey, Wei. Pema said you
were looking for me?”

“Wing,” said Wing automatically, trying to decide if he’d just heard what he thought he’d
heard. “And it was me who was looking for you. I, well, I wanted to ask you something.” He
looked at Asami, then back at Korra. Butter them up, he thought. “Are you free for lunch?”

Asami chuckled slightly. “Go ahead, Wing. Just ask her. It’s hardly polite to proposition me
and not Korra.”

Korra’s eyebrows raised slightly. But she didn’t look offended. If anything, the blue eyes that
met his were interested. Spirits, when she looked at him like that, open and artless, she was
even prettier than Asami.



“Yeah,” Wing said. He looked around the room stuffed with delegates. It was as good a time
as any. “Um, so, wanna fuck?”

“Sure,” said Korra. 

“Sure?” Wing stuttered. “Just like that?”

“Yep.” Her eyes fell on the big clock above the refreshments. “Tea break ends in 23 minutes.
Better make me come.” And with that she strode off down the hallway. 

Wing hurried after her. Sure? Yep? He couldn’t believe his luck. And here he’d thought
capturing the Avatar was some kind of big thing. Thoughts of a long lunchtime seduction
flew out the window as Korra led him around the corner to the doorway of a dark conference
room.

“This should work,” she said with a smile. Wing read the plaque: Ming-Hua Conference
Room. Well, with any luck, this meeting would be anything but boring.

Suddenly Wing felt a cold pressure around his neck. He tried to shout, but his air was cut off.
“Gark,” he choked. Korra whirled, dropping into a fighting stance. 

“You’re mine, betrothed,” said a throaty voice behind him. “Do not worry. I will explain this
to the Avatar.”



Free Use (Korra)

Chapter Notes

I have nothing to say for myself.

Wing’s stomach clenched even as he struggled to breathe. He knew that voice. 

“Whoa, whoa,” said Korra. She held up her hands. “Wing didn’t say anything about being
engaged. I’m not trying to take him away, I promise. But you’ll strangle him if you don’t let
up.”

Slowly Wing felt the water whip around his neck loosen. He sucked in a breath, gasping as
his hands flew to his burning throat. Slowly the dizziness faded. He spun, already reaching
for the stone of the floor with his outstretched hands. He’d crush her to jelly. He’d—

There were two Eskas. 

“Huh?” 

“Are you sure you want this one?” said the one on the left. It took Wing another moment to
realize the slight change in voice. Desna. Of course. Fuck, he was a twin, if anyone should
have remembered it was him. 

“He will do,” the real Eska returned. She didn’t take her eyes off him. “We have
consummated our love. It is done. When this summit is finished we will take him home with
us to live in icy bliss.” Then she reached into her pocket and pulled out a blue pendant tied to
a ribbon. She held it out to Wing. “You may express your joy at our union.”

“Excuse me?” He took a hesitant step backwards, wary of another choking tentacle. “Don’t I
get a say in this?”

“No,” Eska and Desna said in unison. Then they both took a step forward.

“Come, my feeble turtle-duck,” demanded Eska. She pointed to a spot just to the right of her.
“Now.”

Wing opened his mouth to reply, but Korra beat him to it. 

“Hey,” she said. “You’re not the only one with a claim on Wei here.” 

“Wing.”



“Wing,” Korra corrected. “Anyway, he may have ‘consummated’ or whatever with you, but
he’s got 18 minutes to make me come or he’s toast. A promise is a promise.”

Eska tilted her head. “Come?”

“You know, the part of sex that feels really good? It burns you all up inside and makes you
want to scream?” 

She turned to Desna. “Do you feel this pain?”

“It’s different for guys,” Korra said, before he could reply. She took a step forward, then
another. “And it’s not pain. It’s pleasure. Eska, are you saying you’ve never had an orgasm?”
Then she turned and glared at Wing. “What the fuck is wrong with you, man?”

“Me?” He held up his hands. “She gave me a handjob in the pool after basically hello, said
we were engaged, then tried to kill me just now. This is so not my fault.”

Korra rolled her eyes. “Men.” 

“Men are necessary,” said Eska. 

“Bullshit,” Korra shot back. Then her lips curved into a smile. “Tell you what,” she said.
“I’ve been trying this thing where I just say yes. To sex. Anyone, anywhere, any time, within
reason.” Her eyes flicked to the clock again. “We’ve got 16 minutes before Desna and I at
least have to be back in that summit. So, here’s the deal. You two join Wing and I. We all
have a good time. Everybody comes. And if it’s the best sex of your life, you release Wing
here from whatever betrothal thing he’s in.” 

“They’re twi—” Wing started.

“I know they’re siblings,” huffed Korra. “No incest, I promise. That’s what you’re for.” Her
blue eyes met Eska’s again. “Deal?”

Eska regarded her, then switched to Wing. Her cold gaze looked him up and down. Desna
only watched his sister. “Deal,” she said. “I am curious about this pleasure pain. There are
other low-witted men to acquire if needed.”

“I’m not—”

“Shut up, Wing,” said Korra. She took his hand and dragged him into the Ming-Hua
Conference Room, Desna and Eska trailing. “You’ve got a job to do.”

Once inside Korra locked the door and closed the blinds. Then she stripped out of her pants.
Eska gave her a curious look, then did the same, followed by Desna. All three of them wore
such long overskirts it hardly mattered. Wing felt himself getting hard at the sight, but he
stayed dressed. He still wasn’t entirely sure what was happening. 

Korra hopped up on the table, then lay back. “Eska,” she said, “come here.” Eska gave Desna
another cautious look, then walked over and laid back on the conference table next to Korra.



Korra rolled over and propped herself up on one elbow. Then she leaned down and kissed
Eska on the mouth. Her other hand ran slowly up the waterbender’s stomach. 

“Wing,” she said once they broke apart. “Aren’t you supposed to be fucking me?”

“Uh.” Wing hurried over and untied his pants. They hit the floor with a soft rustle. Korra
continued kissing Eska, who had started to make little mewling sounds between breaths.
Wing noticed Korra’s other hand had disappeared inside the top of her tunic. 

He ran both hands up Korra’s bare thighs and felt her tremble. That, combined with Eska’s
panting, whining breaths, was enough to make him hard as granite. He slid both hands down
to pet between her legs. She was already slick with want.

“Tick, tock,” Korra breathed. Wing took this to indicate she wasn’t interested in Asami’s
“butter up” strategy. He stepped forward and pushed into her, groaning as her heat enveloped
him. This was so much better than the freezing-ass pool. The conference table was just the
right height, too. He spared a thought as to whether that was deliberate before he was lost in
rapid thrusts. 

He was right on the edge when Korra sat up and pushed him off. “Wait,” she panted. “Desna,
here.” Desna slid over to the table like a big blue shadow as Wing bit back a groan. His dick
throbbed where he’d been robbed of release. Korra hopped off the table, then leaned down
and positioned herself between Eska’s legs. “Wing, take care of Desna, will you? I have a
point to prove.” 

Wing ground his teeth as Korra’s head disappeared beneath Eska’s tunic. Her whines became
pitiful moans. He turned to Desna, who looked down at his own bulging tunic. He gave Wing
a blank stare. 

“Fine,” said Wing. He supposed he couldn’t always be a taker, especially if he was looking to
sharpen his skills. He dropped to his knees and shuffled over, then pushed back the thick
cloth covering Desna’s cock. It was surprisingly large. It seemed the rumors about the Water
Tribe had some credence. For some reason it made him think of Hasook’s soft kisses, and he
shuddered. 

Wing licked around the head, his own sorely neglected cock now almost painful. Then he
took Desna in. He went slowly. He’d already done all the choking today that he intended to
do. 

Desna… didn’t react. The man just stood there, as if getting head in the Ming-Hua
Conference Room was the same to him as waiting in line for the bus. Really. Some people.
Wing sucked harder, using his tongue more on the slight ridge on the underside of Desna’s
dick. Nothing.

Well. This felt like a personal challenge now. Wing was determined. He was going to get
something out of this iceman, even if it was only a grunt. He took a deep breath as he pulled
off Desna’s cock with a wet smack, then slid back on until he felt the tip at the back of his
throat. He almost gagged but held on, bobbing back and forth for all he was worth. He let his



hands drift to the back of Desna’s thighs, holding on as best he could as he tried to suck the
life out of his cock.

“Augh.” It was all the warning Wing had before the other man came. He coughed at the salty
taste as he swallowed.

“Fuck, tell a guy,” he spat. He wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “And you’re
welcome.”

Desna looked down at him impassively. 

Wing got to his feet to see Eska positively writhing on the table. Her face was a deep red.
Korra was still bent forward, her head deep beneath the blue tunic. Her ass wiggled invitingly
with every hidden movement of her mouth.

He sidled up behind her and ran both hands over the curve of her butt. Korra was in
incredible shape. He could feel every muscle in her back and thighs. Wing waited for her to
say something, or object, but she didn’t. 

Everybody comes.

Wing looked down at his throbbing erection, shrugged, and slowly slid back into her. Korra
made a muffled hum of approval, but that was all. Spirits, it felt so good. He wasn’t going to
last long though, not like this. And he couldn’t afford to screw this up. This was either going
to be an epic story or an embarrassment. He reached around Korra’s stomach and started
rubbing at her clit while he moved, hoping against hope it was the kind of thing she liked.
The answering moan was just as encouraging as the way she pushed back into him. Korra
started matching his efforts, moving her hips to his strokes as Eska wiggled and whined.
Then suddenly a scream split the air.

“La’s bones!” Eska shouted. She thumped the conference table with both fists. “Aaagh!”

That seemed to trigger something in Korra. She shuddered against him, her whole body
rubbing deliciously into him. The added pressure sent him spilling into her. 

Wing pulled out and stumbled backwards as Korra sank to her knees. She rubbed her face
with one hand, then looked up at the clock.

“With three minutes to spare,” she said.



Teacher/Student (Bolin)

Wing sat on one of the benches in his mother’s garden and stared at the fountain. It was
supposed to be abstract art, but to him it had always looked like a metal pear with big chunks
bitten out of it. Liquid spurted out of the top and flowed down the many jagged tiers until it
landed with a soft splash in the pool below. It made him think uncomfortably of water, and
water whips, and waterbenders. Various fluids. Of course Huan had made it. 

It wasn’t that Wing hadn’t liked the sex in the Ming-Hua conference room. It was more that,
once again, he wasn’t entirely sure what he’d gotten out of it. What had started as a
challenge, something to brag about to Wei and anyone else who would listen, had completely
evaporated. It turned out that Korra would fuck anything at the drop of a hat, and had.
Capturing the Avatar was as simple as asking. The blowjob he’d given Desna hadn’t even
earned him a smile, either, and he’d done nothing to Eska at all. Wing was grateful he didn’t
have to marry her, but the point remained. Like his time at the Black Dragon, there wasn’t
much of anything he could take away from the experience besides a tally mark and a vague
sense of having been used.

“Wing?” Wing looked up to see Bolin standing at the edge of the garden, a frown on his
usually friendly face. “You good?”

Wing started to nod, then hung his head. “Not even close,” he muttered. 

“What’s going on?” Bolin walked over and plunked down on the bench next to Wing. 
“Maybe I can help.” 

I just had a quick foursome with your best friend, your insane possessive ex, and her twin in
the middle of a peace summit as kind-of revenge for accidentally kissing my brother's
boyfriend and him not accidentally fucking my ex fuck buddy. Oh, and your brother blew me
but I don't think he knows it.

“I’ve been trying this thing,” he said instead. Wing didn’t want to be too specific. “And I
thought it would help me. I’m, um, learning a skill I guess you can say. But every time I try,
something goes horribly wrong. It seems so easy for other people. I’m learning things, but
not the right things, or maybe they are the right things but it’s not getting me anywhere? I
don’t know.” He scuffed his feet, trying to put his feelings into words. “I thought I’d be
happier,” he said finally, “but I’m only confused.”

Bolin furrowed his brows, then broke into a broad smile. He clapped Wing hard on the back.
“I know! It’s just like when I tried to learn metalbending.”

Wing blinked. “Huh?”

