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Summary: 
            Amorra Week prompt day one: Hope/resistance
This is a continuous story following each day of prompts for Amorra Week. Enjoy!

          











1. Resistance

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amorra Week prompt day one: Hope/resistance

This is a continuous story following each day of prompts for Amorra Week. Enjoy!

          
Notes for the Chapter:Note the tags, this work is not as dark as the end of the chapter may imply.




    
    "Let go of me, Amon!"

"I will not be doing that, Avatar."

The imposing Equalist leader dug a large hand into her side and looked down at her. His eyes seemed to narrow through the slits of his mask and the mask itself almost seemed to be mocking her.

A wave of dread flooded through Korra. Why was he grabbing her like this? Spirits, what was this creepy terrorist doing?

One of his hands drifted to the top of her head and pressed down on it lightly.

The Avatar's knees began to buckle slightly in fear.

"D-don't!" Tears prickled in Korra's eyes. "Please," her voice broke, "please don't take my bending!"

Amon chuckled lowly. "It would be too easy, young Avatar. I have you in my grasp and you are fully at my mercy. Will you beg me? Will you beg your mortal enemy to keep your bending? Oh, how the mighty Avatar has fallen..."

"No!" Korra's hand met Amon's at her side in an attempt to pry it off of her. "G-get your dirty hands off of me, jerkbender!"

Amon laughed. "You flatter yourself, Avatar."

Korra's face heated in embarrassment. "Then let go of me!" The girl barked at him.

Amon froze at the Avatar's sharp resistance. Behind the mask, he smirked. An erection strained against his pants. "Very well, Avatar."

At once, the man released his grip on her side.

Korra exhaled in relief and then glared at Amon. The girl narrowed her eyes at the Equalist leader. "What do you want, Amon?"

"I merely wanted to have a conversation, Avatar."

Korra rolled her eyes. "Then talk!"

Amon ignored her insolence and smiled. The young Avatar was feisty. She had more fight in her than he thought that she would and it... aroused him considerably.

"I am enacting my revolution in one week's time. I will systematically cleanse every bender in Republic City... and I am saving you for last."

So swiftly that Korra did not have the chance to react to his words or even breathe, Amon pushed Korra down to her knees. The Avatar screamed but stayed completely still as he moved her body to his will, like a toy, and the Equalist leader bit back cruel laughter. No, she was not worthy of even that. Amon simply pulled her neck back and pushed her head up towards him in equalizing position. The Avatar was not special, she was the same as any other filthy bender, and she required cleansing. And yet... his thumb caressed the soft planes of her face as it slid up to the top of her forehead. Amon rubbed small, teasing circles in the middle of the Avatar's forehead. Korra bit back a gasp and trembled in fear.

His thumb pressed firmly against the middle of her forehead, as if daring her to react, but Korra didn't take the bait. The Avatar remained frozen under his touch, somehow managing to not even cry. Korra desperately wanted to cry. If he wanted to, the Equalist leader could have taken her bending away in a matter of seconds, and... it would be gone forever.

Amon merely hummed, observing the beads of her sweat forming from her fear of him neutrally, and almost seemed to purr. "Hmm... so this is the cocky, young Avatar, Korra I've seen in the papers. How does it feel to be rendered as weak as the non-benders you oppress? You are weak, you are nothing, and now, you are completely vulnerable beneath me. How delicious. The question is, what should I do with you?"

The Equalist leader paused, as if giving her a moment to break through her cloud of fear and process the suggestion in his tone. Korra simply stared at him blankly. Amon sighed.

"It would be so, so easy to ruin your life and destroy you right now, young Avatar. Is there a reason I should spare you or any other benders?" Amon almost seemed to spit the word.

Korra growled in anger that quickly faded to desperation. "I... no! You will never win, Amon!"

The Equalist leader simply stared down at Korra as his hand tugged at the roots of her dark brown hair. "Hmm. You look quite beautiful like this, Avatar. On your knees and entirely at my mercy... it's a shame that you're so stubborn. Give in. Won't you offer me anything in return to keep your bending?"

It was then that Korra noticed a thick bulge protruding from Amon's pants. Oh, Spirits, no!

Korra frowned.

"You're an old creep, Amon, and I-I would never touch you!"

"Very well, young Avatar."

With that, Amon raised his other hand and then slowly lowered it. Korra's world suddenly began to fade to black. The last thing that she heard was the rasp of his zipper.


  "No!"


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          This was a bit rushed (thus the convenient POV mixing) and is less polished than I am typically comfortable publishing, so, please be kind! 🫣

        








2. Slow dancing

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amorra Week prompt day two: Slow dancing

          
Notes for the Chapter:There are like, 21/22 paragraphs of slight Korrlok after the first "***" of this chapter. (This is Amorra week though so don't worry if you're not into Korrlok, the Amorra is endgame).

If you'd like to get straight to the Amorra, I'd suggest you skip those paragraphs. If you are also a Korrlok enthusiast, well then, enjoy :^)!




    
    When Korra came to, Amon was gone and she lay crumbled on a hard stone floor. She clutched her head and groaned. A piercing headache pounded through her skull and the Avatar whimpered.


  How had she even passed out?


A cold dread prickled through her as Korra remembered the sexual suggestion in Amon's words, the bulge in his pants, and the sound of his zipper rasping down...

The Avatar quickly stood up on unsteady legs, as if her life depended on it, and maybe it did, after all, where even was Amon?

Korra assessed herself carefully. There was no ache in her lower body, no soreness in her jaw, and no part of her appeared to be bruised or harmed. At most, Korra felt a dull ache where Amon had pulled her hair tightly at the scalp. Jerkbender.

The Avatar exhaled, relieved that the Equalist leader appeared to have not sexually violated her. Good, great, excellent. It was then that Korra's cyan eyes widened in shock. The girl covered her mouth in disgust.

There it was, a puddle of white fluid on the ground. Amon had masturbated to the sight of her unconscious body.

Bile rose in her throat and Korra turned on her heel away from Amon's... seed.


  What a sick man!


***

Korra rolled her eyes at a saccharine, insincere comment Tarrlok made to guests at the gala. His gala, or rather, the gala he threw in her honor.

Tarrlok placed a too-familiar hand on her shoulder and smiled smugly. "As you can see, Avatar Korra, the crowd loves you."

The Councilman's voice dripped with smarmy self-satisfaction and she cringed away from him.

