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*Chapter 1*: Knife to meet you
1a/n Thanks for the support of my last story, this was something that was playing on my mind for awhile, what if Korra lived in a world more like our own, where an Avatar didn't exist as far as she knew and she lived on the streets. Really not sure where this story will end up, but it is Amorra intentions so without further delay, the story. 
…
Weighing the knife in her hand, she peaked out from around the corner. "Next guy that goes by, I'll do it." she told herself. She'd been standing there for over twenty minutes in the shadow's of an alleyway telling herself that.
From a very young age, Korra had been living on the streets with two brothers and a girl that she just happened to meet by chance Asami, Mako and Bolin. They did what they could to survive which had been enough for years, but now that Korra was 17, Bolin was 16 and Mako and Asami were both 19, begging for people's mercy didn't work so well anymore and no one seemed to want to hire 'street riffraff'.
Korra saw movement and was about to lunge and rob whomever it was that walked by, when she saw it was a mother and her child. The child's face was wet with tears, but the mother smiled with sweet reassurance before picking the child up and looking lovingly at him. Seeing the scene felt like someone dropped a rock in Korra's stomach.
As far back as Korra could remember, their was no mom or dad for her, there had always been a Mako, a Bolin and an Asami, but never a mom and dad. Both of Korra's parents had been shot dead in front of her; Her earliest memory was at the age of five, she remembers crying, face covered in blood and a man reaching out to her and carrying away from the bloody mess that had once been Korra's parents. The minute the man turned his back, Korra had already run off frightened by the loud policemen and bright flashing lights. She wasn't sure how far or how long she had run, when she found herself among other kids; Bolin, Mako, and Asami. The three had been parentless and living off the street for awhile and immediately accepted the young sobbing Korra into their little group and the rest was history. After about a year of hiding out, the Korra's missing signs were scarce and she was more or less written off as dead, but that was fine with her, she had her three best friends.
The idea of robbing now far out of mind, Korra turned and began making her way through the back streets to their old dilapidated building that they called home.
"I'm back." Korra called as the door squeaked open. Dust flittered in the air as it was displaced.
"Hey, Korra." Bolin called running up to hug her, "You get anything useful today? Or any food perhaps?" Green eyes lit up like christmas lights as he mentioned food.
"Nah, sorry Bo, I didn't have any luck today, how about you guys?"
"Asami and Mako are still out, they're out a lot these day…" Bolin sighed as the two of them flopped down on the floor and the stray dog they kept, named Naga, ran up to sit with them.
"You think they got jobs or something?" Korra absently petted Naga's head as she spoke.
"Maybe." Bolin shrugged, "I thin they feel like they need to take responsibility for us since they're older or something." he pouted, "Anyway, I did manage to snag a day old donuts from a bakery, there's one for everyone, I was gonna wait for us all to be together to eat them, but I don't know when those two will be back." Bolin pouted as he stared lustfully at the donuts that sat on one of the less dusty tables in the house.
Korra smiled at his expression, "Well when they get back they can eat theirs together, I'm hungry so let's just eat now."
"Cool!" Bolin beamed, already at his feet and heading for the donuts before she could even finish the sentence.
Korra bit down into the slightly hard donut and savored the sweet taste that spread on her tongue.
"Sooooo goooood." Bolin sighed around a mouthful of the stale donut goodness. Korra laughed, the heavy feeling that sat on her chest earlier gone from being around one of her best friends. Bolin wiped his mouth on his sleeve before tearing his eyes away from his snack and looking up at her, "I think Mako is gonna start doing martial arts, he got in a fight with a guy a few days ago, and this old man came up to him and told him about how he runs a mixed martial arts place in town. Mako can get paid if he's good at it, so I think that's where he went, Asami probably went as support." the heavy feeling that sat on Korra's chest found it's way back, but now for a new reason.
"Why did Asami go? He could have went with you, you're his little brother after all, aren't you the best moral support he can get?" Even though Korra said that, they both knew what she was really trying to say. How was Asami the one he wanted by his side? For the past few years, Korra had begun to harbor a crush on Mako. He was the guy that she went to for everything; for advice, help, random talks, if she wanted company, he was always the one she went to, but as her adoration for him grew, his eyes seemed to slowly turn to Asami. Even living on the streets, Asami had managed to come off with an air of refinement that Korra lacked yet Mako shared with her, neither of them seemed like people that had lived on the street at any point of their lives, anyone who had ever spoken to them would agree. Asami and Mako were almost model like people, tall, thin and both noticeably good looking, they looked great together and balanced each other well, and seeing that, stung at Korra's heart from the day she noticed Mako only looking Asami's way.
The chunk of donut that tasted heavenly a moment ago seemingly turned to sand and sat heavily on her chest as she choked it down. Bolin looked at her with cautious eyes, unsure of what was on Korra's mind.
"Well, if he can get good money doing that and he's good at it, maybe he can put in a good word for me and I can make money doing it too, after all, I can't let all of my manliness go to waste." Bolin held up a muscle and unleashed a cheesy smile. Korra forced herself to laugh, but it sounded fake even to her own ears. Bolin sighed, "Well at least it'll be a good start, maybe then, we won't have to live as rough as we do now, I don't want to live as a petty thief forever… I wanna have a good life." his voice was dreamy as if his thoughts were far away, dreaming of a better life perhaps, but Korra's thoughts stayed closer to home, hovering on the sick feeling in her stomach.
Korra opened her mouth to admit that she also wanted better than this life even though she wasn't sure how to get it, when the door burst open. Asami and Mako glided into the room, holding hands and smiling so brightly that it stung Korra's eyes.
"Guess who got a chance to start making some good money?" Asami laughed bubbly as she held up Mako's hand like a referee announcing a winner.
"I did!" Mako laughed bouncing on the tips of his toes in an almost childlike manner, "The guy who owns the place just opened up down here he's got a lot of fighters already but he said I was a great find, but it gets better, I mentioned I had a little brother who can hold his own in a fight, and he wants to meet you too Bo!" Mako seemed happier than Korra had ever seen him, seeing that made her feel happy, despite how crumby the fact that he was holding Asami's hand made her feel.
"Me?" Bolin got to his feet and joined the smiling pair with a smile of his own.
"You got your wish, Bo." Korra laughed, and was relieved that it sounded more genuine then the laugh from before.
"It get's better." Mako went on before Bolin could reply, "Asami asked if she could fight too, but he said he only needed male fighters at the moment and that she was too pretty to fight."
"Yeah, that part kinda pissed me off, I can kick any guys ass, pretty or not." Asami pouted, Mako and Bolin laughed before Mako went on.
"Anyway, it turns out his wife designs clothing for those high class, 'society' ladies and she happened to be at the studio with him so he introduced Asami to her. When his wife saw Asami, she practically raved that she was exactly what she wanted in a model and gave her a job immediately, our poor days are done!" Mako laughed again as the three hugged in relief and joy that the days of living on the street were gone.
Korra looked up at the three as tears of joy ran down their faces. From her spot on the floor looking up at them, the feeling of being at the end of the road with them kicked in. The man who ran the studio apparently didn't need female fighters so Korra couldn't fight with Bolin and Mako, and Korra was far too rough to be a model for high class society women and she knew it. The three people she loved so dearly were hugging in the doorway, and the second they stepped out of those doors of the dusty home again, Korra had a feeling they wouldn't have the time to look back on her sitting on the floor ever again. Korra could feel that the people she felt were her family were about to leave her. For the second time, her family would leave her.
"That's great you guys!" Korra smiled brightly, her voice sounded strange to her. The three looked over at her and calmed down recognizing that she must have been feeling left out.
Mako was the first to speak up, "I'm sure something will come up for you too so don't fee-"
"I'm really happy for you guys, I'll keep working hard as I have been until I find something better, so we'll all be moving forward." She smiled and hoped the tears she felt trying to claw their way out would stay at bay until she could get away from her friends. Her eyes zoned in on Mako and Asami's clasped hands before she turned and placed what was left of her donut on the table. "In fact, I'm gonna get to work right now, I'm gonna have to work harder if I'm gonna be able to keep up with all of you aren't I?" She laughed as she got to her feet. Shaking off the hands that tried to pull her back into the house, Korra made her way out of the door, turned to wave, and ran towards the city, with tears in her eyes and a need for a good fight to pull her mind away from the reality of being left behind.
Hours past and Korra was huddled in the corner of an alleyway that she had been in earlier. Fighting hadn't helped much to ease her worry, but it at least gave her the scuffs and bruises that were a good enough excuse for her to cry. Night had turned into the very early hours of morning and just as the street traffic had died down so had her tears and now she left in silence to think. Thoughts of how to make steady money filled her head as she wondered how she could earn her stay with the only people she felt were almost like family. She could let her crush on Mako go, she could see him with Asami everyday if only she didn't have to leave them all together, she loved all of them and being pushed away from them, was a painful thought.
She could secretly sell her body for money, but aside from the fact that she doubted anyone would buy, she also wasn't the kind of girl who could do that. At the realization that she really didn't have anything to offer the world, Korra's tears started fresh again. At some point, a steady thumping indicated a lone person walking down the street. Korra's thoughts weren't straight as she came to her feet and got to the end of the alleyway. She could see a man walking alone, head down and counting a stack of money. A dark laugh escaped Korra as she wondered how people could walk alone when it was dark, counting money in this neighborhood. People like that deserve bad things to happen. She didn't even agree with the thought entirely, it wasn't like her to agree, Korra wanted peace and justice even in an unjust world, but she still found herself pulling the knife out of her pocket and licking her lips anxiously.
 I can't be serious, there's no way I'm doing this, I can't be… Her thought was cut short just as the man walked closer. He hadn't seen her, his head was still down face unseen, he had just passed her. Korra felt her hand tighten around the knife as she lunged out and grabbed him by the arm and yanked him roughly, pushing the edge of the knife to his back.
'I-I… I'm this desperate?' She asked herself as her shaking hand pushed a little against the sleek silkiness of his grey jacket.
"Give me your money, now." She could hear the words and she knew she was saying them, but the desperation and nervousness in them didn't sound like her at all. Shock surged through her as the man let out a slow chuckle.