“Yeah! You know, I really wanted to learn, and I kind of tried, but then it was hard. I couldn’t
do it. Korra, she got it in like a minute and a half, but she’s Korra, you know? The whole
Avatar thing.” Bolin waved his hands a little, as if Wing might not know that being the Avatar
was a big deal. “Anyway, then I discovered I was a lavabender and I was like, whoa! Who



needs metalbending, right? There are like eight known lavabenders in the whole world. I told
General Iroh that once, you know, because he gave me such shit that one time, but I don’t
think he got it. He just kind of stared at me.” 

Wing had no idea what to say to any of that. It didn’t sound remotely like trying to get laid.

Bolin gave him a significant look, then cupped his hand to his mouth and whispered. “You’re
not trying to be a lavabender, are you?”

“No.”

The other man looked profoundly relieved. “Great! I mean, I’m sorry that whatever you’re
trying to do is hard, too.”

Wing gave Bolin a once-over, thinking. On the one hand, he was exactly the kind of person
he should be asking about sex. Bolin was older, handsome, and had had a steady girlfriend
for years. Before that he’d been a pro-bender, then a mover star. He’d probably fucked
hundreds of people. Thousands. On the other hand… Bolin was dating his sister. And Wing
absolutely, 100% did not want sex advice from the man who was using said advice to bang
Opal. He shuddered. No, no way. He’d crossed too many lines already.

Perhaps Bolin could offer something else though.

“How did you woo Opal?” Wing asked. “You know, convince her to be your girlfriend?”

Bolin beamed at him. “Oh! I get it. Girl trouble.” He hooked one thumb at his chest. “Well,
you’ve come to the right place. I’m as suave as they come. The ladies used to line up around
the block for a sweet piece of old Bolin. And I did it all through the clever use of pick-up
lines.”

“Pick-up lines?”

“Sure! You know, like ‘you must be a firebender, because I sure see sparks flying between us’
or ‘hey, you must be an airbender because you blow me away.’” Bolin flashed him a grin.
“The ladies can’t resist it. I promise.”

Wing wasn’t so sure about that.

“I have an idea!” Bolin jumped to his feet, then grabbed Wing’s shoulder and hauled him up
after. “I’ll show you. We’ll go find a bar right now. I’ll even be your Wing man.” He elbowed
him in the ribs. “Get it? Wing man?”



Orgasm Delay/Denial (Yin)

Chapter Notes

I realize LOK is based off primarily Asian cultures, but all grandmothers play rummy
and I will not be taking questions at this time.

Grandma Yin slapped her cards face down on the table. 

“Rummy,” she said. She picked up her tea and took a satisfied sip.

“No way.” Wing snatched at the cards and flipped them over. A pair of kings and three jacks
stared back at him. He looked to his own hand, a beautiful trio of queens and a three, four,
and six of diamonds. Curious, he peeled up the card Grandma Yin had just discarded. Sure
enough, it was the five. 

“How does she keep doing that?” he asked, turning to Bolin. Wing was usually very good at
cards, but he’d lost three games in a row to Grandma Yin.

“Beats me,” Bolin said morosely. He tossed his cards, a random collection of nothing in
particular, into the pile. Prince Wu made a disgusted sound and followed suit.

Bolin nodded to Wing’s discarded hand of queens. “When I said I wanted to help you pick up
chicks, this isn’t what I had in mind.”

“I’m tired,” said Wing. And he was. He did want to practice pick-up lines, but for now a quiet
evening of hot tea and cards with Grandma Yin sounded like just the ticket. It had been a
weird week. “We can go out tomorrow night, I promise.”

“Ooh, me too!” Wu chirped. “I’ve got a VIP table at the Platinum Club on hold all week.” He
leaned in conspiratorially. “I keep inviting Asami Sato. One day she’ll give in to the old Wu
charm, eh?”

Wing thought of the longing look she’d given General Iroh’s back as he walked away from
their lunch. He seriously doubted Asami would be joining Prince Wu at the Platinum Club.

Grandma Yin gave them all a toothless grin, bowed to Wu, and started dealing again. Wing
sipped his tea. “You boys!” she said loudly. “You’re so kind to spend your evening with an
old woman.” 

Wing picked up his cards and smiled. It was a good opening gambit. A pair of sevens, an
eight and nine of clubs, and an ace that was probably a throwaway. Perhaps he could beat
Grandma Yin yet.



“I don’t get this game,” Wu said. He frowned down at his new hand. “I thought it was about
royalty.”

“It is a game of royals, your highness,” said Grandma Yin. “And it is the honor of a lifetime
to play against you.”

Wu puffed up a little at that. “Well. In that case, let’s have another round.”

Bolin groaned. Grandma Yin reached over and ruffled his hair. 

“Now, I know you’d all rather be out with your friends!” she said. “But I hope you can learn
a little something from old Yin. I was having such a nice conversation with his highness
before you both joined us!” Everything Grandma Yin said came out at a bit of a yell. Wing
had gotten the distinct impression over the last half hour that the old woman’s hearing was
going. He took another sip of tea and studied the faces of his companions, trying to see who
else might have a good hand. 

For some reason Wu flushed. “Grandma Yin, you don’t have to—”

“Orgasm denial!” Grandma Yin shouted over her cards. Wing spit his tea out all over his
cards and started to choke. “It’s the key to every relationship! Never give ‘em what they want
straight off, your highness. It only keeps them coming back for more. A real partner will take
pleasure in the waiting, trust me!” 

“What the fuck?” coughed Wing in Wu’s general direction. Burning tea dripped from his
nose.

“She can’t understand why I’m not married,” muttered Wu. “Won’t shut up about it.”

Grandma Yin didn’t seem to hear. Instead she nodded to Bolin, whose face was now the color
of a tomato carrot. “That, and cheating,” she said. “Keeps things fresh. Your move, sweetie!” 

They played another four rounds of rummy before Grandma Yin declared it was past her
bedtime. The men all issued collective sighs of relief. Not only had she continued to
dominate the game, she’d insisted on loudly offering rather intimate life advice to Wu until
Bolin looked ready to die. Wing, for his part, couldn’t decide if he was more annoyed that he
couldn’t get away from sex advice even when he tried, or that he kept losing at cards.

He decided to take the long way around to his room, hoping to avoid the part of the house he
knew Wei was staying in by going up the back stairs. He turned into a long hallway on the
second floor and spotted Asami at the far end, her fist poised to knock. She’d changed into a
dark red dress and heels. In her other hand she held a bottle of what looked like champagne.
After a moment, General Iroh’s head popped out of the door.

Wing slowed, curious. He wasn’t sure if he kept running into them, or if he’d only started to
notice them more because he found the dynamic interesting. Either way, he was curious. 

“Care for some company?” Asami asked. She held up the bottle and wiggled it. 



Iroh reached up and pushed his hair back off his forehead with a fist full of papers. He was in
nothing but pants and a white undershirt, and from a distance looked like he was wearing
glasses. “I don’t know,” he said. “Raiko needs this whole brief rewritten.”

“Raiko needs it shoved up his ass,” she retorted. “You know you’re right.”

Iroh shook his head. “What good is it if I can’t convince him? I’m sorry, Asami. I don’t have
time for fun tonight. This is too important.”

“Well, what about a walk?” she offered. “I’m in business. Convincing people is what I do.
Maybe I can help? Or help you think it through.” 

Iroh scratched his chin, then smiled. “I’d love a walk.” He ducked back into the room and
returned with a hastily buttoned shirt, both papers and glasses presumably left inside. 

It was then Asami spotted Wing. “Hey, Wing” she said as he approached. “Want some
champagne? I’m not using it, and I heard from Korra you have something to celebrate.” 

“Uh, sure?” Wing said, caught off guard. He took the offered bottle. Asami winked at him,
then turned back to Iroh. He tipped him a nod and followed Asami down the hallway. As they
approached the opposite door, Wing saw him tuck Asami’s hand in his.



Dubcon (Saikhan)

Wing had never played power disc alone at night, and for the life of him he couldn’t figure
out why not. It was awesome. 

“Powerrrr disc!” he yelled and hurled the flattened metal into the wind. He could feel the
smooth steel thrumming in the ends of his fingers as it sailed thorugh the dark. Just when it
was almost out of range he tugged on it, swinging it around in an unseen arc back towards his
waiting hand, the one not holding the mostly empty bottle of champagne. He missed. The
power disc hit the sidewalk in front of him with an explosive crack.

“Ah, you sneaky fucker!” he shouted and yanked the disc up with his bending. He carefully
smoothed the smooshed edge—smooshed, that was a fun word—then stepped back and
chucked it back into the air. He gave it a hard bending-enhanced push, feeling the
acceleration as it shot off to the left. It was beautiful. There really was nothing like metal, all
sleek and—

CRASH!!

Somebody screamed. Wing yanked on the metal disc and tugged it toward him. There was
another explosion of sound, followed by the merry tinkle of broken glass hitting stone. The
power disc sailed just inches in front of his outstretched hand before burying itself six inches
deep in the bark of a nearby tree. Wing started laughing. That was so cool. It must have been
going, what, some sort of big miles per hour? He didn’t know how many. Lots. He’d have to
show Wei.

“Assassins!” a woman was screaming. “Assassins, get them!”

Something huge thumped into Wing and he went sprawling. He hit the lawn hard on his
stomach, the air leaving his lungs in a rush. The champagne bottle shattered on the sidewalk a
few feet away. Then a heavy weight pinned him to the damp grass.

“Got you!” huffed a man’s voice. His breath felt hot against his ear. “Got you, motherfucker.”

“Hi,” said Wing into the lawn. “Did you see that?”

“Who are you?” growled the man on his back. “Republic City Police, you’re under arrest!”

Wing giggled, thinking of Officer Song. The last he’d seen of him he’d been cuffed to a chair
naked with a burlap sack over his head and a huge boner. 

“You think this is funny, kid?” said the man. 

“I’m Wing Beifong,” said Wing. “I’m a Veee Eye Peeeeeeee.” He drew out the “P” for proper
emphasis.

“Beifong?” The weight on Wing’s back lessened. “Fuck, are you serious?”



Wing nodded into the grass. “Did you see that throw though? All the way into the tree. VIP.
Hit the tree.” He started laughing again. 

The man rolled Wing over so that his face was framed by the dark sky above. His attacker
was a robust middle age, mostly bald, with heavy features and large jowls. Wing thought he
looked a little like a badgermole. He giggled again, then hiccuped. 

The man scowled down at him. “Kid, are you drunk?”

“Hic… badgermole,” giggled Wing. “Gotta tell Wei.”

The big man stood, then hauled Wing to his feet. “Dammit,” he muttered. “I can’t arrest the
son of Suyin Beifong for being a dumbass drunk. At least not in Zaofu. But spirits, kid, you
got Buttercup Raiko screaming bloody murder. At least shut the fuck up and go sleep it off.”

Wing studied the other man’s face. He looked so angry. That was unfortunate. Hasook had
been angry, too. Lies, lies, lies. What a waste. 

“We should get along,” Wing said, and kissed the man full on the mouth. He tasted like beer.

“Gah!” The man shoved Wing hard in the chest and he stumbled backwards. His feet tangled
in one another and he fell down hard on his ass. His teeth clicked together against his tongue
and bright pain flooded his mouth. A moment later Wing tasted iron.

“Hey!” another voice shouted. “What’s going on?”

“Fucking fucking fuck!” The big man wiped at his mouth, his wide eyes full of fury. “Drunk-
ass kid fucking kissed me! I’m gonna kill him! I don’t care who he is.” 

A dark shape passed in front of Wing. Suddenly there was a burst of flame. “No, you’re not,”
it said sternly. “Back off, Saikhan. Just go cool off somewhere. Unless Wing here really was
trying to assassinate the president, which I very much doubt, you’ve got no business
assaulting him.” 

“Assault?!” growled Saikhan. “He… he…” One finger pointed shakily at Wing.

“He drank an entire bottle of champagne and broke a window,” said a woman’s voice behind
him. “I’m sure Suyin and Baatar will have something to say about that in the morning, but
it’s hardly a matter for RCPD.” Suddenly cool hands were feeling along Wing’s jaw. “Spirits,
Iroh, he’s bleeding.”

