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"Gojo has a girlfriend!?" - Gojo Satoru x f!reader

by personb

Summary

Yuuji has just overheard a phone call with Gojo and this seemingly mysterious woman who's coming to visit. He brings the news to the other students, adamant that their teacher has a girlfriend much to the disbelief of Maki, especially when the possibility of the girlfriend being you arises.


Notes


          See the end of the work for  notes













"Gojo has a girlfriend!?" - Gojo Satoru x f!reader



"People can be stunningly unobservant."

- Stephen King

 
"Guys, guys! Gojo has a girlfriend!" Yuuji announced, slamming the door open to the classroom.
"I refuse to believe that," Nobara said rolling her eyes. “He couldn’t get a girlfriend even if he had the most romantic script in front of him.”
"I second that," Maki said, not even looking up from her phone.
"Tuna, tuna," Toge agreed.
"He’s not that bad-" Yuuji started.
"He’s an egotistical, immature man child who thinks dick jokes are the height of humour, what woman would be attracted to that?" Maki glared.
"Then explain to me why I heard him call someone babe over the phone just now! And why I heard a girl’s laugh!"
"You say that like he doesn’t do that to everyone," Nobara sighed.
"He said they were coming today anyway!" Yuuji insisted. "And he said “I love you” before he hung up!"
Now that raised eyebrows in the room.
"He… he really said that?" Maki said slowly for Yuuji just to nod enthusiastically in reply. "Then who the hell did he brainwash to be his girlfriend?!"
The group moved out of the classroom to outside as they argued leaving Megumi alone to slurp his noodles who was happy to be forgotten in the conversation since he already knew the answer. Watching the two adults yearn obviously after each other for years still scarred him, but he was happy you were coming today, even if you had the worst taste in men.
"Seriously who the hell is it!" Nobara yelled. "There’s no way its Utahime right?" The group was stood at the top of the stone stairs that led into the school, waiting for the mysterious visitor.
"She’d rather die," Maki deadpanned.
"Mei Mei?"
"She’d go for someone richer."
"Yuki?"
"She’s too busy for relationships, let alone with Gojo."
"Shoko?"
"We would have noticed that by now."
"A civilian?" Yuuji suggested.
"Like there’s any way he could explain the jujutsu world to a civilian without making it look like he was insane."
Panda hummed from behind them. "(y/n)?"
Maki went still. "How dare you taint her name like that."
Yuuji and Nobara looked to each other. "(y/n)?" they said in sync.
"She’s one of the only other special grade sorcerers," Panda explained. "She was in Shoko and Gojo’s grade in school. She’s Gojo’s best friend."
Yuuji and Nobara’s eyes widened.
"He has friends?" Nobara asked with a bit too much genuine shock.
"Somehow," Maki spoke solemnly, pushing up her glasses. "But (y/n) is too cool to ever do that!" She looked to the sky with her outstretched hand dramatically. "I would never idolise and want to follow in the footsteps of someone if they were that foolish!"
"Bonito flakes!"
Nobara mouthed a ‘woah’ at Maki’s intensity, never seeing her look up to someone with so much passion.
A Megumi scratching his neck joined them from behind, now full enough of food to deal with what would soon happen.
"Who do you think it is?" Yuuji asked him.
Megumi sighed. "It’s-"
Panda whipped his head up, ears twitching, everyone falling silent. They strained their human ears and soon heard footsteps on the gravel coming towards them. Without warning, a stick came hurtling at Maki’s head with deadly accuracy who froze before quickly cutting it in half, the pieces gliding past her head before the others could even blink.
"You’ve certainly improved Maki!" A happy voice spoke. Soon they saw a woman with her hands in her pockets walking up the stone steps with a grin. "Yo yo yo," you greeted.
"(y/n)!" Nobara and Yuuji gulped at Maki, wondering how she would react to the attack. "How was my form? Was it alright?"