Tarrlok seemed to realize that he was pushing his luck with the casual touch and clasped his hands behind his back.

"Isn't it wonderful, Avatar Korra, that the citizens of Republic City finally get to see their brutish Avatar looking mature, ladylike, and refined, for a change?"

Korra suddenly became self-conscious of the tight, revealing, and feminine dress that Tarrlok had insisted she wear to the gala.


  'It's hand-tailored to your exact measurements, Avatar Korra.'


The memory of the Councilman's poorly concealed excitement and lascivious eyes on her body when he presented the dress to her, as though it was the obvious choice of apparel and that it was only natural that he hand-picked what she wore to his gala, made the Avatar cringe. How had Tarrlok even acquired her measurements? She squelched the thought before it had the chance to fester in her mind; nevermind, Korra didn't want to know.

She fiddled with the suffocating fabric of her midnight blue dress and frowned at the cruel barbs Tarrlok threw at her.

'Don't engage with his provocations, Korra. It only encourages Tarrlok. He is like a child and he sees you as a shiny new toy to play with until he gets bored.' Tenzin had said, the unspoken phrase that followed being, 'Or until he breaks you and moves on to the next.' The Avatar sighed. Her airbending master had tried to warn her, in more or less words, that Tarrlok was a lech.

She had groaned at the lecture. 'Whatever, Tenzin,' she said, thinking, 'there's no way I would ever sleep with Tarrlok, anyways.'

Tenzin, however, remained insistent in his warning. 'Tarrlok is persistent and manipulative. Don't go along with his nonesense, don't allow him to get you in a room alone with him, and ignore him.'

Korra had simply nodded at her airbending Sifu's words of warning, allowing her mind to glaze over and wonder such idle thoughts as: 'Does Tenzin's bald head ever get sunburned? That would suck.'

"Avatar Korra, are you even listening to me?"

Korra blinked back to the present. "No... sorry, Tarrlok." The Councilman huffed and the Avatar smiled to herself as he continued talking at her like a child who had just gotten caught with their hand in the cookie jar. Tarrlok really was persistent, and his grating, nasally voice intensified her headache.

Eventually, he gave up lecturing her, and heaved a dramatic, heavy sigh. "I'll be checking in with you throughout the night, Avatar Korra, you haven't gotten rid of me just yet."

The Avatar tilted her head at Tarrlok and looked at him incredulously. Just who did he think he was to order her around like that? The Council Chair of Republic City Council, she remembered dully. Ugh! Even if Tarrlok could get away with bossing her around, she hated it and hated him for it. Control freak.

Tarrlok ignored her irritation and gave Korra a small smile and polite bow before taking his leave.

Korra balled up her fists in frustration and groaned. She shook her head and tried to forget about him, allowing her eyes to rove over the dance floor.

Cyan flickered in excitement when she saw Mako. The Avatar was about to raise her hand to wave at the firebender until she noticed Asami on his arm, smiling and giggling happily. They both looked happy. Korra cast her gaze down and frowned. Her mood suddenly dampened, she sighed.

The Avatar sulked in silence, stealing jealous, furtive glances at Mako and Asami on the dance floor. Tarrlok occasionally sent her sharp glares, as if to say: At least pretend you are happy tonight, Avatar. I went to all this trouble to throw this gala for you and you have been so ungrateful to me! Blah, blah, blah. Korra was at least grateful for the protective presence of Tenzin. The tall, bald, airbending master stood awkwardly in the periphery of her vision, keeping a watchful eye on her to prevent their beloathed Northern Water Tribe Councilman from acting inappropriately.

Korra shuddered to think of how insufferable Tarrlok would be without Tenzin ensuring the man kept a respectful distance. She had no doubt that, if given the chance, Tarrlok would have held her hostage on his arm all night or outright threatened her to at least pretend to look happy. Korra smiled wryly. She felt utterly miserable, but at least her ward was near, protecting her from the likes of slimy, older men, like Tarrlok.

Lost in thought, the Avatar broke out of her reverie when she felt a large hand rest upon her shoulder gently. "May I have this dance, Avatar Korra?"

Korra whipped around to the face that belonged to the raspy, alluring baritone.

She blushed bright red. Oh.

Before her stood a tall, broad-shouldered man in a tailored, black tuxedo. He had light brown skin, pale blue eyes, and slicked back, shaggy black hair.

Her lips parted in awe of him and he met her gaze with a small smile.

The man bowed politely. "My name is Noatak and I am honored to meet your acquaintance, Avatar Korra. I believe Councilman Tarrlok threw this gala in your honor?"

Korra returned his bow and badly attempted to conceal her blush. "Y-yes, he did. It's uh, nice to meet you, Noatak."

At the mention of Tarrlok, Korra examined the man's face more closely. There was... definitely a bit of a resemblance between the two men. A distant thought made her wonder if that meant that she was attracted to Tarrlok, too. She cringed in revulsion. Ew, no, not Tarrlok! Her mind refocused on the present; Noatak's voice also sounded familiar. Korra shook her head.

'Shut up Korra!' Her mind screamed at her, 'This handsome man is right in front of you and he wants to dance. Shut up, shut up, shut up!'

Noatak held out his hand and smiled at her expectantly.

Korra laughed nervously. "Oh, yeah! I, uh, have two left feet, though."

The mysterious man said nothing but his striking, pale blue eyes bore into hers. Korra smiled awkwardly, unsure of what to say; was he waiting for her to come up with a better excuse? Her eyes searched the crowd in vain for her airbending Sifu, and when Korra realized that she could not find him anywhere, her heart clenched in mild panic. This is fine, Korra told herself unconvincingly, and squirmed in discomfort. The Avatar looked at the older man before her and swallowed hard at the intensity of his stare. He looked at her like an Arctic Wolffox looked at their injured prey, like she was an easy mark and he wanted to devour her whole. Korra's breathing grew shallow as an unfamiliar heat coursed through her. A hot coil in her belly tightened and her stomach flipped.

The man smiled at her smugly. "Do you like what you see, Avatar?"

Korra blinked in surprise, realizing with sudden embarrassment that her eyes did seem to be as locked onto this strange man's as his were to hers. The Avatar tried and failed to come up with a good response and simply laughed awkwardly. "Uh, sorry about that-?"

"Noatak."

"Noatak... yeah, sorry about that, Noatak!"