“VIP,” said Wing. His mouth tasted like blood.

“Miss Sato and I will get him clean and sobered up,” said the man in front of Wing. “Go on,
tell Buttercup the sky isn’t falling before she wakes all of Zaofu.”



Rimming (Aiwei)

Chapter Notes

This chapter got a little weird. Hopefully it makes sense.

Wing had only vague memories after that. Strong arms hauling him to his feet, then bracing
him against one shoulder. The faint smell of hair oil. A long hallway, then another. Yellow
lights revolving in slow circles.

A round, worn face the color of old leather stared down at him. “Bah. Just bit his tongue,
he’ll be fine.” Wing’s mouth flooded with the tingling taste of warm water. The pain
lessened, then disappeared. “That should do it.”

“And the alcohol? I never thought he’d drink the whole bottle.”

“I’m afraid he’ll have to work that out of his system on his own. Plenty of fluids, sleep. He
might have a rough morning, but he’s young. Maybe he’ll learn something.”

“All right. Thanks, Katara. Asami and I can make sure he gets back to his own room.”

Wing woke up again when the water hit his face. He pawed at the sudden wetness, more
confused than anything. Was it raining? 

“There you are,” said General Iroh. He was squatting down next to him, a bemused look on
his face. “You had me worried for a bit.”

“Guh.” Wing rubbed at his eyes. Everything was wet and bright.

The general chuckled. “That’s about how you look. Here.” He handed Wing a bar of soap.
He’d unbuttoned his cuffs and pushed his sleeves up past his elbows. “I’d prefer if you do
this part yourself.”

Wing looked down and realized he was naked. He was sitting on his ass in the tub in one of
the guest bathrooms. He must have woken up when Iroh turned on the overhead shower. His
mouth felt sticky with vomit. 

“Fuck,” he muttered.

“That’s the spirit,” said Iroh with a soft smile. He stood, then went to the door. “I’ll be right
outside if you need anything. Take your time.”

Wing did. Everything was still spinning, and every time he moved he felt like he was going
to hurl. If he’d ever fantasized about a man as good-looking as General Iroh seeing him



naked, well, this was about as far from that scenario as possible. He washed himself off—it
seemed like he’d thrown up onto his own hands—then simply sat there under the water, too
tired and dizzy to move. Eventually there was a knock at the door.

“Are you all right?” Iroh’s voice. “I realized I don’t know where your room is, but I’ve got
some clothes you can wear until we get you up there.”

“Thanks,” Wing croaked. The door cracked open and a stack of clothing appeared on the sink
along with a glass of water. He dragged himself out of the tub and the bathroom reeled
around him. Wing toweled off as best he could, holding on to the sink for support, then
stepped into the clothes. The loose black training pants and tunic were at least six inches too
long. At least General Iroh hadn’t tried to lend him underwear.

Wing drained the water, burped uncomfortably, and opened the door. The room beyond
lurched slightly. He looked around and spotted Iroh on the other side of the bed, his arms
braced on the back of the chair where Asami Sato sat working at a typewriter. She was still in
the red dress from earlier, but had pulled her hair back in a tail. He seemed to be reading over
her shoulder.

“What do you think?” she asked.

“I think you’re brilliant,” said Iroh. “Spirits, I love you, this is perfect.” He leaned down and
planted a kiss on her cheek as Asami flushed. Iroh snatched the papers off the reel and turned
to Wing. “I’ll walk you back to your room, Wing. I have to go see the president anyway.”

Wing tried to focus. That was when he saw the wet spot on the floor. It smelled faintly of
laundry bleach. He wasn’t sure if that’s where he’d thrown up or if he’d pissed himself, too,
and found he didn’t actually want to know. 

“Why are you doing all this?” he asked. “It’s my house. You could have just told my
parents.”

Asami turned in the chair. Her cheeks were still pink. “I gave you the champagne,” she said.
“I feel a little responsible.”

“And we’re not so old,” added Iroh with a smile. “Believe it or not, I got shitfaced at 19, too.
Not sure where I’d be without friends to dunk me in the shower, but nowhere good. The last
thing you need right now is a lecture. There will be plenty of time for that in the morning.
Come on.”

“I can do it,” said Wing. “My room isn’t far.” He wasn’t entirely sure of that, but at the
moment the last thing he wanted was any more of Iroh and Asami’s kindness. He felt awful
enough as it was. 

Iroh furrowed his brows. “Are you sure?”

“Yep,” Wing lied. And with that he stumbled out the door and into the hallway. 



He did his best not to barf as he made his way up to his room. Spirits, why did all the doors in
his house look the same? Wing had lived here all his life and he’d never noticed that. Also,
why did they have so many doors in the first place? Yet the further he went, the sicker he felt.
His head started to pound, and every step sent his stomach sloshing.

Wing barely made it. He felt the bile rise in his throat as he pushed open the door and rushed
to the bathroom. Hot acid tinged with champagne splashed into the toilet. At least he hadn’t
tried to catch it this time. 

He stayed like that for a while, his head hanging over the toilet, too tired and ill to do much
more than stay awake. But eventually he had to move. The last thing Wing wanted was
someone finding him in the morning drowned in his own puke water because he’d fallen
asleep with his head in the shitter. 

And this had started out as such a good day.

Wing couldn’t find his toothbrush so he washed his mouth out at the sink. He gulped some
more water, then stripped out of his borrowed clothes and blundered to the bed. He hadn’t
bothered turning on any lights, but then again, he’d lived here his whole life. If he couldn’t
find his own bed in the dark he deserved what he got. 

Wing flopped stark naked onto the bed and buried his face in his pillow. The sheets were
sleek and cool, but smelled different, almost medicinal. Someone must have come by and
changed them. His mother was always trying new herbal things. It was nice. He was asleep
almost instantly.

He awoke an unknown time later to an odd sensation. At first he was worried he really had
pissed himself. Everything between his legs felt wet. A split second later he felt something
slimy slide over one butt-cheek toward his asshole.

“Yah!” Wing shrieked as he rocketed forward into his pillow. Unseen hands grasped weakly
at his hips.

“There is no need to worry,” someone mumbled in the dark. “I was not followed.”

“What the fuck?” Wing knocked into the head of the bed before rolling off it with a thump.
He scrambled to his feet, tripping and stumbling as he blundered to the door. His head
thumped sickeningly with every terrified movement. 

“I assure you,” wheezed the voice, “no one knows anything about us.”

Wing clawed at the door and rushed into the blinding light of the hallway. He slammed the
door shut behind him. That’s when he realized three things simultaneously. 

One, the doorway he’d come out of wasn’t like all the other doorways. Nor was it his
bedroom. This one had a sign. It read: DO NOT ENTER. 

Two, he was completely naked. The clothes that General Iroh had given him were
presumably on the bathroom floor along with whatever thing had been licking his ass.



Three, Firelord Izumi was standing in the hallway.

“Well,” she said. “This is different.”



Exhibitionism (Izumi)

Chapter Notes

This is another combo, spanning this and the next chapter.

Bumizumi-shipping friends, this is for you.

“Are you quite all right, dear?” Izumi asked. She peered at Wing over her glasses, as if not
quite believing what she was seeing. “You do realize you’re naked, don’t you?”

“I… I...” Wing stuttered. He pointed a shaking hand at the room marked DO NOT ENTER.
He had no idea how to put into words what had just happened, or even if it had. Had he been
dreaming? But the wetness dripping down his ass crack said otherwise.

“Are your clothes in that room, Wing? It is Wing, correct?”

Wing nodded. “B-bathroom,” he chattered. “But… but… there’s—”

Firelord Izumi narrowed her golden eyes at him. Then she delicately rolled one wrist and
filled her palm with crackling flame. “There is nothing in the Beifong manor that can scare
me,” she said firmly. “I’ll be back in a moment.” With that, Izumi strode past him and into
the terrifying room. 

She returned a few minutes later with Wing’s borrowed clothes in hand. She frowned down at
them, then handed them over to him.

“I’m going to ask you a delicate question,” she said as Wing hastily re-donned Iroh’s training
outfit. “Are you sleeping with my son?”

Wing stumbled sliding one leg into the pant hole and fell forward onto his face, his bare ass
facing the Firelord. His already pounding head screamed in agony.

“Ow,” he said. Then, “I can explain.”

“You’d better. Come with me.”

Wing got to his feet, pulled up General Iroh’s too-long pants and followed the Firelord down
the hallway. She knocked twice at another one of the guest rooms, then opened the door. 

“Company,” she called. 

“It’s about time!” boomed a jovial voice from inside the room. “I thought I was going to have
to do you on the front lawn.”



Izumi grimaced. “Not that company, Bumi. The warning was meant as—” She cut herself
off, then sighed. “Never mind. Wing, come on in. Bumi, you’d better have pants on.” 

Wing just gaped at her. The Firelord was fucking Commander Bumi? And was he really
going to have to learn about everyone in the Fire Nation royal family’s sex life this week? 

“For spirits sake, Wing, you do know that the Firelord has sex just like everybody else, don’t
you?” Izumi said. She must have seen his face.

Your father doesn’t, was on the tip of his tongue, but for once Wing didn’t say it. Instead he
nodded and followed Izumi into the room. 

Commander Bumi lounged on the large bed. Both tall and broad, he seemed to take up nearly
the whole thing. Thankfully, he did have pants on. But he wasn’t wearing anything else. Wing
thought he was in surprisingly good shape for an old guy. 

“Now,” said Izumi behind him. She walked over and sat primly on the corner of the bed.
Bumi moved his foot and started running his big toe against her ass. She swatted him away,
but not before Wing saw the flash of a smile. “How long have you been sleeping with Iroh?” 

“Not,” said Wing, his mind reeling. He still felt way too drunk to deal with any of this. “Just
borrowed his clothes.”

“And why would you need my son’s firebending training outfit?” 

“It’s a long story.”

Izumi narrowed her eyes again. “Try me.”

Wing pressed one hand to his face, trying to ease his pounding headache. “I’ve been trying to
get better at sex,” he said, “so I had a foursome with Korra and Eska and Desna in the middle
of the peace summit today and then I felt bad about it so Bolin offered to take me bar-
hopping but I was tired so instead we played rummy with his grandmother and Prince Wu but
she kept trying to give him awful relationship advice so then I left to go to bed but Asami
Sato was with your son and they went for a walk so she gave me their champagne on the way
but I drank too much and played power disc and some fucker tackled me but then Iroh and
Asami brought me back to their room and I threw up on myself and maybe peed I don’t know
so Iroh washed me off and lent me this outfit to come upstairs but I couldn’t find my own
room so I wound up in that scary room and something licked my ass and that’s when you
found me.”

Firelord Izumi blinked at him. Then she turned to Bumi. “I think that beats anything you’ve
ever told me.”

“Hey!” said Bumi in mock offense. “Hardly. Why, there was one time I got locked in this
pirate’s chest and they threw me overboard, but instead of drowning I was carried by a school
of dolphin piranha to an island of nothing but lonely young women. I was there for 238 days
and I had to have sex eight times a day to keep them all satisfied. It was hard work, but I did
it, and in the end to show me their gratitude they—”



Izumi chuckled softly in an eerie imitation of Iroh. “I’m sure they did,” she said. She turned
back to Wing. “Well, that sounds like a lot. I’m not sure how much of it I believe, but Iroh
would give the clothes off his back to help someone in need and I get the feeling Miss Sato
might be the same. And don’t think I missed the part about ‘their room’ either. It seems I owe
my son a little talk.”

Wing grimaced. He hoped he hadn’t gotten General Iroh in trouble after he’d been so nice.

The Firelord turned back to the half-naked Bumi then. She raised an eyebrow, then cocked
her head at Wing. Bumi grinned back and shrugged.

“Wing,” Izumi said, “I’m happy to ring down and have someone show you back to your
room. But since you said you’re trying to get better at sex, I’d like to propose something.
Would you like to stay here and watch us?”

“Huh?” At first he didn’t think he’d heard her right.

“Watch us boink,” said Bumi with a smile. “It’s a thing. ‘Zumi and I, well, we’ve got
stressful jobs. Public jobs. So sometimes we like to do private things with a bit of an
audience.”