"Pretty good, pretty good," you laughed, "I personally would have just side stepped to dodge it to retain some energy. But if you’re going to counter, I’d suggest putting your front leg a little more forward to help with your balance, but I’m sure you already knew that." Offering Maki a knowing grin. "You reacted much faster than you did last time though that’s for sure. You’ll definitely have the Zenins kissing your ass in no time."
Maki nodded sharply with the compliment and Nobara couldn’t help but notice the smile she was trying to keep down to remain in her collected self.
You looked over to Megumi who begrudgingly stepped forward to say hello, but the twitching corners of his mouth said otherwise. You gave him the ritual hair ruffle which he leant down into, knowing you had missed being able to reach down to tiny child Megumi to bother him whenever you wanted, but he still indulged in your methods of affection.
"You keep getting taller what a pain," you whined.
"It is what happens when children reach puberty," Megumi deadpanned.
"Besides the point," you replied with the dismissive wave of a hand. "It’s of personal offense to me."
You looked over to the other two first years blankly, taking them in, analysing their builds and posture. They gulped nervously under your critical stare. "Ah you two must be nail girl and Sakuna’s vessel, Nobara and Yuuji, right?" You smiled, disarming their defensive walls, nodding. "Nice to meet you! I’ll be coming up here a bit more to help teach now and then, so I’ll get to know you two well soon."
They beamed and you couldn’t help but feel your heart warm at the positivity that still remained in young sorcerers. Too many let their immaturity and childlike wonder, and frankly the happy and fun, side of themselves behind as soon as they realised how the world really was for shamans, you included, but the younger generation always gave you a kick in the gut to force you to remember. An unintended gesture that was greatly appreciated.
"But anyway," you said, dropping you smile and sighing melodramatically. "Where’s the dipshit?"
"Who-?" Nobara and Yuuji started.
"Over by the track field," Maki said, the other second years and Megumi pointing with her.
"Coolio," you acknowledged and stuck your hands back in your pockets and started to walk towards the field before you heard Maki speak.
"Speaking of… Gojo," she began, "Is it true he has a girlfriend?"
You would have laughed at the question had it not been so shocking to you that the answer wasn’t glaringly obvious. You glanced over to Megumi who had obviously not told them yet, who just looked at you with so much resentment for having indirectly caused what must have been a very long conversation before you arrived.
You looked back to Maki. "He does yeah… why do you ask?"
"Well, we’ve been wondering who it is, is she a sorcerer?"
You nodded.
"Someone we know?"
You nodded again, trying not to let the slowly rising smile read on your face.
"Well…" Maki huffed, "Who is it?"
You raised your fingers to your lips and feigned zipping them closed. "I’ve been sworn to upmost secrecy." Which was just entirely untrue but kept it much more fun. "But you’re smart, I’m sure you can figure it out."
Maki nodded, absolutely defeated as you waved goodbye and headed to the track.
It didn’t take long to find him, his overwhelming aura hit you before his slender hands covered your eyes from behind. "Guess who!"
"I couldn’t even begin to guess, maybe my ex I still have feelings for, I would probably break up with my boyfriend for him, he’s very annoying."
"You ass," he replied taking his hands off which you just laughed at. "Your ex is a fucking asshole."
"That fact is written across the universe in holy star dust."
You finally took a good look at him, his stature towering over you as always, but always bringing the feeling of being safe like under a shelter in the rain instead of any kind of looming threat height can give you. You made eye contact through his black blindfold and couldn’t help but wish it was the old days where he wore his glasses so you could see his eyes more clearly, but then again, the old days didn’t only offer happy memories, it was why you were here in the first place.
 