She scratched the back of her neck and smiled politely. An intense wave of mortification washed over her that only seemed to worsen the heat in her belly. Korra noticed then that she was sweating, feeling utterly undone by nothing more than the stare of a handsome stranger. Feeling utterly undone by the stare of Noatak. The Avatar couldn't seem to control her body's response to the man and felt incredibly flustered; was she excited by the man's lingering stare or afraid of the predatory glint in his eyes?

Korra couldn't seem to decide but blinked in surprise when she realized that Noatak was still holding out his hand for her to take. When she tentatively placed her hand in his, he raised the outside of it to his face, never breaking eye contact, and kissed it softly.

She suddenly felt like the breath had been knocked out of her. The gesture dripped with sensuality and was surprisingly sweet but... there was just something off about this man, there was just something about him that gave her the chills.

Still, the Avatar's entire face bloomed a deep shade of red. Korra coughed awkwardly, her palms sweaty in the firm grasp of this mysterious man's large hand in hers. The feel of their physical contact was electrifying and undeniably thrilled her, and yet... a pool of dread formed in her stomach. Something, maybe her Avatar senses, told Korra that she needed to get as far away from this man as possible, that this Noatak was dangerous.

The man made no comment of her awkward pause and merely gazed at her in bemusement. He squeezed her hand, still joined in his, and Korra jolted to awareness. "L-look, I'm sorry for wasting your time, Noatak, but I-I really can't dance. So, you don't, um, have to dance with me if you don't-"

In one swift movement, the mysterious man pulled her by their still joined hands toward him until her chest was pressed flush against his. Korra's eyes widened in surprise and she gasped at the boldness of his move. As the music for the next song picked up, Noatak stared into her eyes with a hungry, unreadable expression. "It's quite alright, Avatar. I'm accustomed to... leading."


  Why did his voice sound so familiar?


Korra quieted the alarm bells ringing in her mind, nodding unthinkingly at the man's comment, and allowed Noatak to direct her body in time with his. 'Maybe he is dangerous,' a more base part of her mind said, 'but he's hot!' The man held her hand and shoulder in his hands and led the two in a leisurely waltz. While she had forced her mind to calm down, her pulse still raced unsteadily, and Noatak seemed to notice. He chuckled lowly at the intense beating of her nervous heart.

Korra's mouth formed a line in irritation and she exhaled deeply. The man's seemingly... arrogant demeanor put her off and for a moment, the Avatar considered making up an excuse to get away from him. However, when she tried to shrug off his hand from hers, she found in a panic that she simply couldn't. Her body... would not move as her brain commanded it to. Korra felt frozen. Under Noatak's light, skillful touch, the Avatar's body was merely a puppet for him to control. In this strange man's grasp, she swayed with obedient passivity in time with the music and Noatak's every movement on the dance floor. His hands, too, remained steadfast on her body, squeezing it lightly, and anchored in place.

I'm not going anywhere, his touch seemed to say, to warn, to threaten her. Why was the fear he evoked in her so familiar?

The Avatar and Noatak's bodies seemed impossibly close and Korra found herself hypnotized, utterly entranced by the swaying movements of his black hair and the intensity of his pale blue eyes on her. His eyes were cold, dark, and never strayed from her once. The only other person she had seen with eyes that shade of blue was-

Korra realized at that moment that she and this strange man were no longer in the ballroom together.

  







3. Candlelight

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amorra Week prompt day four: Candlelight

          


    
    "W-where am I?"

"Alone, Avatar. I thought a candlelit room in the dark would be a more... intimate setting for the two of us. We have much to discuss."

The hair on the back of her neck stood on end. "Hey! I don't know what kind of girl you think that I am but I'm not, I-I don't do that!"

The man chuckled lowly and it sent a shiver down her spine. That dark, familiar laugh... it was then that Korra noticed a white mask on the floor of the room lit only by a single candle. Pale blue eyes met her cyan, and once more, the Avatar froze, her body paralyzed still. The blood drained from Korra's face and her dark brown skin paled slightly.

"No... no! Y-you're, you're-"

"As I said, we have much to discuss, Avatar Korra."

The man, Amon, loosened his psychic hold on her body and Korra coughed roughly, taking in slow, unsteady breaths. She bared her teeth at Amon and glared at him hatefully.

The man's words from the night before played through her mind: 'I am enacting my revolution in one week's time. I will systematically cleanse every bender in Republic City... and I am saving you for last.'

The Avatar closed her eyes and took several deep breaths in an attempt to regain her composure. When her eyes finally opened, they met Amon's with a fiery determination. "What's there to discuss, Amon? You, you want to equalize all benders in Republic City and w-want to destroy me!"

"That is correct, young Avatar." Amon's lips quirked upward in a contemptuous grin.

He was so infuriating and so... painfully attractive. Korra blushed at the sudden realization that she had been staring at him. Mortified, she sharpened her gaze and huffed at Amon in irritation.

The Equalist leader's smile widened. "I take it that you saw the gift that I left behind for you last night, did you not, Avatar Korra?"

Korra's eyes widened in shock. Did he really just ask her that?

Korra couldn't fight the overwhelming sensation of fear that flooded through her and began to shake. "Yeah, I-I did, you, you old pervert!"

Amon simply nodded and stared at her. "I can hear your heart racing, Korra, are you afraid of me?"

The Avatar frowned. "N-no!" The girl tried to call forth a flame to her hand but for some reason, found that she simply couldn't. No! I dried myself off with waterbending after showering this morning, he couldn't possibly have taken my bending last night... right? What was he doing to her? What was Amon capable of?

Korra grunted in frustration and her eyes twitched in panic. No, no, no!

"I see." The man suddenly strode towards her until they were face to face. Korra's eyes widened to the size of saucers and her lips parted in shock. Amon-Noatak stared into her eyes with a cold, unreadable expression, and then pressed his body tightly against hers. Korra's balled fists began to shake in utter fury.

"Well then, if that is the case, young Avatar, I suppose that you won't be afraid when I do this," Amon placed one hand on the small of her back and then swiftly moved it to wrap around her waist, pulling Korra closer still, until their hips were in alignment and her sex was flush against his own. Korra blinked up at him in mute shock and horror. It struck her then just how truly fucked she was.