“On a limited basis,” Izumi added. “You’d need to sign the non-disclosure. But from what
you’ve said today, you might learn a thing or two. I’d hate to think that your idea of sex was a
foursome at City Hall.”

“Um,” said Wing. He’d decided a minute ago that he was probably hallucinating. First the
phantom ass-licking and now the leader of arguably the most powerful nation in the world
was asking him to watch her and her army paramour fuck in the guest room of his parents’
house.

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

“Ah,” said the Firelord with a small smile. “That must be our third.”



Voyeurism (Ginger)

Izumi opened the door upon one of the most beautiful women Wing had ever seen. Hair like
fire, skin like marble, with wide gray eyes, even in casual clothing Ginger was a sight to be
seen. 

That was, until she spotted Wing.

“What’s that guy doing here?” she said, her voice harsh and dismissive. “I thought I got a
private audience.”

Izumi wrinkled her nose slightly and turned to Wing. She seemed displeased by the other
woman’s tone. 

“Well, what are you doing here, Wing?” she said. “The offer still stands, but I’d rather get
started. I have a long day tomorrow.”

“The more the merrier, I say!” boomed Bumi from the bed. Wing winced at the noise. He felt
awful. All he wanted to do was brush his teeth and curl up in bed. But then again, Ginger was
gorgeous. And not just Asami gorgeous; an actual mover star. When was he going to have
another chance to make an impression? The last thing he wanted was to have any more sex
today, but if they bonded over whatever weird thing the Firelord was planning perhaps he
could approach her another time? If nothing else, an evening with Ginger was definitely
something to brag about.

“I’ll stay,” he said. 

“Fine,” said Ginger. She walked across the room and seated herself primly in one of the
chairs. Izumi passed Wing a form, which he signed without reading. Then she walked over to
where Bumi still lay sprawled out on the bed.

“Rules,” said the Firelord. “Ginger, I know you know this, but for Wing. You watch, but
don’t participate. You can touch yourself, but keep your clothes on while you do it. Or Iroh’s
clothes, I guess, which I suppose you would need to wash anyway. Don’t interrupt us. You
may talk to one another but not to us. It’s over when Bumi or I say it’s over, and you leave
right after. You are our audience and we are performers. Treat it as respectfully as you would
the theater or any other performance.”

Wing nodded. 

With that Bumi heaved himself to his feet. He walked over to where Izumi was standing and
maneuvered behind her. “This is my favorite part,” he whispered into her ear. Then slowly,
carefully, he unbound her hair. He placed the golden flame on the nightstand next to him with
something like reverence.

Firelord Izumi’s hair fell in iron gray waves all the way to her waist. In a way, it was quite
beautiful. Wing gazed, mesmerized, as Bumi ran his hands through it again and again. He



could practically hear Izumi purr at the touch. The Fire Nation had weird things about hair, or
so he’d been told, and apparently this part was a big deal. 

Bumi leaned around and planted a kiss at the joint of Izumi’s neck and shoulder. She leaned
into him with a soft smile. He trailed kisses up her neck and reached up to take off her
glasses. He folded them carefully and set them down next to the golden flame. 

Without her glasses Izumi looked oddly young. Wing had no idea how old she was, but if
General Iroh was in his late 20s or so then his mother would have to be fifty at least. He tried
not to think about either her age or the fact that he was about to watch the mother of the guy
who’d just helped him out get it on with someone even older than she was. 

Bumi reached around and untied the front of the Firelord’s long burgundy robes. They
slithered to the floor, revealing nothing but a red slip beneath. Izumi was tall and thin and
rather bony, with a small bust but with rather wider hips than he’d assumed with all her
clothing on. Not that Wing had ever really thought about Firelord Izumi naked before.

Ginger made a little “oooh” noise beside him and he jumped. He’d completely forgotten that
she was there. 

“What?” Wing whispered. It somehow felt impolite to speak at full volume.

“I can’t believe they let you stay,” she replied.

“What’s wrong with it?”

Ginger rolled her eyes. “I am an actress. I’m the perfect audience. I know exactly what
performers need to see and hear. And you, you’re just sitting there.”

“I thought I was supposed to sit here?” Wing said, confused. “The rules?”

Ginger huffed. “Sit, yes. Be silent, no. Give them a little encouragement, Wang.”

“Wing,” Wing grumbled. His name really wasn’t that hard. 

He turned back to see Bumi push Izumi backwards onto the bed. At some point he’d undone
the top of his pants. 

“Is that how you like it, Princess?” he growled.

“I haven’t been a princess in years,” Izumi shot back, but she was smiling.

Bumi launched himself at her. He landed with his arms braced on either side of her, his face
just inches above her own. Their chests were almost touching. Izumi, for her part, didn’t even
flinch. Maybe she’d had a point that nothing in the manor could scare her.

“You’ll always be princess to me,” Bumi whispered, and then he was kissing her. There was
nothing light or delicate about these kisses, either. From where Wing sat it looked like the
man was eating her face. The slender Firelord was completely lost beneath his bulk.



“Nice job?” said Wing. Ginger tutted next to him. 

Izumi’s hands scrabbled at Bumi’s pants. She pushed them away with her feet and they fell to
the floor. Naked, Commander Bumi somehow seemed even bigger than he had before. Or
maybe it was simply that the lack of pants didn’t diminish him. He had the look of a man
who’s natural state was nude. 

“Ah, eager tonight, are we, princess?” he said as Izumi wiggled beneath him. “Don’t worry,
I’ll take good care of you.” With that he started kissing down her body, peeling back the red
slip as he did. He seemed intent on kissing every inch of her, from her collarbone to her
peaked nipples to the dip of her navel. Izumi threw her head back and moaned when he
finally reached between her legs. 

Wing leaned forward, interested in spite of himself. He had never precisely seen this up close.
While he had some experience himself, it was actually helpful to watch someone else. Bumi
clearly knew what he was doing, too, at least from the noises Izumi was making. His strategy
seemed to be varying his technique, from fast, quick licks to long, hard sucks. His hands
weren’t idle, either, and kept tracing indistinct patterns along the insides of her thighs.
Perhaps the Firelord had had a good point about the experience being instructive. Wing gave
the man a polite clap as Ginger glared at him. 

“Bumi!” gasped Izumi. 

Bumi lifted his head up, wiped his beard, and said, “Yes, my darling?”

“I need you.”

The commander broke into a wide grin. “Sounds like someone’s ready for the torpedo.” With
that he stood, grabbed Izumi by her calves and hauled her to him. It was only then that Wing
got a really good look at his cock. It was certainly nothing to sneeze at. More thick than long,
he was a little worried that a woman as slender as the Firelord wouldn’t be able to take it. But
this could hardly be the first time they were doing this, and besides she’d had a couple of kids
that were way bigger than Commander Bumi’s dick. That had to do something, didn’t it?

Ginger gave them a long sigh as Bumi pulled Izumi roughly onto his cock. The Firelord
made a kind of soft “uh” sound and fisted the sheets.

“Yeeeeaaawww!” shouted Bumi as he started to thrust. The whole bed shook with the force
of his lovemaking.

“What do you get out of this?” Wing asked Ginger in a low voice.

“I like to watch,” she said quietly. “I spend so much of my life on camera, even my personal
life, it’s exhausting. It’s nice being part of someone else’s intimate moment instead. My only
job here is to not be the star.”

“Huh.” Wing had never thought about that. 



“Bumi!” shouted Izumi. She threw her head back and actually howled. Wing supposed it
must feel good for someone like her to finally let loose. It was then he realized he wasn’t
entirely sure what the Firelord and the commander’s relationship actually was. He’d been
convinced that relationships only got in the way of sex, but whatever arrangement these two
had certainly seemed to be working. It was something to think about.

“I got you, princess,” Bumi huffed as he pounded into her. “Bumi’s got you, darling.”



Toys (Katara)

Chapter Notes

I know there's no precedent for middle names in Avatar but give me this.

Wing didn’t leave his room until well after noon the following day. He got up twice, once to
close the curtains so that his room (he’d finally sobered up enough to find it, thank the spirits)
was completely dark, and once again to piss so long and hard it must have been a record.
Other than that, he slept. 

When he finally could sleep no longer he crawled to the bathroom. His mouth tasted like
someone had shat in it, and he had a sizeable bump on the back of his head from where that
police guy had tackled him to the ground. All things considered, Wing thought he’d gotten
off easy. He brushed his teeth twice, then took a shower with the hottest water he could stand.
He gave every orifice a good hard scrub, too. They’d all gotten a lot of use of late. 

Feeling slightly more human, Wing finally made his way downstairs. He dropped Iroh’s
outfit in the laundry room on the way, hoping it would be top of the pile so that he could give
it back. Then he wandered towards the kitchen, hoping to find something leftover from lunch
that might stay in his stomach. 

“Wing. Satoru. Beifong.” His mother’s voice carried across the front hallway and slammed
into him like a two-ton hammer. Her back was stiff, both hands on her hips. There was no
mercy at all in her bright green eyes. “What. Were. You. Thinking!?” 

Wing fled. He didn’t mean to, but his feet just kind of carried him away back up the stairs
before his brain could fully register what was happening.

“Wing!” Suyin shouted after him. “You come back here this instant! I’m not finished with
you, young man!” A piece of metal clanged off the railing but he bent it away from him on
instinct. He pelted down the second floor hallway and ducked into a room at random.
Thankfully it was empty.

At least of people.

Wing gaped in horror as he gazed at the bed. Laid out in neat rows, each with its own tidy
label, were sex toys. Dozens of them, of every imaginable kind. Even worse, he realized the
labels weren’t the names of the toys. They were names of people.

Spirits, these were gifts. 

There was a purple dildo that must have been as long as his forearm tagged “Kuvira.” Some
kind of suction cup (Toph). A coil of fuzzy red handcuffs (Zuko). One of those pegging rigs



(Pema). A cock ring for Tonraq; a small vibrator for Korra (that seemed appropriate). Who in
Oma’s name had brought all this shit to a peace conference?

It was then that he saw the little photo someone had placed on the nightstand. It depicted a
bald man in his middle years with a short chinstrap beard and wide, laughing gray eyes. Oh,
and a big blue arrow in his head.

“What the fuck is wrong with everyone this week?” Wing spat as he darted back out into the
hallway. He wasn’t spending a minute longer in Old Lady Katara’s House of Pleasure, thank
you very much and damn the consequences. Thankfully his mother was nowhere in sight, but
that wouldn’t last. His own room was out of the question though, as were the public areas of
the house. He could try to get out and go downtown, but she’d probably catch him. Besides,
he still felt like shit. There was only one thing to do. Wing needed a place to hide, and fast.

He looked both ways and jogged down the hallway, then picked another room. This one
looked somewhat familiar. As soon as he opened the door, he realized why. Neat as a pin,
from the carefully made bed to the even stacks of papers next to the typewriter. Everything
except for the large carpet stain that still smelled faintly of bleach.

Well, he could do worse. General Iroh would be at the peace summit the rest of the day. Still,
it would do to be careful in case his mom checked the rooms. Wing looked around, then
walked to the closet. There were several spare blankets inside. He arranged them on the floor,
then took one of the pillows off the bed and added it to the pile. That set, he lay down on the
floor of the closet and shut the door.

He could deal with his mother after a rest.



Imprisonment/Captivity (Iroh)

Chapter Notes

Ok, some shameless indulgence here.

Wing awoke to the sound of the door opening. Uh oh.

“Iroh, you can talk to me,” said a woman’s voice. He’d bet a hundred yuans it was Asami.
Despite whatever no strings arrangement they had, the two seemed to do everything together. 

“I’m fine.” That would be the general. Wing pressed his ear to the door, hoping he’d hear
them say they were going out again. He didn’t fancy being trapped in the closet. Not only did
he have to go to the bathroom, Iroh and Asami had been so nice to him the night before. The
last thing he wanted was for them to think he’d betrayed their trust, or was some kind of
pervert or something by hiding in their room.

“You are not fine,” Asami said. “What I don’t understand is why. You were brilliant today. I
know President Raiko isn’t the man you’d hoped he’d be, but he’s really come around.
You’re a good influence. Of course it’s frustrating, but you make a real difference.”