"Times are hard little girl, I'm not good at sharing." He turned to face her, ignoring the knife and that's all it took for Korra's breath to catch in her throat. As he lifted his face, soft yellow street lights reveled the angry swirls of scar tissue that sprawled on his face and all the way down to his chest seemingly. She noticed his mouth was spared from the scarring as his lips pulled up into a soft yet menacing grin.
"You look very hungry." He looked over her. She was hungry, very hungry, aside from the donut, Korra hadn't eaten in days, but Korra was suddenly aware that to someone who could own a nice silk jacket, her dirt caked skin must have been utterly gross.
"J-just give me the money." Her hand shook as she lifted the knife to his face.
"Look young one," the man pushed the knife away from his face before smiling again, "You're too young for crime, if you're hungry and that's why you're doing this, I'll buy you a meal, just put the knife down, there's enough crime in this city. Korra stared dumbly before she felt the knife fall from her hand and clatter to the ground, echoing through the empty streets.
"Very good, now how about a cheese burger?" he asked and she nodded wholeheartedly as he looked her over, "Well maybe two." Korra felt a smile appear on her face, the last of her almost forgotten tears dripping from her eyelashes.
No one had called the cops to report what Korra had attempted to do, no one had even seen the exchange between them, but as Korra and this middle aged man strolled down the streets side by side, no one, not even the two of them had any idea of the turmoil and wars that would be started because of them.
Okay so thanks for reading, (yes the man with scar tissue is Amon/Noatak) I wondered what would happen in a world with no bending, where Korra wasn't so fortunate, but still tried to keep the same values despite that and where Amon still wanted justice for the less fortunate… including Korra. Anyways I'm not sure where this is going, it's not strictly Amorra, it's gonna be a crazy ride based on where I kinda want this to go. Anyway, hope you enjoyed ^_^.






*Chapter 2*: The loneliest number
Chapter 2
"Is it good?" The man was asking, amused expression worn on his face as Korra shoved the burger in her face barely chewing the food as she ingested it. She nodded eagerly before choking on a particularly large chunk of burger. "Slow down, no one's gonna take it from you." he chuckled, pushing her drink towards her.
After taking a series of large gulps from the glass Korra slowed down and actually allowed herself to chew and taste the food. Looking up to see the look on the odd man's face who bought her this food, she noticed he hadn't ordered anything but a drink and had only been watching her eat with an amused expression.
"You're not gonna eat?" She asked, tearing off another chunk of her food.
"You're the hungry one not me, eat as much as you please." Those words alone brought Korra back to reality. He had driven her to this dingy little dinner to buy her a burger, she had never been in this part of town, she didn't know this man and she was alone. For who considered herself street smart, she had just done a series of stupid things, but that's what hunger does, she supposed.
"Why are you being so nice?" She asked becoming suspicious of ill intentions on his part.
"I'm not into little girls like you if that's what you're thinking." he sat back and folded his hands on the blue plastic table.
"Doesn't mean you don't have a friend who is." she narrowed her eyes to make her point. That earned another bark of a laugh. At the sound of his laugh, the entire dinner went silent turned to look at the two in shock, just when Korra felt she'd die under their burning stares, they resumed what they had been doing before. Odd.
"You're a funny kid you know?" She continued staring at him through narrow eyes, not bothering to respond. "Growing up on the streets is not easy. This meal was paid for out of a whim, you have a fire in your eyes, I simply thought you'd make a good investment." he smiled slightly before sipping at his own drink, "The people in this town are to easily persuaded, you look like someone who will fight for what you believe in. This town needs more people like that, it would be a shame to let you die off so easily." Korra blinked, not sure what to say to that, so she changed the subject instead.
"What's your name?" She asked, pushing the now empty plate aside a pang of sadness hitting her that the tender burger was no more.
"I am Amon." He glanced at her empty plate before waving over a waiter and ordering another burger, "You still look hungry."
"It'll take more than one day of food to make me look less hungry ya' know?" Korra snorted, sipping at her drink again.
Amon chuckled just as his cell phone rung. Korra watched as he got up from the booth and went further off to talk. Korra took the chance to look around while she waited for her next burger to arrive. There weren't too many people and those who were there were kinda shady looking, even more so than the shady folks in her part of town, and that was saying something. The vibe in the place felt off, like some sort of illegal stuff might have been going on under the table. Though Korra had lived on the streets and had seen her share of illegal business go down, the vibe in this building was more like large organized criminals than the petty thievery, drug deals and occasional prostitution she saw around her neighborhood. Needless to say Korra began to feel a little anxious, well that was until the next burger arrived in front of her and her watering mouth silenced her nerves.
Amon came back from his call as Korra finished off her second burger. "Was it good?" he asked flashing her another smile. Korra nodded feeling more than full and wanting nothing more than to go to sleep. She yawned as wide as her mouth could stretch before leaning her head down on the table and looking up at him.
"So, umm thanks for the meal and stuff. I'm not really sure how to thank people. most people don't just go around doing things like this, so. Thanks." she offered a weak smile as a heavy feeling washed over her and her eyelids felt heavy.
Amon chuckled, "Just because I fed you doesn't mean I want to take you in as a pet, tell me where to drop you off." She heard all that he was saying, but she was already drifting off into a comfortable food induced coma. The first one she had in years.
'Hmmm, so warm.'  Korra was thinking as she dug herself deeper in the soft jasmine scented warmness that she felt wrapped around her dirty body. She was wondering why she was even smelling the lovely jasmine scent, anything she owned smelled like garbage, she wondered why she didn't feel the chilly fall air disk in through the holes in the building she lived in and give her the goosebumps she was used to getting around that time of year. 'There's no way I'm home.' Korra thought in alarm as she remembered falling asleep in that sketchy neighborhood with that weird Amon guy. She shot up, terror pulsing through her as she looked around and found herself in a bedroom, but calmed once she found that she was fully dressed and unharmed. Stuffed animal heads, a large television and little knick knacks decorated the room. An anxious feeling shot through her as she bolted rod straight before tumbling out of the bed and landing on the hard flooring with a loud thud. Rubbing her now aching backside, she got to her feet just as the door swung open and the marred face of Amon was there to greet her with an almost condescending smile that she was beginning to see was a trademark of his.
"Sleep well?" He asked, smirk still playing on his face.
"Where am I?" she asked groggily.
"It's my home, I wasn't quite sure where to take you after you fell asleep on the table. Leaving a child like you there when you might not have known the neighborhood seemed a bit cruel." Korra scoffed, a bit cruel? "Anyway, tell me where you need to go and I'll have someone drop you off. I have plans so I can't have you just mulling around my house." Korra blinked, he had taken her to his house out of kindness? What was up with him? He had no good reason to be nice to her and she knew it, the fact that he hadn't so much as touched her while she was asleep, earned him her trust, but she was still unsure about him.
"Uhm, well thanks. Again." she murmured shifting uncomfortably from one foot to the other. "You can just drop me off around where you found me, I don't have any particular place to go at the moment." a dreadful feeling washed over Korra at the thought of having to go back to seeing Mako, Asami and Bolin when she knew that she had become the dead weight in the group.
"Very well then." If Amon noticed the moment of dread that washed over her, he chose to ignore it as he turned and pulled out his phone and called for a driver. Korra was left to wonder exactly what kind of man he was. Amon was clearly well off she could tell from the deeply coloured wooden furniture, the lavish feeling blankets on his bed and the way he dressed, but at the same time he seemed to want to help the poor. Korra figured he just felt bad for her since she was driven to the point of robbing for money, but no matter how ashamed she was of her actions, her pride wasn't taking well to the thought of being pitied.
"You know, you don't have to pity me, I know you said it was on a whim and I'm thankful for the meal, but I'm a big girl, I can take care of myself." she piped up, folding her arms over her chest.
"And how old are you?" He asked, turning to her with mildly amused eyes.
"Seventeen." she replied with pride.
"Well indeed you are a big girl then, so why don't you look for a decent job instead of robbing people on the streets?" he smirked and Korra suddenly felt ridiculous standing there dirty, homeless and prideful.
"It's not something I'd ever done before, it's against my morals, so don't go thinking I'm a thief." her arms fell to her side and she slumped back leaning against the edge of the bed as she realized she truly was in no position to be as prideful as she wanted to be. She was lucky he didn't report her for attempted robert.
"Then why do it?" he asked blue eyes dancing from being in control of the situation. His voice was smooth and calm, probing for answers without seeming intrusive, wanting to make her talk despite the fact that she really didn't want to talk about it at all.
"I didn't have a choice, I was running out of options, let's just leave it at that." she sighed looking down at her feet. He didn't reply, but looked at her instead, sensing that he wasn't going to get any more from her on the subject and figuring not to push it. Korra took the moment of silence as a chance to look around for her shoes and jacket. Her moth attacked jacket was resting over a chair and her hole ridden shoes sat at the foot of the chair. Korra walked over and began to put her things on, trying her best to ignore Amon looking at her as she cringed in frustration as her little toe popped out of the hole on the side of her shoe. Winter was coming, she was going to have to fix all of those holes soon.
A sharp ringing sound pulled her from her thoughts as Amon's cell phone rung yet again. "The car is here, I'll have someone escort you out." She heard him open the door before shouting, "Lue, I need you to escort the young woman from yesterday out!" Amon called and even from the room Korra could hear his voice bouncing off the walls of the hallway and only then did she realize that he had a big house.
"You called sir?" A thin man with an odd mustache appeared at the doorway next to Amon in seconds.
"Yes miss…" Amon paused and Korra suddenly remembered that she had never told her his name.
"Korra, my name is Korra."
"Ah, so please take miss Korra back to her part of town, please escort her out quickly, the guests will be arriving soon." Amon said as he gave this 'Lue' guy the street name of where he picked her up the night before. As he spoke, Korra caught onto the air of importance he possessed. He spoke with a manner than would make you listen, respect and respond, not oily like a politician, but still enough to make her hold onto a twinge of distrust even as he proved himself to be a fairly trust worthy man.