Amon towered over her and held her tightly in his possessive, controlling grasp. The man was too big, too strong, and she couldn't bend herself out of his arms. The grip of his hand on her body was firm, yet casual, and it infuriated Korra that without her bending, she couldn't seem to escape Amon's iron hold. A hold that required little exertion from him to keep her still. Oh, she hated him... Suddenly, the Avatar felt all of the air leave her lungs.


  WHAT WAS HE DOING AND WHY COULDN'T SHE STOP HIM?


"Or this," the Equalist leader lightly tugged her ponytail downward until Korra was forced to stare into Amon's icy, pale blue eyes.

The Avatar felt her body begin to shake in fear but when Amon's hand wrapped around her waist started to stroke up and down the small of her back, oh so gently, her heart rate steadied.


  What was Amon doing, how was he doing it, and... why did she suddenly feel so calm? Is that how she really felt? Did she want to feel calm? Korra questioned herself in confusion, did she want this?


No! How could she want him? As hard as she tried to deny it, however, a new, sickening warmth spread over her core. The Avatar froze in confusion. Maybe... she did.

  







4. Blood

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amorra Week prompt day five: Water/blood

          


    
    Korra simply blinked at Amon, feeling eerily relaxed but mentally panicked. The Avatar froze looking into the eyes of her enemy, entrapped in his arms and his imposing, large body. Amon smiled at Korra and leaned in towards the shell of her ear. "Or... this."

"Mmph!" Korra had no time to react when Amon's mouth captured hers.


  No!


There it was, her first kiss. How could it possibly be happening like this! And yet, the Avatar's body seemed to melt against his. She couldn't possibly want this, want Amon, could she?

Korra moaned against his mouth. In utter disbelief that... somehow, she did.

Arousal flooded through her. She could scarcely believe it, how was this happening? There was no way she could enjoy kissing, be aroused by, or even consider having sex with her enemy, right? Not the man who opposed her very existence, who said that he would destroy her, right?


  Right.


And yet, when Amon's hands started to undress her, Korra couldn't find it in herself to protest.


  Fuck, fuck, fuck!


The Equalist leader deepened the kiss, his hot mouth and cloying tongue expertly drawing out her reciprocation. Korra groaned against his heat, matching the man's passion, but her thoughts drifted elsewhere. Amon remained fully clothed in his evening finery and she hated it. Did a part of her want to see and explore the older man's body, too? Yes, but... what set her nerves on end was her near-complete and unreciprocated vulnerability before her enemy. The difference in power between them was stark and the sheer weight of it was almost too much for the Avatar to bear. A chill ran down her exposed flesh and it made her shiver. Korra was... exposed and it was painfully apparent that Amon was in control. His mouth softly released hers and he grinned. The Avatar's heart raced. There she was, about to give everything that she had, about to lose her virginity to her worst enemy. She couldn't believe it.

Yet, her arousal thrummed steadily as his eyes raked over her body.

"A-Amon, I..."

"You've never done anything like this before, correct?"

Korra's mouth formed an irritated line and she sighed in resignation. "Yeah..."

The Equalist leader smiled. "How special. The young Avatar gives herself away to me... come closer, Korra, I won't bite."


  She doubted that.


The look of lust in his cold eyes petrified her still and Korra blushed fiercely at the way Amon said her name. She started to shake. "I... please, don't..."

He nodded slowly. "Don't worry, Avatar, I am merely toying with you. I do not intend to hurt you... yet."

Korra blinked, terrified, as Amon laughed. "Oh, silly little Avatar. I will only hurt you when you beg me to do so. And of course," his gaze intensified on her, "you will."

Korra's mouth trembled but she said nothing, rendered mute by fear. A strong wave of dread rolled through her that seemed to slip away as quickly as it appeared. She quirked a brow in confusion.

Why was it that any time her brain signaled for her to feel fear, discomfort, or the desire to run away that these feelings quickly faded or her body simply... did not obey. Her mind screamed at the disconnect but Korra simply exhaled.

The Avatar quieted the fears in her mind. She could do this, she would do this, and... her body seemed ready to receive him. Amon couldn't possibly be influencing her to want him, could he?

Korra frowned. No, Amon was a nonbender, there was no way he could control the blood in her body, the blood in her brain...


  But he had!


The Avatar gulped and looked into those eerie, familiar, pale blue eyes; eyes that entranced her, eyes that horrified her, and eyes that thrilled her.

Avatar Korra felt an acute sense of horror staring into the eyes of her enemy and yet, was painfully aroused. No! The growing wetness in her lower bindings made Korra blush.

Once more, Amon's hand returned to her body, fully unzipping the back of her dress. The tight and revealing midnight blue dress fell to the floor without a sound and Korra's breath hitched.

Her dress, the dress Tarrlok had specially tailored to fit her body perfectly for the gala, now lay discarded, a foot away from her now near-naked body. A stabbing realization hit the Avatar as another pang of arousal flooded through her. Did the fact that Tarrlok, slimy Tarrlok, did all of that for her... turn her on, too? EW!

Korra stole another glance at the dress on the floor and gulped. Her nipples hardened through her bindings in the cool air. Yes, from the cool air. Amon swiftly removed the ties and pins in her hair that held it in an elegant bun. "There you are, Avatar, in all of your glory. Nearly naked and vulnerable before me, secure in my grasp, beautiful..." he whispered, pausing to stare at her with a hungry, possessive glint in his pale blue eyes.

"I prefer you like this, Avatar, in your natural state." Amon tweaked one of her nipples roughly and Korra gasped. She bit her lower lip to fight back a moan and heaved in and out unsteady breaths. Amon smiled mischievously and began kneading her breasts with his large, calloused hands. Korra couldn't stop the high-pitched whine that slipped out of her throat that faded into a low, desperate whimper. She blushed, feeling a deep shame burn through her. It was pathetic... the Avatar, the physical manifestation of the spirit of the world, sounded like an animal in heat. She wasn't even fighting Amon anymore, and... worst of all, she was enjoying what he was doing to her.

Korra liked the way her enemy touched, squeezed, and moved her body. She loved the way he manipulated it to eke out pleasure, pleasure, pleasure to flood through her. His hands and the scorching heat they produced melted her into little more than a desperate, wet puddle. Everything about Amon overwhelmed her but Korra allowed herself to let go. The Avatar lost herself in the rolling tides of pleasure. It felt... good, so, so good.