“You wrote the damn brief,” Iroh answered. Wing thought he sounded tired. “It might have
been my idea, but you’re the reason I sold it.”

“We’re a good team.” 

There was a heavy creaking sound that might have been one of them sitting on the bed, or
possibly the chair. “Yeah.”

“So do you wanna… you know?” asked Asami, her voice light. “Things are going so well
now, I can’t imagine we’ll be here much longer.”

No, Wing thought desperately. No, no, go out to dinner. 

“I don’t know,” said Iroh. “It’s been a long week.”

“Oh.” To Wing Asami sounded disappointed. But who wouldn’t be? And what the hell was
Iroh thinking? Wing had seen enough of her to know he probably couldn’t convince Asami to
sleep with him instead, but really, who turned down someone like her? Especially since it
couldn’t be more obvious that the general genuinely liked her.

“No, don’t leave,” Iroh said quickly. Asami must have made a move towards the door. “I
just… fuck.”



“Iroh, what is it with you today? I know we won’t have another chance at this for a while, but
if you’re not into it tonight, that’s fine.”

“And what is this?” Iroh said. “Three days every six months? A week? If not now, when?”

“Oh please,” said Asami, “it’s not like you’re not getting some the rest of the year. I love our
time together, but it’s not everything. I can wait, honest.”

There was a long pause. Wing pressed his ear harder against the door.

“And what if I told you I wasn’t?” Iroh said. His voice was so quiet now Wing could barely
hear him.

“Wasn’t what?”

“Wasn’t sleeping with anyone else.” 

Wing sucked in a breath. What? General Iroh was easily one of the more attractive men he’d
met, and seeing him naked had only improved his opinion. There was no way he’d have
trouble finding someone to do him. Spirits, Wing would be front of the line.

“Iroh…?” Asami trailed off.

“Not in four years.” There was the creak of a floorboard as Iroh stood. “Only you. I know
that’s not what you asked for, but it’s true. You’re who I want. I don’t settle, Asami. If you
don’t return my affections that’s fine, I’ll manage. But I’m not going to stand by any longer
without asking.”

“Asking?” 

“For you. For us. Not like this, not in secret, always.”

“Iroh, that’s crazy. This is crazy, we talked about this, we can’t—”

Another creak, this time right next to the closet. “That was years ago.”

“But I’ve got the company, our careers, and you’re gone all the time, we—”

“Then give me a reason to stay.” Iroh’s voice sounded low and rough. “Not just for sex, for
you. I’m one of the most powerful men in the world now, Asami, don’t tell me what I can and
cannot have. Tell me what you want.”

There was a shuffling noise, then a wet squelch followed by what sounded like heavy
breathing. 

“Is that a yes?” Iroh gasped. 

“Yes,” breathed Asami. “It’s always been yes. I just didn’t want to hold you back.”

“Same.”



“And the Fire Nation?”

“Don’t care,” said Iroh. “We’ll think of something. I’m not asking for a promise, Asami, I’m
only asking that we try. I love you. That’s more important to me than any title.”

Silence. Then Asami’s voice, so soft it was barely a whisper. “Say it again.” 

“You’re more important than my title.”

“No. The other part.”

A soft chuckle. “Asami Sato, I love you.”

“I love you, too.” More squelching. 

Suddenly there was a rattling thump as a body hit the door of the closet. Wing bounced
backwards into the hanging clothes. There was a rustling sound and a few soft thumps that
sounded like clothing being hastily discarded. The closet door continued to rattle. 

“Iroh,” Asami moaned. “Oh spirits.”

“I’ve got this,” he answered. “You just hang on.” The closet door rocked in its track hard
enough that Wing started to wonder what would happen if Iroh’s eager thrusting simply
knocked it in. He was far too young to die, especially being crushed by enthusiastic sex. 

The closet door took up a regular thumping rhythm alongside various grunts and moans from
the other side. 

“Mmm.”

“Ahh.”

“Iroh!” Wing actually covered his head with his hands as the pounding intensified. Watching
Bumi and Izumi had been kind of hot, so he’d have thought hearing Asami and Iroh get it on
would be, too, but this was absolutely terrifying. The general was way too strong, and Asami
wasn’t exactly a lightweight. Wing had no idea how old the doors were, either. In that
moment he wished with all his might that they had been metal.

“Ah!” Asami yelped. “Ah! Ah!”

Finally there was a loud grunt and the pounding ceased. It was replaced by faint smacking
sounds.

“You’re beautiful,” Iroh whispered. Another smack. Then the floor creaked again just before
two muffled thumps and the squeak of bedsprings. Fabric rustled in a way that might have
been bodies snuggling into a neatly made bed.

Wing slowly uncurled from his balled up position, then settled down to wait.

Dammit.





Fuck or Die (Shady Shin)

Chapter Notes

Another combo - this will include at least the next two chapters.

Sorry this is short, late, and not remotely sexy. Life got a bit hectic. I promise more sex
and timeliness.

Wing had no idea how long he stayed in Iroh’s closet. The new couple talked for a long time,
most of it too low for Wing to catch. He only caught a few words like “tell” and “family” and
“live” and “Future Industries,” as well as more smacks and squelches in between squeaks of
the mattress. Whatever they were discussing seemed to involve an awful lot of kissing. 

Eventually, finally, they decided to get dinner. Wing by this time was starving himself, having
had both nothing to eat all day and thrown up last night’s meal as well. He also had to piss so
badly he’d been seriously considering going in the corner and hoping Iroh didn’t notice until
he had time to send someone in to clean. He wasn’t sure if they’d hear the sound though.
Wing had had some low points in his life, many of them in the last 48 hours, but he thought
being burned to a crisp by a surprised, naked General Iroh for hiding and pissing in his closet
might top them all so he’d held on as long as he could.

As soon as the door clicked shut Wing vaulted out and skidded to the bathroom. The relief
was unbelievable. Hopefully Asami and Iroh hadn’t forgotten anything in the room.

After that was taken care of it was time for a strategy. He’d have to face his mother
eventually, he knew that, but seeing as it was evening he didn’t feel in any particular rush. He
wasn’t sure exactly what she knew, but if it was even half of what he’d been up to lately he
was probably grounded for the rest of his life, legal adult or no. Best to go out and get one
last good meal before going to face his doom.

Wing ducked out of Iroh’s room and into the empty hallway. He had no idea if or where his
mother was looking for him, but his best bet was the back door off the kitchens. There was a
little patch of woods there he could cut through on his way downtown. With any luck not
even the staff would see him go.

He made his way down the back stairs and into the kitchen. Everything was oddly dark. Wing
had no idea how late it was, but if Iroh and Asami had only just gone to dinner it couldn’t be
that far into the evening. In which case the kitchen should be—

“Grab him!” hissed a voice in the dark. Wing spun, pulling at the metal freezer in an attempt
to hurl it at his assailant. But he misjudged the weight. The big box scraped forward perhaps
a foot, then ground to a halt. A split second later everything went dark.





Begging (Wu)

When Wing came to he was sitting in the back of a dimly lit room. It was freezing cold.
Stacks of boxes and crates lined the white walls, casting long shadows from the single bulb in
the ceiling. He didn’t recognize it, but he was for sure no longer in his parents’ house.

The first thing Wing noticed after the environment was that he wasn’t alone. Two bodies lay
near him on the ground, one short and slight, the other taller and broader. He tried to move to
get a better look and realized that his arms had been tied firmly to his sides. Wing tried to
bend something, anything, but the ropes were just ordinary ropes, the floor was some kind of
synthetic material, and anyway earthbending with your arms tied was next to impossible. He
felt some dirt in one of the corners twitch a little, and that was all. 

“Hey,” he said under his breath. “What’s going on?”

One of the bodies stirred. “No,” it whined. “No, no, no, I’m too beautiful and important to
die. The one time I take a number two without Mako. It’s so unfair.” 

Die?

Wing wiggled himself around to face the voice, and was surprised to recognize none other
than Prince Wu. Or President Wu, as he was probably about to become. At least that’s what
his mother said. Wing didn’t really follow politics. 

Wu lay on his side and had been tied up much as Wing was, with both hands bound at his
sides and an angry red lump on the side of his head. 

“Wu?”

“Wei!” Wu cheered. “Oh, I’m so glad you’re here. You can do earthbending and will get me
out of here, right? I’ll give you your pick of the treasure from the third storage room. It’s not
the nicest stuff, you understand, but still really, really good. Come on, let’s go!” Wu let
himself go limp then, as if expecting Wing to stand up and carry him.

“Wu, I’m tied up, too. And I’m Wing.”

“Wait, why are you tied up? How are you supposed to rescue me?” 

Suddenly there was a sigh from the other body. “Really? I’m stuck in here with Wu and
creepy Wing? I honestly hope they do kill me.” 

Wing recognized that voice, low and throaty. 

I don’t want a break. I want this.

“Hasook?”



Slavery (Suyin's Chef)

“Who in Oma’s name is Hasook?” asked Wu. “Is he here to rescue me?”

Hasook struggled up from where he’d been lying on his side. Unsurprisingly his arms were
bound just like Wing and Wu. “Does it look like I’m here to rescue you?” He shivered. “Shit,
it’s freezing in here.”

Wu looked him up and down, then sagged against his ropes. “I’m too young to die!” he
wailed. 

Hasook gave Wing a look. “Is he for real?” His breath escaped in little white puffs.

“Unfortunately. He’s also lousy at cards.”

There was a flicker of a smile at that. Then Hasook looked around the room. “Where are we,
anyway?”

“Beats me,” said Wing. “Nowhere in my house, I know that. I’ve lived there my whole life.
Wei and I—” He cut off, suddenly remembering that he and the man he’d shared everything
with were no longer speaking. Thinking about Wei hurt. Based on the expression Hasook was
giving him, he wasn’t the only one who felt that way, either.

“I can’t waterbend like this,” Hasook said, shaking it off. He wiggled his arms. 

“I can’t earthbend, either.” 

“Mako!” yelled Wu. “Mako, I’m in here! Come get me!” 

“Can we knock him out again?” asked Hasook. Then Wing heard it, too. Footsteps.

“Shut up, Wu! It’s not fucking Mako! They’re coming.” Whoever they were. 

A door on the far end of the room slowly opened and in walked two men. The first was tall
and thin, and wearing a neat blue suit. The second was… well, the second was possibly the
last person Wing expected. Tan and thick, with a wide face and long drooping mustaches that
matched his bound goatee; heavy arms covered in dark square tattoos that probably meant
something to someone. The rumor was he’d been a pirate, though Wing had never been sure
if it was true or simply bragging. He loved his mother, but he didn’t think she’d be above
spreading a rumor that would make someone in her household seem more exotic.

“Chef?” Wing said, half-convinced he was hallucinating at this point. Why would his
mother’s chef have him kidnapped?

“I have a name, Wing,” growled the big man. He crossed his thick tattooed arms across his
chest. 



Wing looked at him. Honestly, he’d always thought of the man as “chef.” He’d been in the
Beifong household for years, but if he had ever shared a name, Wing couldn’t recall it. 

Chef narrowed his eyes. “Which is?” 

Wing bit his lip and spit out the first name he thought of. “Hasook?”

“I’m Hasook, you idiot!” Hasook hissed behind him. Chef rolled his eyes as Wing winced.

“Who is this moron?” asked the tall man in the suit.

“Suyin’s youngest,” said Chef. “Why’s he even here?”

“He walked in on me taking Wu. I figured we could use him for the mover as a kind of
backup. No reason not to. If not, well, one less witness. We can see who cooperates first.” 

“I’ll cooperate,” said Hasook quickly. “Kill Wing.”

“What?” Wing turned against his ropes. “That’s so not cool.”

Hasook shrugged. “Don’t wanna die. Sorry.” 

“I demand you let me go!” screeched Wu from the floor. He kicked out with his legs. “As
soon as Mako gets a hold of you he’s going to burn you to a crisp! He’d do anything for me!
He’ll be here in a minute, you’ll see!” 

Wu continued yelling as Chef and Blue Suit traded a look. “Best get started,” said Chef. “You
brought the equipment?”

Blue Suit flashed him a vulpine smile. “Courtesy of Varrick Industries. They really should
put bigger locks on those vans.”