 
The gang peered at you two from behind some bushes, watching every excruciating detail they could pick up from the interactions.
"Nothing too out of the normal yet," Maki breathed, "That’s just ordinary friend things yeah? Yeah?" she questioned Nobara who nodded enthusiastically. Though the younger girl couldn’t help but notice the affection in your look at him, or the way her teacher’s body seemed to soften and let his usually unnoticeable guard down.
 

 
You sat down on the large concrete steps together, close enough to feel each other’s warmth. You two looked to the sky and watched as birds passed in a group of four, gliding through the air with no need to flap their wings.
"How are you?" You asked.
"Straight to the point huh?"
You couldn’t help but smile a little but stayed silent for him to answer.
"I mean, it’s the same as every year isn’t it?"
"We both know that isn’t true."
The events of last year still haunted you, and Satoru too, even though he was much better at hiding it. The two of you walking up to Suguru’s dying self, his hand clutched on his bleeding arm stump as the two of you were just standing in shock, staring at the man that used to be your best friend. Satoru being the one to do the finishing blow because you were too much of a mess to do it. Gojo Satoru is good at hiding things, but those who knew him well enough knew sometimes the cracks were visible in his perfect façade.
He sighed. "You need to stop being right all the time, it gets frustrating."
You chuckled and bumped your shoulder into his, internally grinning at his infinity being turned off for you even though it was nothing new. You took the opportunity to rest you head on his shoulder as the two of you looked up into the sky again in silence. Just taking in the slow heartbeat you could hear.
It was a few minutes before it was broken again.
"It feels weird to still feel like celebrating the birthday of a person I don’t know anymore, let alone of a person I killed," he said honestly. "Like how is the engrained feeling of an arbitrary date that I properly celebrated only three times only mean more to me than it did back then when there’s no way to repeat the happiness of unaware teenagers."
You hummed quietly, indulging him in his thoughts that you too felt. "I’m sorry I-"
"Don’t."
"I’m sorry I made you do it," you said, "He was your best friend."
"And he was yours too, I wasn’t going to make you put a childhood friend down like a dog."
You nodded into his shoulder, going quiet. He looked down at you and you couldn’t help yourself but reach up to touch his blindfold. He didn’t resist and sat quietly as you raised it so you could see his eyes. Little, almost microscopic droplets, detailed his under eyelashes. You gave him a small smile which he returned with his own as you brushed his eyes gently. He grabbed your hand delicately and kissed the fingers tips one at a time while you watched with total calm and comfort taking over your body, snuggling closer into the crook of his neck.
 

 
The group watched in tight tension as they spied on the scene before them. Maki looked like she was going to rip out the bush, roots and all, with the way she was gripping onto the small branches like a lifeline.
"It was probably just something very personal, and because they are good friends they feel comfortable doing that, yes that’s it. And the “I love you” over the phone must have been a joke or said in a platonic way. Yeah, that’s it," Maki said, springing off all the close-enough-to-realistic conspiracy theories in her head.
No one had the heart to tell her what was plainly obvious, nor the bones strong enough to deal with her disagreement.
 

 
You didn’t need to say it, he already knew, but you said it anyway. "I missed you," you said quietly, "Going abroad sucks."
"You really need to look at the sweet shops there and pick up some souvenirs."
"Sweets don’t numb things for everyone," you laughed, "Sometimes food can’t replace people." You grabbed onto his hand and laced it in yours, his huge hand enveloping yours like a little protector.
"Did you get hurt?" he whispered; he knew you were fully capable to come from most missions entirely unscathed, but it didn’t stop the worry. People he cared about going to missions alone had left many scars in varying forms.
"I’m alright, just a few bruises here and there, mainly by my own hand, no biggie."
He nodded, happy with the answer.
He stroked his thumb over the back of your hand, leaning his head onto yours. "I love you," he whispered, barely loud enough to hear over the subtle wind.
You squeezed his hand. You’d never been good at words, stumbling over what you’re really trying to say without saying it outright, even if you already knew what you were meant to, especially when it came time for vulnerable things, but Satoru knew that better than anyone. So, you felt his face widen into a smile.
He squeezed your hand back.
He looked down at you again, taking his blindfold off so you could admire the now rarer sight of his eyes. There was no other way to describe his eyes than beautiful. Their blues captivated you like a ship barely staying afloat in a storming ocean, barely surviving, only at the sea’s mercy. Many were terrified of them, they were whispered about among shamans young and old, and to be fair they held power. Power unattainable except for those lucky few that inherited it. But to you it had always felt like it was the eyes that inherited Gojo Satoru. It was Gojo Satoru that really made them powerful along with Infinity, no one had ever come close, and it was doubtful anyone ever will, even if he thought he was raising students that he wanted to be better than him. At the very least it was definitely a high bar to beat. But when it was you, and just him, just Satoru, together, it was not the power you yielded to. It was the fact that it was Satoru, the boy and now man you had fallen in love with and who had allowed himself to fall down to fall in love with you. When you looked into the sea of blue that seemed forever changing, the only word you could use to actually describe them was Satoru.
You rose your head to meet with his lips softly, giving him a sweet kiss that made his mouth upturn into a smile. And to be fair, half of it was definitely because of the group of students that were losing their minds behind a bush right now, but the other half you happily knew was because of you.
Gojo Satoru may be an egotistical, immature man child who thinks dick jokes are the height of humour sometimes, okay maybe a bit more than sometimes. But he was Gojo Satoru, the most imperfect perfect person you’d ever met, and you would stay by his side until you parted from the world, but you were sure it wouldn’t take long to find him in the next.
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