"Right away sir." The butler bowed at Amon before turning to Korra, not bothering to hide the disgust on his face as he looked over her dirty form, "I shall change the sheets and mop the floors when I come back, sir." Lue added as Amon laughed.
"Once the guests leave you can do as you please, but you can leave it for now." Amon replied.
"Very well sir, we shall be leaving then." Lue said as he motioned for Korra to head to the door. Amon gave her a brief bow of his head as she passed before turning and going in the opposite direction of herself and the butler.
Korra tried her best to keep up with the large, brisk strides that Lue made to the door as she gawked at the house. She was right about thinking the house was big before, the place was almost as enormous as it was luxurious.
High ceilings echoed the sound of her footsteps on the sparking white, marble tiled floor as they made their way down the hallway passing several doors that Korra wished she could have opened up and looked around in if only to ease the burning curiosity that was forming. Korra almost wished she could see the look on her own face as they made it to the end of the hallway and walked into the entrance. A huge chandelier hung over the middle of the floor, two sets of grand stairs met up leading to the second floor, the light pouring in from the door and two sets of stained glass windows that were at the front of the house made the floor sparkle even more than before. Korra froze in awe.
"I figure this is probably very amazing to a street urchin such as yourself, but you must get moving." Lue said annoyance edging into his voice.
"Sorry, Lue." She muttered as he ushered her out the door and into the awaiting car, which was just as luxurious as the house.
"It's Mr. Benit to you." Lue said before slamming the car door shut behind her.
"Lue Benit?" Korra chuckled to herself as Lue climbed into the front seat and pulled off, "You're name sounds like lieutenant, it's kinda funny cuz you seem like Amon's right hand man."
"Oh har har, like I haven't heard that from the rest of the staff before." Lue replied dryly. Korra pouted and gave up with trying to start a conversation with him as it clearly wasn't going anywhere fast.
The car zoomed down the street and Korra looked out the window at all of the white picket fences, perfectly trimmed lawns and smiling faces, realizing how far away from home she really was. After some time, the neighborhood changed, still an okay place, but more middle class, then a bit after they passed that and finally arrived in the grimy crime infested part of town that Korra called home.
"Thanks Lue, you don't have to get the door." Korra blurted as she saw him about to get out.
"I told you to call me-" Lue started, but Korra had already ducked out of the car and into the alleyway trying her best to avoid being seen with the fancy car and butler. The last thing Korra wanted was for people to start thinking she was affiliated with someone with money, that was a sure way to get mugged, or at least beat up.
Once Korra was far away from the car, she took her time, strolling off to where her home was. Though earlier she was nervous about coming back, she figured they'd probably been worried about her, that and the fact that they were the only family she had, was enough of a reason for Korra to suck up her pride and go back to the only people she knew cared about her. Korra marched in through the front door of the drafty house expecting to get a good scolding for staying out all night in their dangerous neighborhood, but was shocked to find the place empty. Naga, Bolin, Mako, Asami, all of them were gone, all of their things gone with them, hers left behind alone just as she was.
"Guys?" She called out waiting for them to jump out or something. "Come on guys, you don't have to hide, I didn't stay out all night doing anything bad if you guys are doing this to try and teach me a lesson." she called out, but there was no reply. "Guys?" she called again, looking around.
Korra huddled under the blanket, the only thing she owned as cold autumn air came in through the holes in the house as well as the holes in her clothes. "I can't believe they left me." Korra murmured, too stunned to have any emotion to put behind the words. "T-they were my family." she stuttered as the winds picked up. For the first time in so long, Korra hadn't felt hungry, but she could have dealt with hunger if only the feeling of loneliness that consumed her as she sat alone in the broken house, shivering from the cold would leave her.
Korra sighed and rested her head against the wall, "So they get jobs and forget me huh?" she murmured angrily, "I guess they couldn't wait to cut me loose." the feeling of betrayal that rose up pushed the feeling of loneliness aside just before both feelings dropped. "They might be out looking for me," she muttered. That seemed like a more logical thing, they wouldn't leave her behind so easily, she was important to them, they grew up together. Korra got to her feet with renewed hope in her friends as she bounded towards the door to go off and find her friends at their usual hangouts.
She dashed from their favorite hangouts to the places they knew would give them food every now and then, but everywhere she went she couldn't find them, and no one had seen them. By the end of the day, all Korra had to show for her effort was a day old apple muffin that the manager of a bakery she went to looking for her friends gave her upon seeing how flustered Korra looked. Korra sat on a bench feeling pretty down as she munched on her snack, watching the sky change to an orange hue as the sun set. "Where could they be?" She asked herself, feeling as worried as she was frustrated. Had someone attacked the house when she was gone? Had they really left her? Korra sighed as a paper skid across the ground and caught on her foot.
Korra picked up the paper and took her time to read it, suddenly thankful for all of the days she forced herself to go to the library and teach herself to read, she was the only one in the group that could do that, and it was the one thing she carried with unfiltered flyer had a man with a long mustache advertising his newly opened fighting gym in the city and then it hit Korra, they were all most likely there, it wasn't their fault if they had work to do over at their new job. With a laugh, Korra got to her feet and began running. The place was pretty far off in walking distance, since it was in the more middle class part of town, but she figured if she ran, she would make it there within the hour. Thanks to all of the fights Korra got into when she got a bit carried away with talking to people, her stamina and insurance were way up and despite the fact that she was sweaty and winded by the time she got to the place, she did manage to run the whole way without having to stop.
Korra jogged up to the building and leaned against a wall to catch her breath before heading in, but just before she could walk over, she heard the door swing open. For some odd reason, Korra jumped back into the shadows of an alleyway as if she had done something wrong. She felt stupid hiding for no reason and was about to step out of the shadows when she heard laughing. Peaking out around the corner, Korra could see Bolin laughing with the bearded man from the flyer as Mako and Asami laughed along holding each others hands as they did so. Asami was dressed in a pretty red dress that molded perfectly to her curves, while Mako and Bolin were both decked in fancy sparring clothes.
"They look so different after one day." Korra muttered to herself as she looked down at her own sweat stained, hole ridden dirty clothes before peaking out again in time to see Bolin, Mako and Asami all go sauntering off down the street as the bearded man went to lock the door of the gym. It was now or never Korra thought to herself as she rushed over to the man's side, flyer in hand.
"Uhm, excuse me." Her voice came out a bit smaller than intended.
"Yes?" the man asked turning to face her. His face twitched and Korra figured it was her smell. Running all the way out there didn't do much for her smell, especially when proper showers were a rare occurrence.
"Those people you were just talking to," she started anxiously, "Did they perhaps mention looking for anyone?" She asked. The man blinked. One time. Two times. Korra stared up, heart thumping loudly in hope that he would just give her the answer she wanted to here.
"No, they weren't looking for anyone as far as I know." he said thoughtfully. With that one sentence, Korra felt as if the ground beneath her had been stolen as her knees buckled in shock. Perhaps they hadn't asked the man about her? Maybe they were secretly looking for her? She knew she was grasping at straws now, but she didn't want to believe that they didn't care about her.
The man seemed to see her distress and quickly added, "But they just went to go eat, they'll be back later, you can talk to them there if you want, they're living here as of today, so their bound to come back if you want to wait." Korra could tell the man added that in hope it would be some condolence, but it was just more salt to the wound. They had left her and the only place she knew to look for them. There was no straw left to grasp at. Korra had to face it; they didn't want her anymore.
"Nah, it's okay, I don't want to bother them while they're resting, maybe I'll come back again." Korra's voice caught as she spoke. "Thanks for the help." she tried to smile, but she was sure it came off as a grimace, before she turned and ran off.
"Do you need help?" She heard him ask as she turned to run, but she didn't reply, she just ran, she didn't cry, she just ran all the way back home until her feet ached so badly she felt tears leak out anyway. Wrapped under the ragged blanket, Korra dug her face in it, trying to ignore the stench as she sobbed herself to sleep, knowing that when she woke up, she'd have to push herself even further now that she was all alone.
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*Chapter 3*: People, Politicians, Alleyway adventures
chapter 3
Sunlight poured in through the many holes from the broken house that Korra woke up alone in. She had cried herself to sleep the night before and decided to leave it at that, she wouldn't bother to spill another tear for people who didn't seem to even want her around anymore.
"Well time to start a new day." She sighed, pushing the rag of a blanket off of her and stretching. If she was going to be alone and live the way she wanted, thievery was no option, she was going to have to pour her heart and soul into finding a decent job, and that day would be the start of looking for one.
Eyes shinning brightly with hope, Korra left the house and went off to face the day. "Look out world, Korra is here to take you by storm!" She beamed before heading towards the city with her head held high. Unfortunately for Korra, it seemed as if the world had taken heed to her warning and had indeed been looking out for her and seemed hell bent to not let anything go her way. Bakeries, stores, small shops, big time businesses; not one of them wanted Korra to even take out their trash.
"Ugh!" Korra grunted slumping down on the sidewalk and shoving her chilly hands in her pockets. She had scoured the city and had yet to find anything, and she knew if she couldn't find anything in her area, the rich area definitely wouldn't want her. "Why does everything have to be so freakin' difficult!" Korra yelled, tilting her face the the sky, not caring about all of the strange looks pedestrians gave her as they went where ever they were going. She was in the more middle class area of her city, so people paid more attention to the poor girl yelling in the streets than they would in her part of town. The strange looks Korra received reminded her that she was pretty far from home, but pretty close to where Asami, Mako and Bolin were. The urge to go see them, just one more time pulsed through her, but she ignored that feeling. If they wanted to find her, they could have, where did they think she would've gone anyway? They should've known that no matter what she would always, always come back to them.
Korra shook her head and got to her feet before her thoughts had her crying again. "Guess, I should head back then." she murmured to herself as she began walking the hour long walk back to where she lived.