“Excuse me!” called Wing over Wu’s tantrum. “I also want to cooperate and not die!” 

Chef cocked his head. He turned to Blue Suit, who had pulled over one of the big boxes
stacked against the wall. “Actually,” he said, “two might be better. It’s so much more
scandalous.” 

Blue Suit shrugged noncommittally. “We get paid either way. Do what you want.” 

Chef nodded and stepped forward. “Prince Wu,” he said sternly. “For the love of Oma shut
the fuck up. You’re more useful to us alive but I’m not wedded to it.”

Wu shut his mouth with a snap.

“That’s better.” His eyes scanned the group. “Now, here is how this is going to go. We’re
going to make a little video of soon-to-be-leader-of-the-Earth-Kingdom-Wu here. A video so
vile and embarrassing he’d never want it released. It would destroy him. It would destroy the
kingdom, or Republic, or whatever the fuck you’re running these days. Then our employer is
going to hold onto it. From time to time you’ll get certain… instructions. You’ll do them,



Wu. It won’t be often, but my employer expects full cooperation. If not, this little mover of
ours will be all over the country faster than you can say abdication. Got it?”

“And what if I don’t want to be in your stupid mover?” said Wu.

Chef smiled. “Then I have Shin here kill you. I’ll earthbend a big hole in the ground and toss
all three of you in it. Then Shin and I will walk away. I suppose there’s a next in line
somewhere?”

“I’m in,” said Wing, before Hasook could beat him to it. “What kind of mover is it?”

Chef’s smile widened. “Why, a porno, of course.”



Shibari (Zhu Li)

Chapter Notes

Honestly, the idea of the peace summit was just a plot contrivance to explain why so
many LOK characters were in Zaofu. I had no intention of using it as an actual plot
point. Or like, having a plot. Whoops.

Wing closed his eyes and let out a long-suffering sigh. “Are you fucking serious?”

“Serious about you all fucking,” said the man called Shin. “Now, here’s how this is going to
go. Prince Wu, we’re—”

Suddenly Wing couldn’t take it. 

“I HAVE HAD SO MUCH SEX THIS WEEK!” he shouted. “ALL I WANTED WAS A
LITTLE PRACTICE, OKAY? JUST ENOUGH TO CONVINCE SOMEONE NICE TO BE
MY BOYFRIEND OR GIRLFRIEND OR SOMETHING! BUT I’M SO TIRED! I’M
HUNGOVER! I SPENT THE LAST FOUR HOURS STUCK IN A CLOSET TRYING NOT
TO PISS IN THE CORNER! WHY DOES IT HAVE TO BE A PORNO? WHY? WHAT IS
WRONG WITH EVERYONE THIS WEEK?! I—” 

Chef stepped forward and slapped him hard across the face. “Shut up, Wing,” he growled.
“You’re not important. If you don’t want to be in the mover, we’ll kill you and use that
waterbender. Nothing to me. Eight years I’ve been in your house and you don’t even know
my Koh-damned name. Unbelievable.”

Wing swallowed hard and tried to ignore the stinging in his face. 

“W-what do you want me to do?” asked Hasook, a slight shake to his voice. Wu uttered a
high-pitched squeak.

“As I was saying,” said Shin, “Prince Wu here is the star of the show. He’s gonna get good
and fucked in front of this motion camera here. If you both decide to participate, he’ll be the
fingertrap bitch. If not, he gets it up the ass. Wu, you’re job is to do as your told and to look
like you like it. If you whine or yell or scream with anything but lust, you’re dead.”

“But what if I don’t?” Wu asked, his voice trembling. 

“You’re gonna love every bit of this and you’re gonna beg for more,” Chef said. “Really sell
it. If you don’t convince us, you won’t convince the audience, and that’s not very good for
blackmail, now is it?”



“It’s okay,” Wing said under his breath. “We won’t hurt you. Just pretend we’re both Mako or
something.” 

“And what do we do?” asked Hasook. 

“You?” said Shin. “You’re the fingers. You can decide with Dipshit Beifong who gets what
end of the prince.”

“You see, it’s symbolic either way,” Chef added. “On the one hand, Prince Wu blowing a
Beifong while getting fucked by the Northern Water Tribe is a pretty fair representation of
politics. On the other, Wu blowing a waterbender while he gets fucked by the Beifongs is
about how effective the Earth Kingdom thinks you are. So either works.”

Shin looked at him. “That was deep.”

“Thanks.”

“So,” said Shin, “the last little detail we need is how to keep the three of you, or I guess two
of you, from attacking us with your bending and running away. We can’t very well leave you
tied up. But we also can not, you know?”

Suddenly there was a knock at the door.

“Ah, right on time.” Shin sauntered to the door and opened it. A short, slight woman in a long
coat walked in. She peered at the captives through round glasses. Her wide grey eyes were
impassive. Wing blinked. Iknik Varrick’s assistant-wife? But Shin had just admitted he’d
stolen the mover camera from Varrick Industries.

“Why did you break the lock?” she asked, as if reading Wing’s thoughts. “They’re
expensive.”

Shin shrugged. “Varrick’s idea. He said it wouldn’t be the first time he’s paid people to steal
his own stuff and make it look like a robbery.”

Varrick’s idea? What the hell was going on? 

“Very well,” said Zhu Li. “I’m at your disposal.”

“Varrick said you knew how to tie shibari,” said Chef. “Part of your duties. I never touch the
stuff. We need you to tie up Wu here so he’s rigged for fun. The other two as well. They need
to be able to fuck him. Can you do it?”

Zhu Li gave the three men a long look, as if studying them. Then she held out her hand for
the coil of black rope Shin had just pulled from the box that had contained the mover. 

“Not a problem,” she said. She walked towards Wing. “I’ll start with Wu as he is the
smallest. Then position the others around him. Wu, I’m going to untie you. Take off your
clothes. Then I’ll tie you again.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a thick metal
necklace. She draped it over Wu’s neck and fastened it close, rather like a choker. “If you try
to run away this will electrocute you.”



Wu let out a high-pitched whine. He didn’t try to run though. Slowly Zhu Li untied the ropes
around the prince’s arms. She then removed his jacket, vest, and shirt until he was bare-
chested and shivering. Wu didn’t move. She re-tied the ropes, first binding his wrists behind
his back, then a second loop around his biceps, effectively pinning his arms behind him. Last
she ran a line from the center of Wu’s thin chest up around his neck. The implication was
clear. If he yanked his arms too hard, he’d choke himself.

Next she went to work on his legs. She removed Wu’s pants and shoes, leaving only his
undershorts. Then Zhu Li pulled him into a kneeling position and swiftly tied each ankle to
his thigh with three tight loops. When she was done, Wu looked a bit like a turkey boar
trussed up for mid-autumn dinner. He supposed Chef would approve. The prince couldn’t run
now even if she wanted to.

She moved on to Hasook next, transferring the electric collar from Wu before removing his
pants and undershorts. Wing knew it was impolite, but he couldn’t help staring at Hasook as
he was undressed. There had always been rumors about the Water Tribe; apparently at least
some of them true. The man was hung.

“Really?” Hasook said through gritted teeth. “You’re checking me out?”

Wing quickly looked away. “Was not,” he muttered. 

“You totally were!” 

Varrick’s assistant pulled a small black box out of her pocket and pushed a button. “Ow!”
barked Hasook. “That hurt!”

“That’s better,” she said. “No more arguing.”

Hasook muttered something but stood still as Zhu Li tied his hands behind his back, then
bound his arms in a similar fashion to Wu so that he wouldn’t be able to waterbend. She
didn’t tie his legs though, nor did she remove the shock collar. It seemed she was relying on
the mecha to quash any impulse Hasook had to make a break for it.

Finally she turned to Wing. Her gray eyes looked huge behind her glasses. 

“Strip,” she said. “I wasn’t told there would be two, so I don’t have another shock collar. But
if you run it’ll be one-on-three, and you’re very disposable. Do the right thing.” 

Wing swallowed hard and nodded, then peeled off his clothes. They were sticky with cold
sweat. The freezing air bit into him, too, and belatedly he realized that this room was
probably some kind of food storage area. It would make sense that Chef would know such a
place. No one would come looking for him here.

Zhu Li moved behind him to tie his hands. Wing shifted slightly and, just on the edges of his
vision, saw a pair of light blue eyes focused somewhere around his waist. Was Hasook low-
key checking him out, too? He felt a slight thickening between his thighs as he thought about
what it might feel like if he and the waterbender were alone. No Wu. No Shin. No Zhu Li or
fucking nameless traitor Chef. They could still use the ropes. Except...



“Wait,” said Wing. “How are we supposed to fuck with no hands?”

“Use your dick!” Chef said. “Sheesh, kid, I didn’t realize you were this dumb.”

Wing rolled his eyes. “I know I use my dick, but clearly you’ve never had sex with a man.
You can’t just go ramming in there.” He looked pointedly around the room. “There’s no lube,
either. I know you don’t care if we hurt him, but no amount of death threats is going to make
Wu smile into the camera getting a dry fuck without any prep. Especially if you go with
monster cock over there in back.” He tipped his head towards Hasook. Wing could have
sworn the man blushed slightly. “Seriously, one of us needs at least a couple of fingers to
open him up.”

Wu shuddered. “He’s right,” he said quietly. “I don’t want to die, I really really don’t, but I’ve
been with enough guys. I’m fine with the sex part, whatever you want. Spirits at least you
picked me out handsome ones. But I’m not really known for my acting.” He laughed
awkwardly. “Honest Wu, that’s me.”

Zhu Li looked over at Shin and Chef. 

“One hand,” said Chef. “I’ll cover him. Wing, you make any bad choices and I’ll chop up
your nads and feed them to your mother.”

“What did I ever do to you?” Wing asked as the young woman tied his right arm. “Okay, I get
it, I don’t know your name. But most people don’t know mine, either. I’ve been called Wei
and Wang and ‘that guy’ all week. Is that enough reason to want to chop my balls off and
bury me in a hole?”

Chef gave him a wide smile. “No, you being a classist asshole is just icing on the cake.
Didn’t your mother tell you I’m a pirate? Pirates like money. Guess who offered to pay me a
lot of money to kidnap the next leader of the Earth Kingdom and generate some blackmail?”

“Varrick?” Wing offered. It seemed the logical answer given his wife was tying everyone up.

Chef seemed to deflate slightly. “Way to ruin a big reveal.” 

“But why?” whined Wu. “I like Varrick! He was going to build me a shiny new train system
in Ba Sing Se, we were going to call it the WuRide, and he has great hair. Why would he want
to blackmail me?”

“Well, he built Kuvira that city-destroying weapon,” Hasook mused. “And didn’t he blow up
that building downtown just so he could sell a bunch of weapons? It was on the news a few
years ago because he broke out of prison.” 

Zhu Li made a tutting sound and pursed her lips, but said nothing. 

“Times up,” said Shin. “Less talking, more fucking. You with the hand, Wang or whatever,
you’re on ass duty. Secret kickstand, it’s your lucky day, go get blown. Prince Wu, it’s time to
be a star.”



Bending During Sex (Shiro Shinobi)

Hasook walked over and positioned himself in front of Wu. He kept one eye nervously on the
camera that Shin had set upon a thin tripod. Wing maneuvered himself behind.

“He’s too low down,” he said. “What am I supposed to do?” Wu, on the shorter side to begin
with, was at least a foot below where Wing needed him to be. Hasook had it even worse. Not
only was the waterbender nearly as tall as Baatar, with his arms tied Wu’s face was actually
pressed against the floor. He might conceivably balance on his knees, but as soon as Wing
started thrusting he’d fall over.

“Kneel,” said Chef. “Both of you. Then if you don’t wanna end up in the dirt you’ll shut up
and make it work. If it’s a little degrading for the prince here, well, that’s kinda the point.”

Wing traded a look with Hasook, then they both knelt on either end of Wu. “What if we roll
him over?” he said. “Can you straddle him without choking him with that thing?” 

“I think so.” Hasook wiggled one knee in a way that put him on delicious display. He wasn’t
precisely soft now, either. “Pro-bending gives you strong thighs.”

Wing tried hard not to react to that statement, especially naked. Instead he looked at Chef,
Shin, and Zhu Li. “A little help here?”

