
      One in a Million


      
      
      
         
         Meow

      
      

      

      
      
         A bright white tears across her vision, her world—her self—fracturing and splitting even as she fights tooth and claw to pull herself back out of the void. She can feel her mind unravelling like a thread torn by the viscous forces of the damaged portal, and at once there are countless Catras in her mind and they are many and they are one.



In this moment, a million Catras live a million lifetimes. Six thousand, three hundred and forty-seven leave the Horde and follow Adora to the Rebellion; two thousand, one hundred and twenty-nine persuade her to stay; three hundred and twelve find the sword themselves, and lead the Horde or the Rebellion to victory. There are hundreds of thousands of fights, dances, grabs, glances. Some of the Catras live in whole other worlds, where stars shine in the inky blackness of the sky, where she has no tail, where Adora has a tail; there are worlds with robots and spaceships, and there are worlds with high schools and coffee shops. And one Catra…








“Adora, I’m boooored.”



Across the lounge, the gentle tapping of the laptop keyboard stops. Catra stretches across the sofa, her back arching as the warm light of the sun, streaming in from the windows, casts a red glow over her eyelids.



“Is there anything you wanna do?” Adora asks, barely a hint of exasperation sneaking into her voice. Not that Catra can blame her: it must be the thirteenth time she’s said that in as many days.



“I wanna go outside and do something, Adora.” Catra lowers her back, sinking into the cushions with a melancholy sigh. “No offense, but when I said I wanted us to be together forever, I didn’t mean literally stuck inside the apartment all the time.” She snorts, muttering quietly to herself. “Stupid quarantine.”



Footsteps pat across the carpet, and soon fingers are running softly through her hair, brushing softly against her head. She purrs softly, rolling onto her side and pressing her head into Adora’s hand, a smile dancing on her lips.



“None taken,” Adora says. “As soon as we can go out, I’m spending, like, a whole day with Glimmer and Bow. I love being around you, don’t get me wrong, but I miss everyone else.”



Catra hums, frowning. “Less talking, more ear scritches,” she mutters, and Adora laughs, fingers gently rubbing the soft fur behind her ears. Catra buries her face against Adora’s leg to hide her smile.



“You wanna watch a movie this morning?” Adora asks, after what feels like a lifetime. Her fingers have roamed, and one hand is gently brushing knuckles along Catra’s neck. “I’ve gotta finish these applications, but we can put something on TV and curl up while I work?”



Catra twists her head up, her eyes fluttering open to see Adora and her dumb smile gazing down at her. She smirks. “I dunno, Adora. If you’ve got to get stuff done, I’m not sure Netflix and chill is our best option…”



A blush spreads across Adora’s face like wildfire, and Catra bursts into laughter. “I’m kidding! C’mon, I’ll get blankets and snacks if you pick a movie?” With that, she pulls herself up, striding to the door and looking back over her shoulder at Adora, who is still perched, speechless, on the old sofa’s armrest. The bright light of the sun shines through the flimsy curtain behind her, outlining her in radiant glow, and for a moment Catra can’t help but stare at her, watching as the shock and the embarrassment fade from her features, leaving behind gentle contentment. With a soft smile and a warm glow in her chest, Catra turns, and fades into the hallway.
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