The Equalist leader alternated between kneading her ample breasts and tweaking her pert nipples as he continued to speak. Korra's attention to his words was fading in and out. It was... hard for her to focus when he was touching her body so skillfully. The Avatar snapped back to attention when she noticed one of his hands reached for her rear and gave it a firm squeeze. She gasped in surprise at the sudden attention Amon gave her ass, and before returning to his assault on her breasts, gave her a single, hard spank.

Korra let out a loud, strangled moan, from pain or pleasure, she did not know, but felt utterly debased. Her eyes cast downward in shame.

"Oh, Korra, you're magnificent like this." His hand moved to her cheek and caressed it softly, "Placid, malleable, obedient, putty in the palm of my hands, and so wonderfully undone before me... perfect."

The Equalist leader wiped away her silent tears that Korra couldn't stop from falling. Amon looked her directly in the eyes as he licked them off of his thumb. "This, like all of you, Young Avatar, belongs to me."

  







5. Tragedy

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amorra Week prompt day six: Tragedy

          
Notes for the Chapter:We are now treading into more explicitly dubcon territory. Korra's mind is also beginning to break. This is a dark chapter, you have been warned.




    
    Korra stared at Amon in utter disbelief as her tears fell. It wasn't the fact that her enemy had groped her roughly or told her that she belonged to him, but that he said these words with such unwavering conviction that she couldn't help but... believe they were true.


  No...


The Equalist leader continued his assault on her body as Korra cried out desperately under the aching pain and pleasure.

Amon's intense gaze softened at the Avatar as he kissed her temple. "Your raw power cannot be contained in tight dresses or restrictive hair styles... my brother likes your face painted, likes the idea of dressing you up like a doll. Tarrlok wants you to look presentable and behave, he wants you attached to his arm, compliant and obedient. Yes, my little brother finds the idea of possessing and controlling the all mighty Avatar to be enticing... I certainly can't blame him. The Councilman wants to show you off to his mindless socialite friends as a trophy. It's amusing, Tarrlok, ever the politician."


  BROTHER?


Korra knew they looked similar! Before she could even breathe, Amon placed a finger to her lips, "Be quiet, Avatar, I'm not finished."

Her face flared red in fury and the Equalist leader grinned. "There we are... quiet." Before she could scream at him, Amon shoved his index finger into her mouth. Korra's eyes widened to the size of dinner plates. "What I was saying before I was rudely interrupted, Avatar, is that you were not meant to be a politician's arm candy." He paused and laughed, "Though, I'm sure that would be my brother's greatest dream. No, you are an untamable creature, a wild beauty that cannot be caged by the artifice of feminine rituals. However," his other hand began to skillfully undo her upper bindings, "you can be... domesticated, and owned." Amon pulled tightly at the choker around her neck and Korra gasped, coughing on his finger as her upper bindings fell to the floor.

Her large breasts lay bare before her enemy and drool fell from her full, lower lip. Korra whimpered as stinging humiliation coursed through her. Tears streamed down her face that twisted in agony as her dark nipples hardened further. Amon removed his large finger from her mouth and the Avatar let out a choked cry. "I...! I'm scared. I'm not sure that I want to-to do this anymore, Amon. If you let me go now, I won't tell anyone your secret, l-let me go and I, I'll..."

The amused smile on Amon's face made the words die in Korra's throat.

"P-please?"

"I am afraid I will not be doing that, Avatar."


  Korra looked down and her cheeks flushed. Sickeningly... she was getting more turned on by this. The Avatar shook her head in confusion, none of what her brain and body felt were in accordance. It all just felt wrong. Worse yet, Korra had a horrifying, sinking feeling that she was losing her mind. Her brain was slipping through her fingers like sand because of Amon's physical and psychic ministrations. She was quickly losing control. Her fight had all but faded and her ego had shattered completely. Korra felt petrified by her shame and reeled in abject mortification.





  Korra contemplated begging Amon to kill her instead of having his way, at least then she would die with a shred of dignity left to her name. When her friends and family found her body, they would be none the wiser. No one would know how badly she wanted Amon to violate her. No one would think of her and feel ashamed at their association with Korra, the failed Avatar, and no one would know what a dirty, filthy slut she had become...





  The next Avatar would be better, the next Avatar wouldn't get soaking wet in anticipation of their enemy stealing away their innocence.



  Try as a small part of her brain still wanted to fight Amon and escape his grasp, Korra knew that it was far too late.



  Amon's hand rested on her cheek and gently caressed it as he looked at Korra softly. "There's no need to pretend you don't desire me, Avatar. Your lower bindings are quite... wet." The Equalist leader smiled wryly and Korra's face turned practically purple from embarrassment. She wanted to make a witty remark, tell Amon to shut his stupid mouth, but... for whatever reason, she couldn't.



  Korra closed her eyes and let out a long, deep exhale. This was really happening. 



   What the fuck, what the fuck, what the fuck! 



  "Okay, Amon... I, I want you. P-please just... be gentle with me. It's my first time, remember?"



  The Equalist leader met her fearful gaze intently, nodding slowly, and moved to undo her lower bindings. They fell to the floor with a thud and Korra suddenly became more aware of her arousal as it leaked down her upper thighs.



  Amon stared at her glistening wetness and smiled darkly. "You don't shave, just as I imagined, Avatar... Good. You're natural, pure, and all mine."





  Amon gripped Korra's chin roughly and held it firmly in his grasp. He rubbed his calloused thumb in slow circles against her soft skin and grinned at the girl's responding, erratic pulse. Korra's heart beat wildly like a drum in her chest, her stomach fluttered, and her cunt clenched in eager anticipation. "Such a good girl for me..." his voice was low and seductive, raspy yet velvety smooth, and dangerously alluring. Her cheeks heated and Korra became lightheaded; the Avatar had irrevocably fallen under his spell.



  The Equalist leader's words had activated passivity in the Avatar. Her mind muddled and her body became boneless, melting against his touch without resistance. Whatever fear and trepidation she had left dissolved and in its place, Korra felt an active want and desire for her enemy. For Amon.





   NO!





   HOW WAS THIS HAPPENING?

 



  NO, NO, NO! 



  The Avatar quieted the fading screams in her mind and smiled at his flattery and words of praise. She blushed beet red. Amon liked her body hair and said she was a good girl... His words were a soothing balm to her deepest insecurities and washed over her like a warm, comforting blanket. Korra felt pathetic for having such a strong reaction to his words and touch, and yet, they still filled her with a burning desire and glee.