Zhu Li started forward but Shin put a hand on her arm. “Nah, I wanna watch them try,” he
said. “It’ll be funny.” 

“Okay, flip him on three?” he said. “I can use the hand if you push.”

“I’m right here,” said Wu. “Don’t I get a say?”

“No,” Wing and Hasook said at the same time. Wing counted to three, then pushed against
Wu’s hip with his free hand. At the same time, Hasook used his knee against his shoulder.
Wu rolled and wobbled onto his back like a flipped turtleduck. Though he still wore his white
undershorts Wing could see a definite bulge. He relaxed just a smidge, grateful that what he
was about to do to the prince wasn’t entirely unwelcome. It wasn’t much reassurance, but it
would have to do.

Wing looked to his left. Seven eyes stared back; two eager, two laughing, two utterly
disinterested. And then the last. Wide, perfectly round, with all the inhumanity of the black
barrel of a fire canon. There would be no mercy there, not from anyone. 

“Smile,” said Shin as he pushed a lever on the back of the mover camera. “You all had better
sell this.” There was a series of clicks and a little whirr before the big wheels on the side
sprang to life. The thin brown strip flickered between the reels. 

Wing turned back to the two men in front of him. Hasook shrugged slightly, then looked
down at Wu. “Ready, Wu?”



Wu stared up with wide green eyes. “Please let me blow you,” he said loudly. “I spend all day
with all of these important leaders facing big decisions. And then people look at me like I’m
supposed to know what to do! How would I know? President Raiko made some speech this
morning about the need for infrastructure investments in any new Earth Kingdom republic
and I spent the whole time thinking he was anti-democracy. Turns out I don’t even know the
difference between a democracy and a republic! Aren’t they the same thing? Prince Iroh was
trying to explain over lunch, he was very nice about it, but all I could think about was how
badly I wanted to mess up his hair. I’m not that kind of prince, okay? And I don’t want to be!
Life was so much easier when I could just do what I wanted and people had to like me no
matter what. I want something I can control. Something I’m good at. So give it to me
already! Give it to me! Do it!”

Hasook raised his eyebrows as Wing gaped at him. For all their odd circumstances, Wu
sounded sincere. There was a pleading look in his eyes as he focused on Hasook’s half-hard
cock. Either he was a far better actor than Wing had given him credit for, or he really did
want to be fucked. 

Hasook seemed to come to the same conclusion. He stepped around and over the prince until
he was standing over his chest, then knelt down in a squat. It was hard to do with his hands
tied but he managed. This had the unfortunate side effect of putting Hasook’s smooth ass
right in front of Wing. The muscles in his thick thighs bulged with the strain of keeping him
in the squat. It all reminded Wing a bit of Avatar Korra, which of course brought up what
he’d done to her just the day before. In spite of everything he felt himself getting hard. 

“And Hasook takes the lead,” muttered Hasook in a frighteningly accurate parody of
Republic City’s pro-bending announcer. He seemed to be talking himself into it in the most
familiar language possible. “He lines it up, waiting for the shot. It’s all on the line, folks. Can
he do it? Well I for one think he can!” A moment later there was a wet slurping sound.
Hasook grunted. Wing did his best to ignore it and focused on the task at hand. He knelt
down and used his one free hand to pull down Wu’s underpants. The prince was bigger than
he’d expected; not that it mattered. His asshole looked like a shriveled nut though. This was
going to take some work. Wing stuck a finger in his mouth, then traced it along the outside of
Wu’s hole. 

“Open up for me,” he said. “I want to fuck you.”

“Mpfh mff pff,” said Wu around Hasook’s cock, which Wing took as some kind of
permission. He slipped his spit-covered finger into Wu. He worked slowly, trying to be as
gentle as possible while still going fast. The sooner all this was over, the better. Suddenly
being grounded forever safe in his parents’ house seemed pretty nice. 

Eventually Wu opened enough where he thought he could try it. Wing was fully hard now,
not just from looking at the way the prince was twitching but from being front row to
whatever he was doing to Hasook. The waterbender was rocking steadily, fucking into Wu’s
mouth with a gentle rhythm. The motion made the muscles of his lower back flex beautifully.
Spirits, he was in good shape. And that ass. It was like someone had sculpted it out of
polished agate. 



Wing focused on Hasook’s as and pushed himself into Wu. The prince made a long moaning
sound and shuddered against him. Wing went slowly, letting Wu get used to him before
finally bottoming out in his ass. All the while he never took his eyes off Hasook. No one had
to know, right? 

There was loud a bang to the left. “Hey!” someone shouted. Wing jerked his head to see
several figures rush through the door in a sudden haze of steam. Indistinct figures streamed
into the room, followed by a series of grunts and slaps and crashes. There was the distinct
sizzle of electricity and the sharp tang of ozone. A few moments later, silence.

The steam began to clear. Shin, Chef, and Zhu Li were insensible on the floor, bound with
ropes of water and metal. The mover camera lay shattered on its side. And standing above it
all, Wing saw seven new people: Avatar Korra, Asami Sato, Mako, Bolin, General Iroh, and,
to his horror, Wei and his mother.

“Mako!” shouted Wu. “I knew you’d find me!” 

Mako pressed a palm to his face. “Do I even want to know this time?”



Hate Sex (Ghazan)

Chapter Notes

LAST DAMN DEAD CHARACTER OMG I HAVE LEARNED MY LESSON

The Ghazan Conference Room looked disturbingly like the Ming-Hua Conference Room.
Same long table (the perfect height for fucking someone laid across it), same comfortable-
looking uncomfortable chairs and not-quite-soundproof walls, same pale nondescript
wallpaper meant to soothe tense negotiations and put everyone with half a brain to sleep.
Perhaps that was part of his mother’s plan, too. Not only had she named the most boring
rooms after her enemies, she’d made them indistinguishable from one another. 

Speaking of his mother, and of enemies. 

Suyin Beifong stared across the table with jade chip eyes. Her lips were pressed into a line so
thin they had disappeared entirely. 

“What,” she said, her voice like ice, “were you thinking?”

Wing looked right to where Hasook and Prince Wu were seated. They were all fully clothed
now, but looked pale and tense. Wu was wearing what looked suspiciously like Mako’s
jacket. Neither of them answered.

“Which part?” Wing asked. 

“All of it.” 

He swallowed hard. There was no running this time. No back door, no closet. He let out a
long sigh. “Otaku dumped me.”

Wei raised his eyebrows. “Otaku? That fat little airbender? I didn’t even know you two were
dating.”

Wing grimaced. “We weren’t. We were… doing other stuff. I asked him to be my boyfriend
and he said no.”

“And you thought that meant you and my boyfriend could go balls deep in Prince Wu
instead?”

“No,” Wing answered at the same time Hasook said, “I’m not your boyfriend anymore.”

Korra looked between the three of them and smiled. “Neat. Love triangle. I used to be in one
of those.” 



“Wing! Wei!” Suyin snapped. “What is going on?”

“That’s not important,” said General Iroh, shaking his head. “We only need to understand
what happened in that room. I’m sorry about your love life, but the fact of the matter is that a
head of state was kidnapped in the middle of a peace summit. Your accusations are serious, as
are the consequences.” 

“Please,” said Asami next to him. “Just tell us what happened.”

“I’m sorry,” Wing said as he stared at his mother’s angry face. “I didn’t mean to break that
window.”

“Wing, no one cares about the window,” said Iroh. His mother opened her mouth to object
but the general shot her a stern look. “What we want to know is, what happened to the three
of you in that room? And why were you in mine, and Master Katara’s, and my mother’s, and
the room where your parents keep Aiwei’s body? The pygmy shirshus don’t lie. I know that
we are guests in your house, Wing, but I would have expected more respect for our privacy.
Unless there’s something we don’t know?”

Wing sagged against his chair. After everything Iroh had done for him. 

“I’m sorry,” he said again. “It was all an accident, I swear. When I left your room last night I
just wanted to get away. I couldn’t find mine though, not right away. I was too drunk. I
wound up in that horrible room upstairs instead and a ghost started licking me! I know it
sounds crazy. I ran away and your mom, I mean the Firelord, she found me in the hall. She
helped me out and invited me back to her room. Commander Bumi was there too.”

Iroh started slightly at the mention of the commander’s name. He didn’t say anything though.
Wing abruptly decided not to elaborate.

“They were nice is all,” he continued. “When I sobered up a bit I went back to my room and
slept. But when I tried to go get something to eat mom started screaming at me. I ran into the
first room I could find. I guess it was Katara’s. It… I didn’t want to be there, so I left and
found a different place to hide. In your room. In the closet.”

Iroh blanched at that. “What time was this?”

“I’m not sure. I fell asleep.” 

“Wait,” said Suyin. “Do you mean you spent all day yesterday when I couldn’t find you in
General Iroh’s closet? I searched half of Zaofu before I thought to use one of the guards’
shirshus.”

Wing nodded. “I’m really sorry, General. I didn’t want to interrupt you and Asami while you
were, um, there. I waited until after you left to come out.”

Everyone in the room looked at Iroh and Asami. Asami shrugged, then reached one hand
behind Iroh’s neck and pulled him down into a deep kiss. There were a few gasps from
around the table and at least one giggle. 



“Finally!” hissed Korra. 

Mako stared at her. “You knew?”

“You didn’t?”

When they finally parted, Iroh’s face was approximately the color of his jacket. “What?”
asked Asami. “It’s as good a time to tell them as any.”

Iroh cleared his throat. “Ehem. Yes. Well, as you can see, Miss Sato and I are in a
relationship. But that’s hardly relevant.”

“The hell it’s not,” said Suyin. “I know for a fact any sense Raiko makes comes out of your
mouth first. Why didn’t you disclose this? If you’re in bed with Future Industries, how is
Zaofu supposed to know this whole infrastructure push as part of the new republic isn’t just
to throw them contracts?”

“I am not in bed with Future Industries,” scowled Iroh. “Asami and my relationship is
entirely personal. We only just made it official, which I imagine Wing overheard and can
verify. And I’ll remind you that it was agents of Varrick Industries who was holding Prince
Wu hostage tonight, not Asami. Along with your pirate of a chef, I might add.”

“And like I need Iroh’s help,” Asami added. She rolled her eyes and turned back to Wing.
“Ignore that. As you were saying? What happened when you, um, left our closet?”

Wing nodded. “When the coast was clear I went down to the kitchen. I hadn’t eaten anything
in ages. But as soon as I got there someone knocked me out. I woke up in that room with
Hasook and Prince Wu.” 

“And next?” Iroh asked.

“Mom, your chef came in, along with a guy he called Shin. Chef gave me a hard time about
not knowing his name. They said something about blackmailing Wu by making a porno. If
Hasook and I didn’t fuck him they’d kill all of us. Then Varrick’s wife came in and she tied
us up to make it look like it was part of the act. None of us wanted to die so we got started,
and Wu even seemed into it, but then you all burst in and here I am.”

Mako’s eyes snapped to Wu, who blushed. “What?” he shrugged. “I made lemonade.”

“He’s telling the truth,” said Hasook. “Both of them.”

Iroh shoved back his chair. “I’d like to have a word with Varrick and the perpetrators. Suyin,
Korra, I think you should come as well. Asami, can you see if you can recover any of the
footage? Maybe they said something on tape.”

“Of course.” Asami got to her feet as well. “Mako, can you make sure everyone else gets
back to the Beifongs all right?”

Mako nodded. Wei stood with him, an odd expression on his face that was half furious, half
concerned. Wing ignored him. Traitor. Even if he had just helped save his… what exactly had



his brother saved again? Wing hadn’t even come.

“I’m hungry,” he grumbled as he trudged up the driveway toward the mansion. Asami had
given him a few crackers she’d had in her handbag, but other than that it had been at least a
day since he’d eaten.

“Me too,” said Hasook under his breath. “Don’t suppose that house of yours has anything at
this hour? We did just get your chef arrested.”

“Of course we do. It’ll be cold, but it’s food. Follow me once we get inside.”

Once in the doorway Mako made a big speech about responsibility and how they should all
get a good night’s sleep. Then he trotted off down the hallway, Wu in tow like a happy little
wheeled suitcase. Wei glared from Hasook to Wing and back again, then stomped off in the
direction of his new room, leaving them alone.