An hour later, Korra should have been home right? But something had caught her eye along the way in one of the stores she passed. It was a store she had passed the day before and thought nothing of until she peered in the window that day. A long flowing beautiful sky blue dress with white embroidering decorated the collar of it, while a set of shining blue hair beads seat next to it in a case, instantly catching Korra's undivided attention. Korra wasn't one for dresses and her hair had become so matted that she wasn't even sure she'd have been able to get the hair beads on, but from the outside of that window, she allowed herself to day dream. She imagined the soft silky dress against her clean skin, hair parted in three smooth ponytails, the beads decorating ones near her face, the way she vaguely remembered her mother wearing her hair before she had passed away. In her mind, that dress had instantly become the symbol of a better life and she promised herself that the day she could afford it, that dress and those beads were gonna be hers, even if she never wore it, she wanted it.
"Something you like in the window?" A familiar voice pulled her from her day dreams as she spun around in shock and stood face to face with the bearded man that she recognized as the gym owner from the day before.
"Oh, uhm, n-no." Korra stammered, embarrassed to have been caught day dreaming.
"Ah, sorry to have startled you." the man laughed gently, "It's just that I recognized you from the other day. You seemed troubled then."
Korra cleared her throat before speaking, "Oh, it wasn't much of anything, I had just mistaken the people from yesterday as some old friends." It wasn't a complete lie, she had mistaken them for friends, when they seemed to be actively proving that they indeed were nothing of the sort.
The man nodded, not seeming to believe Korra, but still kind enough to pretend that he did, "Well is there something in this shop that you like? My wife, Pema, owns it and I'm sure she'd be thrilled to hear she's got a fan of her work."
That was oddly angering to Korra. There was no way this man could look at her dirty rag covered form and assume she had the money to afford anything in that store. "Don't look down on me!" she snapped pointing her thin dingy finger up at him, "Just cuz' I'm poor doesn't mean I'm a joke!" she was yelling, hands curling up into fists.
The man threw his arms up in surrender, "I wasn't trying to make fun of you at all, I was just curious if there was anything that caught your eye."
Korra gave him a wary glance before speaking again, "I'm not into pity gifts, whatever I get, I want to get it with my own hands," She glanced briefly at the dress and beads in the window, "Even if I showed you what I was admiring, I can't afford it and I don't really want a pity gift from you or anyone else." she sighed, trying not to let her irritation show anymore and letting it all but fade away.
The man gave her a small gentle smile, "You seem to be a strong willed girl, that's quite adirable at your age. You seem troubled though, I wish I could help you out, but I'd hate for you to feel as if you were being pitied."
Korra wasn't really sure what to say to that as she blinked up at the man, "Uh, well thanks." she said. It was better than nothing said at all.
"How about this, if you ever run into any troubles, you can come here or to the gym, I'll tell my wife your name so that she'll know." Korra stared up dumbfounded yet again as the man waited for her response. Though Korra really didn't want to go getting more and more random people involved in her life, she could;t help but think, if something happened to her, it would have been nice for someone to have noticed her missing. Nice to have someone to turn to if everything turned to shit, she figured before replying.
"M-my name is Korra." she muttered.
"And I am Tenzin. Very nice to meet you Korra." his voice was stern yet friendly, and just from that alone Korra figured he must have been a bit of a tight ass.
"Uhm, likewise." she murmured, shifting uncomfortably from foot to foot, "Well I was just headed back to my part of town so I guess I'll be go-" Korra's words were cut off by a woman holding a wad of fabric swinging the door of the shop open.
"Tenzin! You're here, we have to get going soon if we're going to be able to pick up the kids and go to the dinner." The woman was quite plain looking, with a motherly air about her that matched well with Tenzin's fatherly air. Hearing them talk about family was like a knife in the gut as Korra stood there knowing she didn't have anything to go back to.
"Ah, yes, Pema." Tenzin replied stroking his beard as the woman named Pema looked curiously over at Korra.
"And who is this? Another fighter of yours?" Pema was asking, pity for the dirty girl before her etched on her face.
"Ah, her name is Korra, I believe she's a friend of some of my fighters." Tenzin gave her a knowing glance, and Korra scowled a bit at his assumption.
"I told you, they were people I thought were friends." She insisted.
"Well of course." he chuckled politely
"Why don't you join us for dinner?" Pema suddenly piped up, "We have a big family home, setting one more placemat is no big deal to us." She smiled so warmly that Korra almost said yes, the way she really wished she could, but looking down at her dirty clothing, she didn't feel right sitting in their home and dirtying things up, especially when she barely even knew these people. Korra politely shook her head 'no'.
"Thank you so much for your kind offer," she smiled the best she could at Pema, "and thank you for your help," she regarded Tenzin now, "but just offering me somewhere to go if I really need it is enough for me."
Tenzin and Pema looked at her with what seemed to be awe on their faces, as if they couldn't believe the independence and strength this young street girl possessed.
"Well then please feel free to come by anytime, we'll be glad to see you." Pema gave her another warm smile, gently placing her hand on Korra's shoulder. A soft smell wafted off of her, the smell of honey, home cooked food and clean clothing, a smell of a real home. Korra felt jealous that her children had such kind people as their parents. Unsure what to say, Korra smiled and waved before her resolve could weaken and she begged them to let her go with them.
With her mind set to not let anymore distractions get in her way, she made her way back home hoping that after the last three hectic days she had, that she would have been able to just get home, rest and start up her job search again tomorrow in hopes that her tenacity would pay off. A heavy sigh escaped her as she flung the front door open and collapsed in a tired heap under her blanket, mind reeling with thoughts. Her stomach was growling with hunger, but it was a feeling she was so used to that she had already learned to ignore it. Instead Korra let her mind swim from thought to thought as she waited for sleep to come over her. She had decided not to think of the people who recently left her, but instead of the people she had recently met. Pema and Tenzin seemed like such kind people, the fact that Mako, Bolin and Asami got to see them everyday made her a touch jealous, but the kind offer of help they had extended to her was more than enough for her at the time. The next person that came to mind was the odd fire scarred rich man, Amon, if she remembered correctly. With all of the things that had happened, she hadn't had time to even think about their odd encounter. Though Korra didn't feel he was a bad guy, he gave off a bit of an unsettling vibe. The way he spoke about how hard it must have been for her living on the streets, it sounded as if he almost knew himself how difficult it was, as if his good deed was done because he wished someone would have done the same for him, but maybe Korra was just thinking too much into it. It was impossible for a man that insanely wealthy to have been poor, that kind of money couldn't have just been built up in one lifetime and the air he gave off was that of a well bred society man. No way he could've been poor.
Korra's mind drifted lazily as she felt herself falling asleep with one last burning question on her mind, 'But why was he all the way out here that night?'
A month passed and Korra had visited every place in the city from the poorest part to the riches in hope for work, but all she had to show for it was a fever from walking out in the increasingly chilly weather. She hadn't seen Amon again and hadn't gone back to see Pema or Tenzin, even as she sat on the floor eating day old baked goods and imagining eating a home cooked meal at a table with them and their family, but it didn't seem right to take advantage of their kindness, even if they offered. Korra could figure it out on her own, she was a tough cookie, just like the ones the bakeries gave to her when they had left overs.
Korra awoke one cold evening with a terrible headache and a bit of a fever, most likely from hunger, or the cold, she couldn't have really been sure, but she shook it off knowing she needed some food, she had gone a bit too long without any at all. She stepped outside and sneezed as the air, laced with the smell of incoming winter, seeped into her clothing.
She traveled through the alleyways that she knew no one passed through to avoid trouble police trying to in force the curfew that no one cared about. Usually, she'd be able to find something behind one of the bakeries. Entire bags of stale goods waiting for the rats or street kids to take them, whichever fought off the other first.
Relief surged through her as she realized she was the first to get to the bakery and an entire bag of goods had been sitting there as if waiting for her to claim them. "Finally, something is going right." She chuckled to herself as she picked up the bag and began to make her way through the alley and towards home.
The night had gone over pretty well, she may have been sick, but she had an entire bag of sweets to hold her over until they went bad, that was a major score. Korra was so caught up in her happiness from her find, she almost didn't see the man who stood before her in the alleyway.
"Oh sorry sir." she jumped upon seeing him.
"Ahh, oh it's okay.." he was muttering and hiding his face with his hands, Korra assumed he had taken some bad drugs or something so he was acting funny and began to walk around him when he grabbed her arm, "Please don't tell anyone you saw me here, it'll ruin my image!" he blurted.
"What are you doing?!" Korra yelled jerking her arm free. The man looked at her with shocked ice blue eyes.
"You mean you don't know me? You don't know who I am?" he pointed at himself clearly proud to be him. Korra squinted and looked closer at his face for anything that she would recognize. She had to admit he wasn't too bad looking for an old guy, but he didn't look familiar in the least bit.
"I'm pretty sure I don't know who you are." she wrinkled her nose at the smell of overpowering cologne he seemed to have bathed himself in. The man scoffed in disbelief before frowning.
"It must be because you're a street kid, but even so you should no who I am, I am Tarrlok, I'm bound to be in charge of this city soon." he smiled again, a creepy politician smile with too many teeth showing. Korra remembered seeing him before on a television in the window of a store, she didn't find his face too memorable at the time, but did remember hearing him and thinking he was a slimy politician. It indeed was a small world.
"Don't worry, I don't care enough about you or whatever your slimy campaign is." she snorted, rolling her eyes, "But why are you here?" She wasn't stupid, she knew that desperate 'society' people came to that part of town when they needed someone else to disappear.
"That is my business, just scurry back to your rat whole." he snorted folding his thick arms over his chest. For someone who didn't want to be noticed, he sure did a crappy job seeing as he was wearing his signature powder blue suit jacket.
"If people like you did more to help out people like me, I'd have a home instead of a rathole." she could hear people coming their way and saw Tarrlok go stiff with nerves.
"Fine, fine, I owe you one, just don't tell anyone you saw me and get the hell out of here!" he growled under his breath pushing her a bit. Though Korra wanted to argue a bit more, but the last thing she wanted to do was find out what business he had to come out there for, it was sure to be nothing good. Korra walked on briskly to get out of there before his friends saw her and scoffed mentally that he had the nerve to say he 'owed her one', she was more than sure he's be glad if he never saw or heard from her again and she would feel the same. She picked up her pace even more, at the thought of having shelter from the wind and a place to sit and eat her goods.