  Despite being the Avatar, Korra was insecure about dating and being perceived as desirable. She had a more muscular, stocky frame than most of her female peers, and feared that boys would not like her because she was a tomboy. Mako picked Asami... Tarrlok called her a brute, maybe her worst fears were true. Maybe the only man who liked her just the way that she was had also vowed to destroy her. Maybe Amon was the best she could ever hope for and... the only one she would ever have. Not by her choice.



  Korra closed her eyes for a moment and whined pitifully. Aroused, stripped naked, and bare, a range of emotions swirled through the Avatar. Why had she reacted like that to Amon's words? She knew why.




Korra desperately sought reassurance from the world around her. How could she not, it was her duty as the Avatar to bring balance to all nations, it was what she was born to do. So far, she didn't feel like she was doing a great job at it. At least, according to non-benders, Tarrlok, and even Amon himself... she was just a half-baked Avatar and the world didn't need her anymore...


  Korra sniffled and bit back a cry. She just wanted to be told that she was doing a good job, that she was a good Avatar, that she was good enough... for someone, anyone. Even if that someone was Amon. Korra felt like a failure of an Avatar and a loser in love. She couldn't airbend, she couldn't attract Mako's attention, and she felt like she couldn't do anything right. The Avatar loathed herself so deeply that any praise melted her to her core.


Korra's head lilted down, and before she could stop herself from speaking the words that fell out of her mouth, she said: "T-thank you..."


  The small part of her mind that remained unmuddled, that still felt like her own, protested strongly; DID SHE JUST THANK HIM?



  Amon cupped her face and stared into her eyes deeply. He kissed the Avatar softly, sweetly. "You are very welcome, Korra," he whispered against her lips, smiling with a slight smugness at the responding hitch in her breath. "It's all going to be alright, my little Avatar... I'm going to take care of you now. After all," he paused and looked at her thoughtfully, "you are mine."





  Korra smiled half-heartedly, feeling horribly desperate because of how badly she needed Amon's reassuring words and praise.





  The Equalist leader, not long ago just a handsome stranger named Noatak, had destroyed and poisoned her mind. Yet, in the corruption and dust settling, like a beautiful tragedy, the Equalist leader had made Korra feel like she was worth something through his desire for her. Amon had made Korra feel like she was worthy... worthy of someone, even if that someone was her enemy.



  Amon returned her smile and held the Avatar, frozen and hypnotized, in his icy, pale blue eyes. So quietly that Korra hadn't noticed what he was doing, the Equalist leader unzipped his pants.
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    The Avatar stared at the hard cock of her enemy in bewilderment and arousal. He was turned on because of her. Something about the ability to arouse the Equalist leader only deepened her own and Korra blushed in embarrassment. At this point, she was dripping wet for him. Amon noticed and smiled.

"If it pleases you to hear, I have desired you from afar for quite some time now, Avatar Korra. In fact," his lip quirked upward, "I have always found you quite beautiful... ravishing, even."

His pale blue eyes bore into hers with a glint of predatory hunger, like a wolffox about to snap its jaws shut and consume its prey whole. Amon's gaze was cold and commanding, yet quieting. His was a look that demanded unquestioning compliance and passivity, a look that took sick satisfaction in conquering and destroying all who stood in his way. In his icy, pale blue eyes, was a sadistic proclivity to take pleasure in smothering the cries of his victims. A look that smiled as his enemies came to slaughter, as they met their ends at his hand. Her tension and frazzled nerves suddenly dissipated and a foreboding sense of tranquility washed over the Avatar. The calm before the storm.

Korra smiled up at him genuinely and without a hint of fear. "Thank you..."

Suddenly, Amon pressed Korra hard up against a wall. She blinked at him wildly in confusion until she noticed the line of his vision move from her legs to his waist. Oh.

The Avatar wrapped her legs around him and gulped. This was really happening... and she was excited!

Amon smiled as his mouth moved to the hallow of her neck. His low voice hummed against Korra, lips ghosting her skin and tickling her with his hot breath. Korra felt the vibration of his raspy, velvety baritone on the shell of her ear and shivered. "It... will hurt, Avatar. But, the pain will quickly fade. I can assure you," his voice lowered seductively, "you will enjoy this."

Korra nodded numbly.

She will enjoy this, his words, now hers, echoed thoughtlessly through her mind.

Amon's voice hypnotized Korra. No panic rose in her and the Avatar was left docile, an unnatural warmth spreading through her, as she looked downward. Her eyes bulged at the sight of Amon's long, thick cock, as it met her entrance. She blushed fiercely and her lips twitched upward at the Equalist leader. Was she scared? No... Korra thought that she would be, but instead, she felt only curiosity and excitement at the sensation of his hot tip pressed against her slick lips. Her mouth watered.

His eyes flitted from their nearly joined bodies to the vacant expression on her face and grinned, nodding in satisfaction. Amon closed his eyes and groaned lowly, his breath stuttering as he adjusted his hard cock against her wet folds. Ever so slowly, the Equalist leader pushed himself inside of the Avatar.

Korra inhaled sharply, the feel of his cock inside of her both a new and shocking sensation. She moaned loudly.

Her fists half-heartedly beat against his shoulders as Amon rocked in and out of her at an agonizingly slow pace.

At first, the pain was stinging and white hot, but just as he said, it faded quickly, and in its place was a steadily growing pleasure. But... Amon was so big and she was so full and... Korra thought her body would surely burst at the overwhelming sensation of pressure inside of her. Through sheer force of will, she managed to take his hard cock in its entirety, but spirits, did Korra feel... strange, stretched, and so, so full.

Korra hadn't noticed herself moaning and whimpering in time with Amon's thrusts until she registered the sound of his laughter. The vibrations of his low voice against her pulled the Avatar out of her reverie, and for a moment, she frowned at him. However, before she could even blink, her irritation was gone and she was pulled back into a hypnotic tide of pleasure.


  "Ah..."


The change of her feelings was so sudden, foreign, and utterly complete that Korra had forgotten why she had even gotten angry at Amon in the first place. When she tried to think about it, the Avatar winced in pain. In fact, it hurt Korra to think at all, and when she tried, a burning pain flooded through her. She whimpered and exhaled slowly. It was just... easier to not think, easier to turn off her brain and give in to the pleasure Amon gave her. And so, the Avatar did just that.