“Come on,” said Wing. Instead of going upstairs to his room he led Hasook back down to the
kitchen. This time he made sure the lights were on.

Together they made themselves plates of leftovers from dinner. Wing found a couple of beers
as well. There was nowhere to sit in the kitchen, so instead they sat on the floor. 

“So,” said Hasook, “this has been a pretty weird day.”

“Yep.” They ate in silence for a while. Then Wing asked, “did you really break up with Wei?”

“That fucker,” cursed Hasook, shaking his head. “He made it seem like I was the bad guy. He
begged me to come here, and when I told him I was busy he flipped out and left. When I
showed up to try to make it up to him I found out he’d already moved on. Unbelievable.” 

“Wei can be a dick.” Wing thought about it. “I still love him, but I kind of hate him right now.
Same with my ex. How do you turn around and date someone’s twin?”

“Yeah.” Hasook’s pale blue eyes met his. “That’d be weird. So, um, you hate your ex, I hate
my ex. I guess neither of us are getting any tonight then?”

Wing’s chest tightened. “Um. I guess not.”

“You, uh, wanna jerk each other off?”

“Yeah.” Wing licked his bone dry lips. “Now?”

“Take the beers.” 

Wing let Hasook follow him back upstairs to his room. He found it on the first try. 

“So, here we are again,” he said, flipping on the light.

“Yeah.” Hasook walked over and sat down on the bed while Wing grabbed a couple of towels
and a bottle of lube from the bathroom. By the time he came back the other man’s pants were



already around his knees. 

“Here.” Wing tossed him a towel, undid his own pants, then sat next to Hasook. He squirted
some lube on his hand and passed the bottle. “Ready?”

“Go for it,” said Hasook. Wing felt a warm hand on his cock a moment later. He jerked
slightly in surprise, then made himself stay still and focused on the task at hand.

Hasook was, by far, the largest man Wing had ever seen up close. His dick was fascinating.
He knew it was rude to stare, but then again, at least now he had an excuse. He stroked it
slowly, adding pressure as he went, watching the dark flesh get longer and thicker under his
hand. It was almost like magic. 

Slowly Hasook picked up the pace, quickening his own strokes in time with his panting
breath. Wing copied him. They may as well keep in sync. It was also becoming difficult to
concentrate. 

“Fuck,” muttered Hasook. “Fuck, you’re so good at this. A little harder.” 

Wing glowed. It was the first time someone had told him he was good at anything in a while.
He tightened his grip slightly and started rubbing his thumb around the head with every up
stroke. Hasook actually groaned. Then he copied Wing. 

“Shit, that’s good,” he gasped. Fuck, he wasn’t going to last much longer like this. Wing
fumbled blindly for the towel. 

Hasook came first. His thick cock spasmed under Wing’s hand. The sensation sent Wing
himself tumbling over the edge. He spurted into the waiting towel just as Hasook let go of his
dick.

They both sat there on the edge of the bed, panting, neither of them looking at one another. 

“Okay,” Hasook said. “Um, thanks. Guess I’ll go now.”

“Okay.” Wing finally met the other man’s eye. “Guess I’ll see you around?”

“Yeah.” Hasook seemed to study his face for a moment. Then he leaned forward. “I’m so
done with Wei,” he murmured, and kissed him.



Collaring (Raiko)

Chapter Notes

Fuck Raiko in every AU. Yes I am biased. No I don't care.

For a moment Wing didn’t react at all he was so surprised. Hasook had called him a creep
only earlier that evening. There’d been nothing intimate about what they’d just done, either;
just two guys trying to get off and blow off some steam after a strange, stressful day. Wing
probably could have been anybody. Or so he’d thought. 

That line of thinking lasted approximately .5 seconds. 

Wing leaned into the kiss. It wasn’t quite like what they’d shared earlier that week, but then
again considering Hasook had thought he was his brother maybe that was okay. This was
new. New was good. Or at least, Hasook hadn’t called him Wang yet. 

Hasook broke the kiss first. “Is that okay?” he asked.

“Would I have kissed back if it wasn’t?” 

“I actually have no idea. From the sound of it you fucked half of Zaofu this week. So maybe?
I don’t really know you.” 

“Do… do you want to know me?” Wing couldn’t quite bring himself to meet the other man’s
eyes. Hasook wasn’t wrong. He’d had a lot of sex lately. Probably too much. So it was
awkward to admit that in spite of all that the waterbender was the only person he’d actually
kissed and, until a minute ago, that had been by mistake. 

Hasook smiled a little. “I’m still figuring that out I guess. It’s been a strange couple of days.”

“I’ll take it.” Wing returned the smile. “Pull your pants up and sleep on it. You know where I
live.”

Hasook laughed at that. He had a nice laugh, rough and throaty. “Works for me. See you
around?”

“Yeah.” Wing stood and pulled up his pants. Hasook did likewise. Then he furrowed his
brows, looking slightly puzzled. 

“Oh, right,” he said, reaching into his pocket. He pulled out a small black box and a gleaming
loop of metal. “I almost forgot. What do I do with this shock collar thing?” 

 



 

The next morning Wing walked down to the guest room President Raiko had shared with his
wife. According to his mother she’d left in a huff after the broken window incident had gone
mostly unpunished. So much the better. He knocked. 

President Raiko opened the door in a deep purple dressing gown. “Who are you?” he asked. 

“Wing,” said Wing with a smile. “I was kidnapped along with Hasook and Prince Wu last
night.”

“Ah,” said Raiko. “Well, that’s none of my business. Now, I’ve got a summit to attend.” He
started to close the door.

Wing stopped it with one hand. “Not yet. I heard you’re not prosecuting Varrick and Zhu Li?
Even though they clearly hired those goons to kidnap and blackmail Prince Wu? Zhu Li even
tied us up.”

“It’s out of my hands,” Raiko said briskly. “International incident. If they’ve skipped town
there’s nothing I can do.”

“They’re UR citizens."

“I don’t have to explain myself to you, boy,” he snapped. “Extradition is incredibly
unpopular. Rally ‘round the flag and all that, and I’ve got an election coming up. And Varrick
Industries is a major contributor to the economy. Not to mention that fucking harebrained
train thing General Iroh keeps going on about. Blah blah economic opportunity, it’ll cost a
fortune, but at least that means a fortune in corporate taxes, too. It certainly outweighs any
petty joke Varrick may or may not have played on someone as young and gullible as Prince
Wu.”

Wing’s smile widened. “That’s about what I thought.” He reached into his pocket and drew
out the metal collar. “Do you know what this is?”

“I’m not buying your art project, if that’s what you mean,” said Raiko. “Some strange green-
haired boy already tried to sell me a sculpture. Said it was called ‘victory’ but it looked to me
like he’d shat out scrap.”

“Nope,” said Wing. “It’s a gift.” With that he tossed the collar into the air. He stepped back,
reached for the flying metal with his chi and as it fell. He shoved it inside President Raiko’s
robe, wrapping it tightly three times around the base of his balls.

“Agh!” Raiko’s hands shot between his legs, but it was too late. Maybe he was no pro-
bender, but Wing had always been fast. “Boy!” he shouted as he tugged at his nuts. “What’s
the meaning of this?”

Wing reached in his pocket and pushed the smallest button on the black box. Raiko yelped
and scrabbled at his balls. The metal was too tight though. Wing had made sure of that.



“It’s from Varrick,” he said. “Now shut up unless you want more of that. Here’s the deal.
From now until the end of this peace summit, I own your sack. I only want three things. Are
you ready to listen?”

Raiko nodded, face pale.

“One. Do everything in your power to track down Varrick and Zhu Li and hold them
accountable for what they did to me, my friend Hasook, and Prince Wu. Letting them go is
not cool.”

The president opened his mouth to object. Wing twitched the hand in his pocket and he
promptly shut it again, then nodded. 

“Two, do whatever General Iroh says. I owe him, and he’s probably right anyway. He’s
certainly smarter than you, and with Asami Sato helping that makes them like eight times as
smart. It’s for everyone’s good, okay?”

“But the polls—”

Wing pushed the button. Raiko actually squealed this time as his balls were shocked again.
His fluffy little mustache was starting to stand on end, too. It looked like an electrocuted
hamster.

“Wrong answer,” said Wing. “I’m looking for yes. Also don’t give them shit for dating.”

“Yes!” squeaked Raiko. 

“Three,” said Wing, “be extra nice to my mom. I haven’t been a great son this week and I
want to make it up to her. Tell her you like the food and that the window is no problem. Oh,
and go tell my brother you’ll buy his art, too. Huan acts all tough but he needs the kudos.”

“What’s stopping me from screaming for my security team and having you hanged instead?”
Raiko spat. 

Wing shrugged. “I’ll tell them you made me do it as some weird sex kink. Then I’ll tell every
tabloid in the United Republic. You don’t seem to have a problem with blackmail, right? I’ll
also push the second button. You’re probably done having kids, but I bet it’ll hurt like a
bitch.” 

“Okay! You win!” Raiko’s hand never left the inside of his robe. “How do I get this fucking
thing off?”

“I take it off when the peace summit ends. Better get started.” And with that Wing trotted
down the hall to breakfast. He helped himself to two full plates—he was still making up for
lost time—then made his way out into the gardens. He hadn’t seen Hasook anywhere. Not
that he was looking. But it wouldn’t hurt to check.

General Iroh sat on one of the long benches in the garden. A newspaper lay open on one
crossed leg. Asami Sato was tucked into his side, her back curled against his chest. Her long
hair lay in inky streaks across his red jacket. She was reading her own stack of papers, which



she’d propped up against her bent knees. Iron’s arm rested comfortably across her stomach.
Two cups of steaming tea and a single plate of pastries rested on the small table in front of
them. 

As Wing watched Asami dropped her head back to look at the general upside down. He
smiled, kissed her on the forehead, and went back to reading his paper with a silly grin. Good
for them. 

“Hi!” he waved, more cheery than he felt. “Good luck at the peace thingy today!”

Iroh looked up and tipped him a salute with a smile. Asami grinned and waved as well.
Something in Wing’s stomach twisted. He wasn’t jealous, exactly, but it must be nice to have
someone like you for who you were and not just how you were in bed. Here the two of them
were, happier reading and sharing a pastry together than when they’d been fucking like
rabaroos. Wing had thought that relationships ruined everything. Now here he was, full of
experience and yet exactly where he’d started. Alone.

He wandered down one of the garden paths, suddenly in the rare mood to be by himself.
Better get used to it, right? Hasook was clearly avoiding him. Whatever moment they’d
shared the night before was long past. Wing thought about writing to Otaku, seeing if maybe
the airbender would be interested in a friends with benefits thing, then remembered that he
was probably fucking his brother instead. That wasn’t somewhere he wanted to go. Wing
didn’t really hate Wei, he couldn’t, it would be like hating a part of himself. But that didn’t
mean he wanted to share a fuck buddy, either. 

He was so lost in thought that he almost bumped into a man hurrying in the opposite
direction. 

“Hey,” grumbled Wing, “watch where you’re going.” Then he looked up. 

Two pale blue eyes met his. “Hey. I um, was looking for you.” 

“Yeah?” Wing tried to ignore the tingling in his lips as he remembered last night’s kiss, or the
slight twitch in his pants as he thought of Hasook’s warm hands on his dick. Making him
hard. Making him feel good. Telling him that he made him feel good, too. 

“Yeah.” Hasook looked around the empty part of the garden. They were alone. “So, what are
you doing today? I don’t really know Zaofu. I didn’t come here with much of a plan, and I
thought maybe if you were free you could show me around some? If you do, I’ll buy lunch.”

Wing swallowed. “Like a date?”

“Maybe. Do you want it to be?”

“Yeah,” said Wing. “I think I do.”

Hasook smiled at that. “Good. It’s a date then.”



End Notes

This series was a TON of fun. What utterly ridiculous nonsense. I hope you enjoyed getting
to know Wing on his various adventures. Maybe I'll write him into something sane one day. I
rather like the guy.

Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work!

http://archiveofourown.org/works/34203310/comments/new
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