Korra pulled what was left of her ratty jacket close to her as the winds picked up. She was sneezing by the time she was closer to home, her fever had noticeably went up was making her feel a bit lightheaded. A cough shook her body and she leaned against the wall of an alleyway that she vaguely remembered had been where she hid when she almost robbed Amon a month ago. A weak feeling that Korra wasn't used to feeling came over her and she slid against the wall to the ground. She felt like she was dying, every breath burned her chest like hot coals. Before when she was living with Mako, Bolin and Asami, they took care of her if she had gotten sick but she hadn't seen them for a month and had been too busy going around looking for a job to even care until this very moment. Her thoughts drifted to Pema and Tenzin, they had offered to help her if she needed it, but they were an hour away, she didn't have it in her to make it there. Another hack racked her body as she tried to think of what to do, but her head was too fuzzy, she just wanted to go to sleep. She could hear a voice calling her and in her sick state she thought it must have been her father calling her, beckoning her to join him and her mother in heaven. A smile crossed her face, she was alone, she had lived a tough life, maybe dying and going to heaven didn't seem to bad, but anywhere was better than dying from a fever in the streets.
Korra felt her eyes flutter shut as the voice came closer and closer, she lifted her arms weakly towards the sky "Mom and dad, I can't wait to see you too." she murmured before her hands smacked back down to the sidewalk. A warm feeling came over her, the voice was closer than ever. Holding on to the joy of being in the end of her suffering, Korra closed her eyes and let herself slip into the sleep that had been beckoning her, content with the fact that she wouldn't wake up again. Or at least it seemed so at the time.
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*Chapter 4*: We meet again
chapter 4
Korra could feel her eyes flutter open and cringed as her head throbbed when she tried to move around. The pain surprised her, she always thought that little pains like headaches would have not happened anymore after death. Gritting her teeth against the pain, she sat up feeling parched and sweaty, shocked again that she felt this horrible in heaven.
She rasped out a chest splitting cough as she looked around not sure whether she was happy or disappointed to find hat she was still alive. The room was familiar, detergent scented sheets, mounted animal heads, little trinkets; Amon's room. Had her body not been so weak she would have bolted out of there, embarrassed of having ended up there two times now, but as tired and sick as she was, all she could do was flop back down, eyes half lidded and hack another cough.
"I see you're awake?" his voice came from the doorway, calm as usual. Korra opened her mouth to answer, but her voice was completely gone. He strolled into view, looking down at her as if assessing how sick she was. "I'll get someone to bring you something to eat." and with that he was gone. Korra was too tired to think, to tired to even want the soup and drifted off back to sleep only to be woken again shortly after for a housekeeper to be fed the soup. How long she had been sick, Korra had no clue, she drifted hazily in and out of sleep days, only moving from the bed when the housekeepers helped her to the bathroom or when meals were brought to her. Days past and eventually Korra had overcome the worst part of the illness and was only left with an occasional sniffle along with an unsureness of how to thank Amon… again… for his help.
Sitting in bed one afternoon, slurping at the chicken noodle soup that was her lunch, Amon appeared in the doorway.
"Feeling better?" he asked.
"Yeah, much better, thanks," she couldn't even look at him from disappointment in herself that she had taken up so much of his time and money, not to mention the germs she left all over the place.
Amon 'hmmed' at her thanks before speaking again, "The staff will take you to the guest shower once you're done eating the soup, this room will have to be sanitized so until you're fully better you'll be staying on the upper floor." there was no emotion in his speech, but Korra's heart leaped at the thought of being able to be clean, she hadn't taken a real shower with an actual tub and soap since she was a kid. Korra could feel a smile split her face as she ate the soup a bit faster excited by the thought of finally getting all of the caked on dirt off of her, Amon seemed to have taken notice her hurry to bathe, left with a mildly amused grin.
Korra finished her soup in record time and practically rushed the staff to show her to the bathroom.
"Would you like us to clean your hair ma'am?" The small woman who had escorted her to the bathroom asked in a voice just as small as she was.
"Uhh, no I think I'll be okay." Korra smiled again before closing the bathroom door and looking around. Just as she expected, the bathroom was as grand as the rest of his home. Several kinds of soaps were for the picking, large mirrors adorned the walls, forcing Korra to look at herself, and she was not  pleased with what she saw, more so than usual. Korra stuck her tongue out at her reflection feeling a bit grossed out herself at the dirty figure staring back at her.
The mirrors quickly forgotten, Korra shimmied out of her clothes and stepped into the shower, fumbling with the switches trying to figure out how to turn the darn thing on. The shower gurgled as she fiddled with a switch and then bone chilling water suddenly came rushing out of the shower head and splashing on Korra's skin. The water quickly warmed up and Korra prayed that no one had heard her shocked squeal.
Korra sighed as the water ran over her body. The water was working out all of the knots in her muscles and she watched as dirt and grime went swirling down the drain. Picking a plain bar of soap, Korra went to work scrubbing herself squeaky clean before looking around for shampoo with no avail. She scampered out of the shower and walked towards where she had seen an array of shampoos and conditioners before she had climbed in the shower. Scanning over the spicy, manly scented shampoos and conditioners, she sighed. Just because she was staying in a man's house didn't mean she had to smell like a man. Just as Korra was about to settle for the ' spotted a dustier bottle at the back, she spotted a dusty lavender scented bottle at the back and picked it up.
"He didn't really strike me as a lavender guy." Korra smirked to herself, trying to imagine the scarred and usually hard faced man walking around with the scent of lavender trailing after him. Korra shook the thought from her mind and hopped back into the shower to try and work the knots out of her hair, a task that was much easier said than done. Knots and tangles that Korra had ignored for years came back to haunt her as she tried to untangle and clean them properly. Her fingers got caught and tangled in the long mess of waist length hair and Korra was forced to leave it a tangled mess and leave it be, deciding it would be best to just cut it later on.
Stepping out of the shower, Korra grabbed a towel and savored the feeling of freshly washed towels on her clean skin, a feeling she had all but forgotten. The woman who walked her to the bathroom had been kind enough to have left Korra a robe to change into once she had finished showering.
It took only a few minutes for Korra to slip into the robe and out of the bathroom to meet the housekeeper who showed her to the bathroom earlier. Korra walked over and the woman looked at Korra in what seemed like composed surprise.
"Uhm, Miss Korra, your hair is still messy." the woman said, face still composed.
"Yeah, I know, It's too messed up to get the knots out. Can you help me cut the worst parts out if you're not too busy?" Korra asked
"I'd be happy to." the woman's face slipped into a warm smile as she led Korra back to the bathroom, "I'll be right back with some sheers to cut your hair." The woman announced as Korra entered the bathroom again. Korra nodded and watched the woman walk off before turning to look at herself in the mirror.
After a week of being sick and stuck in bed, Korra had really expected herself to look worse than how she did when she looked at herself in the mirror, in fact, she looked better currently than she had for months. Korra's blue eyes had a renewed gleam to them that hadn't been there for a long time, it was a wonder what a few days of regular meals and a shower could do.
At the sound of footsteps, Korra spun and saw the woman had returned with the shears. "How short would you like your hair, Miss Korra?" The woman was asking as she positioned herself behind Korra to get a good hair cutting angle.
"It doesn't matter, cut it as short as you have to to get the parts that can't be saved off." Korra responded. It was just hair, it would grow back.
Korra could feel the woman nod and then heard the shears struggle to snip through her matted hair. Snip snip snip. The sound had an almost melodic feel to it, and Korra was almost relaxed by the sound. The woman begun humming a soft yet emotional tune. The sour was sad but caring, Korra found herself thinking back to the family she once had and wondered if her mother would have cut her hair humming such a lovely tune as she gently cut her hair. Korra almost felt that she would nod off at the relaxing sounds, but then just as soon as she started the woman was done and so was the tune.
"Do you like it Miss Korra?" The woman asked, smiling behind Korra. Korra opened her eyes and looked at her reflection. Her hair was smooth again, cut a bit past her shoulder blades. About a foot of matted mess was on the floor once she was done.
"Yes, thank you." Korra turned to smile at the woman, "But if I can ask, what was the song you were humming, it was very nice."
The woman smiled sadly now as if an old wound had ached again. "That was a song I once sang to my daughter. Six years ago she passed. Caught up in some street violence, we weren't in the greatest neighborhood at the time…" the woman trailed off and looked up to Korra again and smiled, tears brimming in her eyes, "I'm sorry, I'm rambling. You need to get changed still."
"I lost my mother to the same thing." Korra said, ignoring the woman's attempted change of the topic, "My mother and father died in street violence, I know it can be hard, but we can still make a difference here. Even when we lose the people we love, we can fight so that no one else has to be hurt that way." Korra's voice rang out with such strength and determination that it surprised the woman and Korra herself.
"You are a very strong young lady." the woman held onto Korra's arm and looked up, not with sympathy for Korra's lost, but with the understanding that loss hurts and sympathy is not acceptable. The woman quickly let go and wiped the tears from her eyes before going on to show Korra to where she explained her clothes would be waiting for her.
When Korra had been told her clothes were waiting for her, she had expected to see her clothes cleaned and laid out for her to put back on, but that was not at all what she was given.
For the first time, Korra was led up the stairs and she tried her best not to marvel at the mind blowing paintings that hung on the walls. She was led down the hallway and into a room four doors down from the end of the hallway where a huge wooden hand carved door that Korra supposed led to Amon's room was. Korra had been staring at the Amon's door with great curiosity, so much curiosity in fact, that she didn't even notice the door open until the housekeeper called her for her attention.
"Miss Korra, would you please change quickly? I hate to rush you, but Sir Amon would like to speak with you." the woman went on, but Korra was gawking at the room.
The entire room was covered in every shade of blue that Korra had ever seen, from the carpet to the curtains and bed spread. The room was fairly bare as it was a guest room, but the grandness of the few things that did decorate the room was mind blowing to Korra, and the view! Miles of vast picturesque land spanned out as far as she could see, all of it she figured, was Amon's land. It was almost a fact that Korra would have spent a good ten more minutes gawking at everything until her eyes fell on a set of clothing that had been laid out at the foot of the bed.