Korra writhed and bucked against Amon as he pounded into her relentlessly. "Oh, oh, ah!" She panted and moaned breathily in time with the rhythm of his thrusts. The Avatar was overwhelmed by the intense sensory stimulation and her eyes rolled into the back of her head.

The feel of Amon was all-consuming; hot breath against her neck, muscled chest meeting her heavy breasts at every thrust, and the vibrations of the sounds of their fucking throbbed inside of her head dully. So, too, did the base sounds of their bodies joining together. Hot skin slapped against skin, her wet cunt squelched with each piston of his pelvis into hers, and a low thud sounded each time that his cock fucked into her. The Avatar groaned helplessly and whined out a weak cry. She leaned her limp head against the Equalist leader, desperately seeking a reprieve that was not there and would not come. There was no respite from the heat of Amon against her, inside of her, and all Korra could do was melt against his hard, yet soft, body.

Still, the Avatar sighed in contentment. She couldn't remember the last time she had felt this good... she didn't think there was ever a time she had felt this good.

Two of Amon's fingers touched at the ends of what she realized in embarrassment was a wide smile.

"I make you feel good, don't I, Avatar?"

Korra blushed in embarrassment. He got off on her humiliation. Ugh!

"Y-yes. You make me feel s-so good, Amon."

"Call me Noatak, Korra."

Korra nodded unthinkingly as he continued to thrust inside of her. His pacing increased and his strokes became rougher, like he was fucking her punishingly for calling him Amon. Noatak, Noatak, Noatak... her brain repeated, as if the action would give her relief that she knew would not come. Noatak was ruthless.

"Noatak!" She screamed, a wave of violent pleasure crashing down hard inside of her. The Avatar clawed at the Equalist leader's arms, moaning his true name desperately, and whined out a soft cry.

Suddenly, Korra felt a coil tighten in her abdomen. "Oh," she whispered, and in response, Amon-Noatak chuckled.

"You're close, my little Avatar."

Hot, throbbing pleasure stabbed through her core sharply until her senses short-circuited. Amon was speaking to her, she knew, but Korra wasn't really listening to what he said. Her eyes glazed over, lids drooping, and she sighed in a dreamy, lusty haze. Korra nodded to whatever he said, and truthfully, she didn't care what that was. All that the Avatar knew was that she felt so good and that Amon was the one making her feel that way.

Amon chuckled lowly and increased the speed of his thrusts. Korra cried out in desperation. Please, keep fucking me like that, please, please, please! 

Her need was all-consuming. The Avatar needed the Equalist leader, she needed him inside of her, fucking her roughly, maybe forever. Korra moaned at the thought in pleasure, if it could even be called a thought, and sighed dreamily. Her base desires, wet cunt, and throbbing clit had taken the wheel from Avatar Korra. So too, had her lover, Amon.

Amon seemed impossibly in tune with Korra's body, like he had invisible tendrils in her nerves and blood, and fucked into her faster, harsher, and punishingly, in exactly the way the Avatar craved. She whimpered and moaned, writhing against him in a pleasure so intense that she feared it would consume her whole.

"AHH!!" Korra cried out, and with a sudden, sharp pulse of euphoric bliss, her dam broke. The Avatar mewled in ecstasy, panting heavily to the rhythm of her pulsing, vaginal walls, as she came hard on the throbbing cock of her enemy. "Ah, ah, ah...!"

Amon looked at the Avatar softly, like she was the most precious object in the world, as though she was his world, and held her face in his hands as his lips met hers gently. Korra melted into the kiss greedily as she came down from her orgasm. The Avatar pulled her mouth away and moaned when she finally felt him cum inside of her. Korra's breath stuttered as Amon's hot seed filled her cunt full. "A-Amon..."

Noatak, her brain corrected, but the Equalist leader said nothing. The Avatar closed her eyes and exhaled deeply in utter bliss. Without thought, she bucked against him. Korra let out a low, strangled moan, her cunt straining to contain both Amon's thick ropes of cum and his large, thick cock. For a moment, the Equalist leader softened inside of her, but before she could even breathe, Amon was fully hard again.

Korra screamed. No, yes, ugh! It was all too much for her first time. Tears escaped her and she heaved rough, slow breaths, in and out. The Avatar adjusted to Amon's full, erect length again, she had to, even though she was sweaty, spent, and sore from his hard fucking. Korra whimpered. Feelings of pain, pleasure, and pressure pulsed through her in equal measure. Korra let out a loud, low moan, it was all that she could do, as words and anything more than simple thoughts escaped her grasp. The Avatar still felt impossibly full from Amon's cock, the added pressure of his hot seed inside of her was almost too much to bear and too much to hold. The sensation was indescribable. Korra was full, filled, and complete. She quirked a brow, wait that last word didn't seem right... but Korra let her concern slip away through her fingers. Ultimately, the Avatar was too lost in her feelings of ecstatic pleasure to care.

When Korra opened her eyes again, she saw Amon looking at her, staring intently. His gaze held hers in a way that awed and scared her in equal measure. What was the man thinking? Burning pain seized her blood and she suddenly physically recoiled. The thought evaporated from her mind and Korra gulped; nevermind, she didn't want to know. Amon had said that he wanted to destroy her but now, she had the feeling that that was not true. At least, not anymore. No, the Avatar understood the truth and could sense it clearly now, even without conscious thought. Noatak wanted to possess Korra, and never let her go.

Frighteningly, perhaps because her mind was still hazy from post-orgasmic bliss and the intense pleasure Amon brought her, Korra couldn't bring herself to care. The Avatar lay her heavy head against Amon's muscled chest and sighed dreamily. While his hard, thick cock was buried inside her, his hot cum leaking out of her, and her own pleasure still pulsing through her body... Korra didn't want to think. The Avatar just wanted to feel, and when Amon was inside of her, it just felt right.

Her enemy had defiled and ruined her, maybe forever, but she only felt rolling waves of pleasure. Could it be so wrong when it felt so right? Was Korra out of her mind? Maybe, if any of her mind was left. All the Avatar could do was moan, physically and mentally spent, against the chest of her enemy. Against the man who had said that he would destroy her. If Noatak truly wished to destroy her, then why did Korra feel so safe and secure wrapped around him, like she was exactly where she needed to be, like she was exactly where she belonged.

***

The moment was almost too perfect for him to bear. No, Amon decided, this would not be a mere tryst, he needed more. The Avatar, Korra, was utterly intoxicating, and he knew at that moment, more than anything else in the world, that he would have to have her, now and forever.