"These are for me?" Korra asked breathily, suddenly feeling as if she had entered a new universe.
"Indeed, please change quickly, Amon isn't always too patient." the woman said sweetly before bowing out of the room.
Now alone, Korra dashed over to the clothing to stare at the in wonder. Her hands ran over the silky blue fabric of the loose pants, ran her finger over the beading around the neck of the matching top. For a split second, Korra let herself get caught in the dreaminess of what it must have been like to live a rich life, but a quick glance at her bug bite scarred skin quickly reminded her that this was not her world, she would return these clothes the next chance she got… But for now… Korra shrugged the robe off as quickly as she could, put on the plain yet comfortable under clothing they left for her and put the clothing on, giddy at the feeling of such expensive clothing being worn by her. She would have never dreamed it. 'All dreams end Korra, don't get too happy.' she just as quickly reminded herself as she straightened herself up.
The door thumped open and Korra jumped, but quickly settled herself upon seeing the maid.
"Oh! I'm sorry Miss Korra, I didn't mean to scare you, I should have knocked." she frowned, but Korra waved it off as nothing, "Anyway, I've come to fix up your hair and makeup, I thought you might like that." the woman said practically swallowing the rest of her words after seeing Korra's face scrunch up in a conflict of emotions. Looking down at the curling iron and makeup, Korra felt repulsed at the thought of having that gunk on her face, but at the same time curious. Could that stuff make her as pretty as Asami maybe? she was silently asking herself that as she nodded for the woman to start with the makeup and stuff. Ten minutes later and Korra could barely recognize herself. Her skin looked even and healthy, her hair had a life to it that had been lost for so long as the curls gleamed in the light. Korra blinked, stunned at the way the bronze eyeshadow had made her eyes sparkle.
"Quickly Miss Korra please go!" The woman urged Korra to the door smiling.
Korra practically barreled into the door in her rush to not make the person who was so kind to her have to wait. After quickly collecting herself, Korra nodded at the housekeeper who in turn knocked on the door.
"Enter." Amon called from the other side. The housekeeper swung the grand door open and Korra heard herself gasp in awe for what must have been the millionth time. Huge tapestries hang from the walls, an enormous bed was placed at the back of the room near two windows that rose to meet the ceiling. Korra snapped back to reality as she heard the door close behind her and saw Amon raise from the chair he had been sitting at near the desk at the far side of the room.
He looked over at her without a word before walking closer. Korra stared back unsure of what else to do.
"Well, you clean up nice." he said off handedly as he came in closer. Korra was about to reply when she saw him sniff the air once. Twice. He took a step closer to her, closing the small distance between them. He was so close that Korra's vision was filled with his chest and she was left insure what to do. "Do you smell that?" she vaguely heard him ask. His hand rose from his side and captured a lock of her hair, bringing it to his nose he inhaled deeply. "Lavender?" he whispered to himself. He looked as if he might have asked more about that until he looked down and saw Korra shifting uncomfortably from side to side, face as red as a tomato.
Korra was trying to put her gaze on anything in the room but him, embarrassed by her own reaction, it was the first time a guy that wasn't Mako or Bolin was that close to her, how else could she react?! Amon blinked before barking out a laugh that nearly scared Korra out of her skin.
"What the hell is so funny?" She demanded pulling herself together as he fell to pieces in laughter.
"You're just too amusing!" he chuckled leaning against the wall, "Have I not already told you that I have no interest in little girls?" he questions, flicking up where his left eyebrow should have been for emphasis. Korra huffed without an answer. "Don't get huffy, I have called you here for a reason." he went on, all business again.
"And why is that?" Korra challenged leaning against the door.
"I have another meeting today, but it seems as if you are just going to end up right back here if I put you out again, so this time, you'll be with me." he announced in a tone that implied that the matter wasn't up for discussion.
"Why can't I just stay in the room ,I just got better?" Korra didn't care what tone he used, she was going to speak her mind. Amon grinned before answering. "I have my reasons." he said, and in a bat of an eye, Amon had propelled himself from the wall, grabbed her roughly by the arm and was out of the door. They were halfway down the stairs before Korra could gain her common sense enough to argue, but by then the fight was pretty much over.
Korra sat seething in the back seat of the car that they were being driven around in, while Amon sat next to her paying no mind to her sour demeanor. They were going to the middle class part of town, Korra noted when the car stopped and the driver opened the doors for them to get out.
Amon began walking as Korra scampered behind him, "Where are we going exactly?" she asked practically jogging to keep up with his long strides. She really didn't want to be there, Mako, Bolin and Asami lived around there now and the last thing she wanted to do was see them.
"You'll see soon."
They didn't walk for too long until they came up on a large glass building, the fanciest one in this part of the city. Amon held the door open for Korra as she walked in. They entered a large waiting room and Korra immediately sat to wait for whomever they were going to be waiting for.
"What are you sitting for? We're going up." Amon said with his usual smug smirk as he motioned to the elevator. Korra jumped to her feet and followed after him again, all the while wondering where the hell they were going, but figuring it was probably more effective to wait and see rather than asking again.
The elevator went up to the top floor before they finally got off. Amon again was striding down the hallway, people were waving at him, smiling and he returned the favors. Korra's eyebrows were knit in confusion as they arrived in a large glass office that overlooked the entire city.
"I didn't want to have to bring you to work, but I forgot I was getting some work done on the house today. No one can be in the house while they're fixing it up." he said as he sat down at the glass desk in the large leather chair as Korra stared at him in shock as she tried to wrap her head around what seemed to be the situation.
"D-do you own this place?" Korra stammered as Amon shot her another slightly amused grin.
"Indeed I do. I am the president of this company. Korra was practically floored by then. This man who she met in the worst part of town, owned a place like this, had a house like the one he had and still helped the less fortunate? Suspicion surged through Korra, but she pushed it to the back of her mind, but she still wondered why he bothered being nice to her. Who bought clothes as extravagant as the ones she was wearing, strictly out of pity for the less fortunate? He didn't seem like the saintly type in the least.
"What do you want from me?" she blurted without thinking, "I know I asked this before, but I really don't believe you're doing this for the reasons you said before anymore."
Amon's stony and scarred face tilted to look up at her with a seriousness she had not been expecting. "I told you already and my answer is still the same. You have a fire in you that this city is lacking." he turned to stand from the chair and strolled over to look out of the window, turning his back to Korra, "This city is full of followers, the leaders need to be left alive, they need to be strong so that this city can achieve equality and stay out of the hands of scumbag politicians only looking out for the rich." Though Korra couldn't see his face, she could hear the anger in his voice as he spoke of the politicians. Korra swallowed the questions burning at the back of her mind, feeling that it wasn't the time.
Amon turned from the window to face Korra again, face composed yet again, "I think you of all people know whatI mean when I say this city needs some equality."
For a second Korra paused to think. He was right. Korra could think of a million situations of when she had been overlooked or put down for just being poor and laughed at by the more fortunate. It stung to remember, but poverty was all she knew. Looking down at the fantastic clothing she had been wearing, the fancy office she stood in, the justice seeking well dressed man who gave her that opportunity. The walls that seconds ago once looked so grand felt as if they were closing in on her, the clothes she admired felt as if they were choking her, and the man's gaze that was seemingly looking out for her burned her. "E-excuse me." Korra blurted, turning and fumbling to open the door. Behind her, she heard Amon moving to catch up with her, but the overwhelming need to get out of there sent Korra flying down the hallways as if hell was on her heels. Korra didn't stop running until she was out of the building, gulping in large gasps of the fresh air.
 'I'm a street kid, I can't get used to being treated nicely, I can't allow myself to get used to a rich lifestyle, he's going to get rid of me soon anyway.' Korra reminded herself as she caught her breath. The change was so sudden and she was so distracted by the wonder of it all that the confusion of it all was lost on her. It was too disorienting.
Korra's head was still spinning when she heard her name being called by two different directions. Still confused, Korra spun around and spotted Amon emerging from the door looking slightly rumpled as if he'd run after her. He smiled gently at her as if she was a frightened animal that was needing to be coaxed from a hiding place. He was walking closer, but Korra could hear her name being called behind her still. Turning to see who else could have been calling her, Korra froze where she stood upon seeing who it was.
Pema, Tenzin, Mako, Bolin, Asami and some guy with weird swirly hair stood in front of her.
"Korra where the hell have you been?!" Bolin wailed running over and latching onto her. Mako and Asami ran over, wordlessly hugging her as she stood as still as granite.
"I thought you didn't know them." Tenzin chuckled as he walked closer with Pema and the other guy. Pema smiled warmly, and the other guy huffed as if he were too good to bee seen with her.
"Do you know them, Miss Korra?" Korra could feel Amon speaking behind her, but she was still in shock from everything happening. Korra nodded dumbly without turing to face him. Mako, Bolin and Asami let go to stare up at the man with awe, even Pema, Tenzin and the other guy, looked a bit shocked to see Korra knew Amon.
"You know Amon?" Asami stammered in a manner that wasn't much like her at all.
Reality came back to Korra and she snapped out of her daze. "How do you know him?" she asked, perplexed.
Tenzin stepped up then, "Everyone knows Amon, he does so much for our community." he said clearly humbled. Korra blinked in confusion as she watched Amon go to greet them with a fake smile plastered to his mangled face.
"Y-you guys left me." Korra mumbled as they were still going through pleasantries, "You three all left me! I leave for a day and you leave me and now you have the nerve to act as if you cared about my absence?!" Korra was suddenly yelling. Everyone stopped what they were doing and looked over at Korra. Mako, Bolin and Asami with sadness, everyone else with confusion at why Korra was on the verge of tears and what she was even talking about. "It wasn't like that Korra!" Bolin cried reaching for her, but she shook his hands off, and threw them a venoms glare.
"Well it sure as hell seems like that's exactly how it was!" she cried and felt a fat tear drip down her face. She could feel herself about to start bawling in the middle of the city in front of Amon's building no matter how much she didn't want to do so. A warm, comforting hand came down like a blanket over her shoulder as she dropped her head so that no one could see her face.