The Avatar would bear his children, produce an heir for the Equalist movement, and wear a betrothal necklace around her neck. Amon could imagine it in his mind's eye: a simply carved turquoise stone attached to a dark blue silk ribbon fastened around Korra's neck. The betrothal necklace, an emblem of his Northern heritage, would serve as a symbol of his ownership over the Avatar. It would mark her final defeat to the citizens of Republic City and the world, signifying that their Avatar was no more, and she belonged to him.

The betrothal necklace would also serve as a convenient way to hide the bruises of his teeth in her flesh. The thought made Amon smirk. Korra's body was a canvas that he looked forward to painting red, brown, purple, blue, and yellow. The marks on her body would be how he asserted his control in their private, intimate quarters. Bruises would litter the Avatar's body, on her neck, breasts, and thighs to mark her as his. The love bites would remind Korra of her place by his side and that her body was his to do with what he pleased. In time, the Avatar would come around to his point of view. Not that she had a choice.

The tight heat of Korra's cunt snapped the Equalist leader back to the present. He shuddered in pleasure at the sensation and let out a low moan. The Avatar simply felt too good wrapped around him to let her escape now.

He had her right where he wanted her, vulnerable and pulsing against him in pleasure, panting and squirming on his hard cock, and utterly debased as she leaked out his hot, dripping cum. Amon had easily broken her body and possessed Korra in psychical form, but now, it was time to break her mind. Permanently.

"Gah...!" The Avatar groaned out roughly in a tired, pained, and desperate pleasure. She was panting, sweaty, and fucked out, but he was not done yet.

The Equalist leader was still hard and buried deep inside of the foggy-headed and suggestible Avatar Korra. He was possessed by the burning pleasure of her wet heat and Korra's mind had not yet cleared of the euphoric haze of her orgasm; now was his chance.

Amon smiled. Yes, he knew now with absolute certainty that he could never, ever, let Korra go.

The Equalist leader stroked small, hypnotic circles against the soft planes of her face and cooed sweetly in her ear. "That's it, my little Avatar... relax and rock against me to your heart's content, sink deeply into the pleasure only I can bring you, and come for me now, again."

He continued to whisper commands like sweet, cruel honey into the Avatar's ear. With each hard thrust into Korra, his voice became softer and more gentle. Amon knew that anyone could be brainwashed to think, feel, and believe what others told them to, and as he fucked into her, hard, his seductive, velvety smooth baritone voice wrapped itself around the Avatar's mind expertly. Fucking her brain, will, and identity away with gentle love and care, until Korra surrendered and gave her mind to him willingly. The Equalist leader chuckled to himself. It was all too easy...

"Repeat after me, Avatar Korra, 'we are to marry.'"

She looked up at him in confusion until he contorted her blood and she winced in pain. Sad, cyan eyes met his pale blue mournfully until Amon sent a surge of pleasure through her. Korra gasped and moaned lowly, nodding weakly, and let out a long, deep sigh. Even if the Equalist leader had fucked the Avatar's brains out, Korra could still be classically conditioned. After all, she was no different than an animal, and animals could be easily trained.

"Let's try that again," there was an edge, a hint of a threat in his voice, "repeat after me, Korra: 'We are to marry.'"

Her breath grew shallow and after a silent pause, she cried out hesitantly, "W-we," her voice shook, betraying a sudden understanding of the weight of his words. This amused him and brought a smile to his face, he was just relieved that Korra still seemed to have some semblance of a brain left. Amon waited in silence for her to finish. He was a patient man, and the Avatar was all but ready to break before him. "We... are to marry."

"Very good. Now, say it again."

Tears streamed down the Avatar's face as she nodded brokenly. Her head lowered in shame, "We are to marry."

Amon smiled smugly, drinking in the Avatar's naked desperation before him. He spoke more mantras and eventually, the Avatar mindlessly repeated his words in a loop, only exercising her mental faculties to change the appropriate pronouns in his phrases.


  "We are to marry."



  "You will bear my children."



  "You will give up your bending and join the Equalist cause at my side."



  "You belong to me and no one else."



  "No one will ever love you but me."



  "I am all you have and all you will ever need."



  "You are no longer the Avatar, Korra, you are mine, you are mine, you are mine."


***

Korra mewled and moaned against Amon but tears prickled in her sad, cyan eyes. After some time of repeating his mantras, her throat grew dry, and the Avatar lost her words. Undeterred, Amon simply repeated them to her as instructions, commands, and prayers.

Korra shook her head weakly, as if to fight the intoxicating words her enemy spoke that seemed to be becoming more and more real with each passing second. "N-No, no, no...!" She cried out in a strained whisper. The sound was something between a desperate call for help and a meek acceptance of her fate. Korra knew that she would soon meet her peak again and that the inevitable tide of ecstatic pleasure would swallow her whole.

They both knew fighting was of no use. At that moment, the Avatar realized she was past the point of no return. A miserable part of Korra knew that her second orgasm at the hands of her enemy would be his final victory against her; that the pulsing contractions of her vaginal walls against him would somehow manifest the dark desires Amon had commanded of her, of them, and of their life and future together like a prophecy.


  No!



  It was too late.


Then, Korra, the sad, lonely, and now broken teenage girl from the South Pole, and not the mighty Avatar, screamed in rapturous pleasure. Faster than she could have even tried to fight it, she came.

With a low groan, Amon shortly followed suit. Now, there were two hot and dripping loads of semen inside of Avatar Korra. The feeling sent a shiver of panic and pleasure down her spine. It stood as a testament to the brokenness of the Avatar. To the brokenness of Korra at the hands of... Noatak.

The Avatar had lost to this man and in the process, lost herself entirely.

A quiet moment settled between the former enemies as Korra finally, silently, accepted her fate and her new destiny. With a soft, satisfied, and bittersweet resignation, Korra moaned out her lover's name.


  "Noatak...!"


Noatak smiled victoriously but held her gaze softly. He cupped her face and stroked her hot, tear-stained cheeks with an impossible gentleness.

"Good girl... now and forever more, Korra, you are mine."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I will edit this End Note to let people know when the final edit has been made.

^(It's pretty much completely edited now! :^) ) I may make some more minor tweaks for a while but I am pretty happy with it now.

I hope you enjoyed it! ❤️
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