"Why don't we talk about this later?" Amon was saying, "You can all come over to my estate for dinner tonight." he went on before telling them the address. Everyone agreed and they walked away, leaving Korra and Amon standing in front of the building.
"Thanks, I needed time to get my thoughts together." she sighed, doing her best to wipe her tears. Her makeup that the housekeeper had worked out was ruined now...
"No problem." he said turning and walking her back into the building. His hand was still on Korra's shoulder, and though Korra had half a mind to shrug it off, she couldn't get herself to do it, finding it too comforting. She needed that at the moment, and he seemed to know that as they walked to the building and back to his office, where he finally removed his hand, sat at his desk and went to work. Korra sat silently by the window, the sound of Amon's typing in the background as she tried to think of whether she should try and talk out the problems with the dinner guests or stab them with the utensils the way something in her was burning to do.
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*Chapter 5*: I remember you!
chapter 5
A/n You guys who are following the story so closely, thank you, I appreciate you taking the time to read my work, you guys are the best ^_^ Anyway, chapter 5 time:
There was a heavy and uncomfortable atmosphere looming in the room, no one spoke as the dessert plates were placed in front of them by the staff of the house. Amon sat at the head of the table, with Korra to his right with Pema, Tenzin and their rambunctious children to the right of Korra. Mako, Asami and Bolin all sat to the left of Amon, he didn't miss the way Korra was glaring at them as she violently stabbed her slice of cake. Throughout most of the meal she had been blindly stabbing her food while glaring at them, as they squirmed under her gaze.
"So." Amon said, breaking the silence, "What do you guys do for a living?" Pema and Tenzin smiled at the opportunity to end this awkwardness that everyone but Korra, who was too busy being angry, seemed to feel.
"I own a small martial arts studio. There are only a few fighters, but they're the cream of the crop. Bolin and Mako work with me." Tenzin began.
"And I own a small boutique selling fine clothes, Asami is one of my models. I actually met Korra there, she seemed to see something she liked, but she didn't want us to just give her whatever it was. She's independent and strong like that I guess." Pema laughed lightly. Amon's eyes flickered to Korra wondering what indeed she would have wanted as fine clothes didn't really seem her style, but she was still occupied at glaring at the three teens across from her.
"Korra is a very strong girl, she wouldn't even accept our offer to live with us for a bit, it's a miracle you even managed to get her to stay here so long." Tenzin chuckled.
"The situation didn't give her very much of a choice, she was unconscious on the streets. I had met her before and she didn't seem to have it in her to be a theif so bringing her here didn't make me feel too uncomfortable." Amon said calmly. All of the eyes in the room but Korra's fell on him with a mix of suspicion that either he was into little girls or he was just a true stand up guy.
"Yeah, he's nice that's been established a thousand times already." Korra murmured, "But enough with the small talk, we know why we're all really here. Why the hell did you leave me? I thought we were a team!" she sprung from her seat and was pointing at the people in question.
"Shall we have our dessert in the study then?" Amon offered standing seconds after Korra did. Tenzin nodded and he and his family left the room leaving Korra to talk to the people she once trusted.
"We told you it wasn't like that Korra." Asami pleaded, looking up sadly at Korra.
"Well then how come after I left for a day, you guys were gone and I'm being told that you were staying with Tenzin? I couldn't even bare to talk to you after that, I just watched you all walk off laughing, and then went home to the only place I know as home. Alone!"
"We did look for you Korra, we really did!" Bolin cried.
"Am I so hard to find? Is it so hard to find me when I went on living in the same house." Korra was shrieking now, somehow succeeding in holding back her tears.
"You weren't ever there when we looked and we went every single day to see if you had come back!" Mako yelled back, getting to his feet. "We asked around town, but no one we knew had seen you around, you don't even know how damn worried we were about you! Now we find out you were here living in the lap of luxury? You should have come talked to us if you knew where we were!" He was walking closer, voice going up in volume, but Korra held her ground. She never thought that they looked at the house for her, then again, she had been all over the city looking for a job. When she thought of it that way, it was kinda obvious why they couldn't find her.
"How could I have faced you? You guys were just gone. The next time I saw you, Tenzin was telling me that you were all living in the attic of that building he owns. You guys were laughing together as if I didn't matter at all, how could I just go say 'hey' as if nothing happened?" she felt her voice catch, "I couldn't have known you guys were looking for me." she sobbed.
Mako placed one hand on each of her shoulders and sighed, looking down at her with a worries expression, "Amon said he found you passed out on the streets. A month was too long…" his voice was cracking too.
Bolin and Asami walked over, "We should have been with you always Korra, we're so sorry, it's our faults you got sick." Asami sobbed as she took Korra's hand.
"We had a match so soon and we didn't know what else to do but move in, we had to move in and train constantly, and we didn't want to just leave Asami behind, we thought we could come back the very next day and find you there, but we couldn't find you Korra! We couldn't!" Bolin sniffled. The four pulled her into a group hug and she felt the tears she was holding back slip. They were all crying, from relief that they were all safe. That they were all together again. That they could get through that bump in the road. The tears they shed were the tears of bitter street children who knew nothing but the street and never truly trusted anyone but each other. Tears like that were impossible to fake. They really had been looking for her. The relief that Korra felt from knowing they hadn't just left her behind was almost overwhelming as they stood there all hugging as if they were all each others life lines. They stood like that silently just enjoying the feeling of all being together again for who knows how long, when Pema walked into the room, holding her sleeping son, Meelo in her arms.
"We have to go soon you guys, I don't know how long he'll stay asleep and I don't want to have to chase him throughout the house and catch him just to get him to leave." Pema whispered, smiling at the group.
"Okay." Korra whispered back.
"Amon is a really nice man, you are lucky to have met him." Pema smiled again and Korra smiled back knowing it was true. She'd have been in jail if it hadn't been him she tried to rob, and she would have been dead if he hadn't found her on the street. She still wasn't even sure how to begin thanking him.
"You guys take care, I'll drop by and visit once I find a job." Korra smiled turning to her friends.
"Why not just live here?" Bolin asked, "it's soooo posh!" Korra snorted with amusement.
"I don't take things I didn't earn."
"Same old Korra, glad that hasn't changed." Mako smiled patting her shoulder, "Well we'll see you later, we should really go before Meelo wakes up, he's a handful." Mako laughed as he took Asami's hand and strolled out with Bolin shortly behind. Korra waved goodbye as she tried to figure out which stung more; seeing them leave after they had been apart so long, or Mako and Asami holding hands. She was almost shocked that seeing them together still elicited a feeling from her. After they left her, she thought she would be over it. Guess not.
"That was nice." Amon called from the second entrance of the dining room behind her. Korra jumped before turning and smiling.
"Y-yeah, it was. Thanks for inviting them over, I probably would have freaked out if we talked about it earlier, you've done a lot for me." she gave him a sheepish smile.
"It's not a problem."
"It is, I don't want to be anymore of a hassle than I have been." Korra sighed heavily, "So I'll leave tomorrow, I'll try to stay out of trouble this time." she snickered, but was almost surprised to see that he didn't laugh back as he usually did.
"You've just recently gotten better, what's the rush?" his voice was so serious it startled her.
"I just don't want to be living off of your wealth. This good fortune, I haven't earned." she smiled weakly as she indicated to the grandness of the house.
"Winter just started and for the sake of your morals you want to go and live in the streets like that?" he was asking half angry and half in disbelief.
"I've done it before." Korra shrugged. She had done it before. 12 years in a row she had done it to be more exact. "I can't just live here, I haven't earned it."
Amon sighed and rubbed his forehead in frustration. "Tell you what, I'll give you a job as a maid, you work here for your stay at least until spring when it's warmer and the thought of me running into you again dead from frostbite on the side of the road won't weigh so heavily on my mind."
It was a pretty good offer and at this rate it did seem like he found her when she was on the verge of death. Avoiding death and meeting him like that again was too good to turn down. "Sure." she smiled and Amon left out another frustrated sigh.
"I've helped people before, but you are hands down the most difficult person to help that I've even met." his chuckle was softer and more genuine than the ones he usually belted out. Korra couldn't help but laugh as well. She was tired, her head was slightly stuffy from the remnants of her illness as well as from crying, but her heart felt so light, that laughing just felt so good. Pulling out a chair she sat down, in an effort to keep the dizzy feeling from taking over.
"I see you made up with your friends, I saw your farewell." Amon went on. He walked and sat at the table across from her and stared intently at her, "I was wondering why you seemed to be having such a hard time on your own when I ran into you. I guess the incident with them was the reason?" Korra blinked at him, perplexed. It was the first time he had so blatantly fished for information about her. Korra usually tried to keep her business private, but he did give her the opportunity to find peace with the situation, an explanation wasn't too much to ask.
"They were the only people I ever knew to be family. I grew up with them, they were my world, when I thought they had just left me…. it hurt." she sighed, pushing back the sleepy feeling washing over her, "I didn't know how to deal with being alone. I was reckless and pushed my body too far, I ended up getting sick. Thanks again for saving me." she offered a weak grin and he nodded.
"You seemed to have faced a lot of hardships in your life Miss Korra. In one way, it's no wonder you're independent, but it's astonishing that you have such strong morals considering how much easier it would be for you to just steal what you wanted. Easier to just accept help."
Korra shrugged, "Sure stealing is easier, but then I'd be hurting the livelihood of someone just as poor as me. It's not worth it, I'd rather suffer alone. As for accepting help, I know it sounds dumb, but I really want to earn a living with my own hands and have all of the things I could never have before." a dreamy smile came over her as she dreamed of having all of the things she ever wanted, a home, a family, safety. All of her wants were simple, all of them obtainable if she worked hard. Amon
was staring at her, with a look that Korra's tired brain couldn't figure out. A huge yawn split Korra's face as she got to her feet.
"Thanks Amon, I doubted you a few times here and there, but you're a good guy." She threw him another tired smile, "Goodnight sir Amon." she tried her best to imitate Lue as she spoke, which earned her another chuckle from him.
"Goodnight Miss Korra, sleep well." he replied, and with that Korra left.
And sleep well Korra did. She slept like a log, not waking for anything, not even the maid who tried to wake her and tell her that it was time for her to begin training. Korra vaguely remembered pushing the woman's hands off asking for five more minutes. The maid started to argue, but then she heard a male voice further off telling the maid that Amon instructed all staff to let Korra rest as she had a busy day the day before.
"I'm up!" Korra yelled, leaping out of the bed upon hearing that Amon was yet again about to let her get the easy way out. Not today.
"Oh well look if the sleeping beauty hasn't awakened." It turned out that the male voice was Lue and he stood in the doorway as smug as ever looking down at her in disgust even thought she was all cleaned up now.
"I'm awake, so teach me what I need to know!" Korra beamed up at the woman who she recognized as the same woman who helped her with her hair and makeup the ay before.
The woman smiled back just as kindly and warmly as Korra remembered. There was something comforting about her that Korra couldn't put her finger on. "The maid uniform is on the dresser, please come downstairs and find me once you are done changing Miss Korra. I will wait in the kitchen.
Korra gave a small salute, which the woman grinned at, but Lue scoffed at and then they both walked off, closing the door behind them. After slipping into her clothes in record time and racing down the stairs, Korra stood in front of her new mentor panting, but eager to begin work. They went through the rundown of how to clean, dust, sweep, polish in scrub everything in the house, all of which had to be done with extreme care as everything in the house was handmade and highly valuable. Korra had never been so tired from cleaning in all of her life but the satisfied feeling of doing the job well made up for it. Nina, the name of the maid, was impressed by how quickly Korra picked up on everything and the two enjoyed each other's company as they cleaned, which made the time fly by.
Nina and Korra had just been finishing up sweeping the floors in the entranceway, when the door swung open and Amon stepped in, finally back from work. He looked tired as if it had been a long day.
"Hey." Korra smiled at him as he looked over to them with a tired expression.
"Hello, sir." Nina said bowing upon seeing him. Korra glanced over to Nina's wave and tried to turn the wave hello she was about to do into a sweeping bow. Amon spat out a hard laugh that made Nina jump, but Korra smirked. Okay so she knew she did some ridiculous and embarrassing things at times, but he really found a way to highlight the moment every time by bursting out in that deep throaty laughter, but something about seeing someone who seemed so serious laugh, made her smile too. Then again, he never seemed too serious around her, but she could tell by the way others treated and respected him as well as the stunning cleanliness of the house and professionalism of the staff (minus Lue, he was just happy to be head butler) that Amon was as much of a hard ass as anyone could be, but she hadn't really seen that side of him a lot. He was usually to busy giving her amused glances as she did things that he must have considered odd or foreign.
"Hello, Nina, hello Miss Korra." he said, scarred face settling into a light smile.
"I've been getting the hang of this cleaning stuff, you can ask Nina, you won't regret keeping me as a maid." she beamed, proud to be good at something. Proud to be useful.
"The house is shinning brighter than usual." he smirked before turning to Nina, "I have a meeting to go to soon, I'm use going to shower and change and then I'll be going out, so please tell Lue and the rest of the staff that preparing dinner isn't needed." Amon sighed tiredly as he headed for the stairs.
"Yes Sir." Nina bowed.
"Meeting? But you just got home. Do you always work so much?" Nina was about to reach out and grab Korra's arm pulling her back before her questions could anger Amon, but to her surprise, Amon answered with an almost amused expression.
"Only lately. Lot's of politicians have been trying to get in with me since they know I try and help the community. It's come down to helping me in hopes that being seen often with me will help gain the common people's trust." Amon scoffed in disgust of the politician's tactics.
"Politicians are gross, they won't do anything to help the people. Hanging around you won't gain the trust of the people. The poor know that those scumbags are only looking out for themselves." Korra replied face twisting in unfiltered anger. She hated seeing those politicians saying they were going to make a change, visiting hospitals and kissing babies not caring whether the street kid they talked to on camera in order to look like a caring person, dies the next day. Back when Korra was still a kid, she would see them on televisions in the windows of stores and hope they would make the changes they promised, but after years of hoping, she saw it was all a scam.
"My thoughts exactly, no one else at the meetings feel that way, just a bunch of stuffy, self serving old geezers." Amon chuckled before pausing at the end of the staircase and turning to face Korra. "Would it bother you terribly to attend this dinner with me? It would be nice to know there's one person at least that wasn't groveling for my good graces. It's agitating being surrounded by so many fakes."
Korra and Amon seemed to miss the sharp intake of air that Nina sucked in. Amon never took people to events… He also never smiled so much after work. Nina looked over at Korra agin. The same way Korra managed to get Nina's trust enough to talk about the loss of her daughter, Korra seemed to have done the same to get Amon's trust. Nina could feel it; Korra was a very special girl.
"Uh, I know my grace and maturity make me seem older than I am," Korra chuckled, "But you'd still be showing up with a kid, don't you think they'd find that weird."
Amon shrugged, "I'd introduce you as my intern. What's so odd? If you'd rather not than you can stay home, it's no bi-"
"No!" Korra blurted cutting him off. "I wanna go!" If he would rather her go with him, than she would go. He saved her life a little dinner party wasn't too big of a deal. Right?
"Are you sure?" Amon asked, flesh above his eye crinkling in curiosity.
"Of course! It sounds fun!" Korra smiled.
An hour and a half later, Korra was all dressed up and sitting at a table with a bunch of old rich guys whose eyes were either begging for Amon's praise or ogling her chest. She was wrong. This was no fun at all. Korra let out a small sigh and went back to eating her lobster. Okay so the event was boring and the company sucked for the most part, but the food was divine. Korra closed her eyes and focused her thoughts on the buttery fresh seafood taste that spread over her tastebuds but then something pulled her out of her little happy bubble.
"Amon!" A familiar voice called. A man with a powder blue coat and three long braids going down his back appeared. He walked over to the table, looking only at Amon and shook his hand.
"Oh, it's you." Korra murmured before sipping her drink.
"I'm sorry, I was talking to Amon, I don't believe I know you." he turned to look over at Korra, frown turning to a slight grin. "But I'd like to get to know you." he smiled and took Korra's free hand bringing it towards his lips to kiss it.
Amon watched the scene cooly, "She's seventeen." he said before pulling his glass to his lips.
"Ohhhhhhhhhhhhh." Tarrlok muttered turning the almost kiss on the hand into a firm handshake, "Nice to meet you Miss." Korra stifled the laughter that was bubbling inside of her. Tarrlok hadn't even recognized her from the streets.
"It's actually the second time we've met." Korra smirked giving Tarrlok a sly smirk. It made him squirm in a way that she hadn't meant to do. Sure she was seventeen, but she was so his type. His eyes roamed over the little black dress she was wearing.
"You've met him before?" One of the men at the table was asking. Amon went on sipping cooly at his drink, but his eyes flickered over with interest.
"Oh yes, we had such a interesting conversation. I stumbled into him in my home town, on a back street." Korra could see Tarrlok racking his brain for where he may have seen her. He hadn't slept with any 17 year olds… well… that he knew of, not that he usually inquired, but hey he never thought he'd meet them again. Still, she did look kinda familiar.
"It must have been about a month ago." Korra went on. Tarrlok tried to think of any girls he hooked up with the month before, but still couldn't remember seeing her squirming under him in pleasure. Who the hell was she? Those blue eyes were burning his memory. "He seemed to be meeting some friends, but he didn't seem too happy for someone meeting friends, he seemed really nervous." Korra smiled a borderline wicked smile as she watched Tarrlok's face turn three different colours at once as realization hit him. She was the girl from the alley? That ravishing girl was the same girl he had pretty much told to piss off in the alley? Damn, he would've taken her in as an intern too if he knew she'd look like that under all that dirt and grime.
"Ohhh!" Tarrlok smiled, face pulling into a politician smile, "You were asking me about business tips and I couldn't help you since I was busy." The men at the table all seemed to buy his lie. Well all of them but Amon who was eyeing Tarrlok suspiciously. "I have time now we don't we go talk." The words came out so fast and he moved to drag her from her chair so quickly that Korra couldn't even think to protest.
"What do you want from me?" Tarrlok was asking as soon as they were out on in the empty hallway. His demeanor was much more calm and cool than she had expected. Calm under fire politics style, "Money, men, a house on a hill, you name it you got it. I told you I owed you one." he was standing so close Korra could feel the warmth of his breath.
"Well aren't you eager to get rid of me?" Korra smirked leaning back against the wall. "I don't want any of that."
"Don't play coy, just name the price, any price." he went on, pulling a checkbook from his pocket.
"I don't want it. Really." Korra smiled as his hands curled into fists. She could see he was losing his temper. "I'll save the favor for a rainy day." she smiled sweetly. He felt a pang, he was upset with her, but the way those lips puled into a smile… Dammit that's not was he was supposed to be thinking! He took a step closer, anger pulsing through him at the cockiness of this girl. He could smell of her new vanilla shampoo drifting off of her hair as she glared up just as frustrated. They were so close than Tarrlok glared back confused to whether he was going to kiss her or scream in her face.
"Korra, the dinner is almost over, do you want to stay for desert or would you like to leave." Korra turned immediately, anger dissipating upon seeing Amon staring as cooly as ever in near the door.
"Let's leave, this place has some tasteless people I'd rather not associate with." she said throwing Tarrlok one last nasty glare before walking over to Amon.
"Go on out to the limo, Lue will be waiting for you there, I'll be out soon, I just had a bit of business to discuss with Tarrlok here." Amon gave her a small grin and Korra nodded, walking off to do as he instructed.
Tarrlok and Amon remained in the hallway, both wordlessly staring at each other. "Well she's a firecracker. Must be hard to deal with an intern like that. Is that what we call bed buddies these days? Interns?" Tarrlok smirked breaking the silence.
"She's not a 'bed buddy' Tarrlok." Amon sighed, "She works for me as a maid, I'm guessing you saw how she lived before that. You were in her old neighborhood? What for?" he was pressing for questions, but Tarrlok only smiled.
"There was a bit of unfinished business I had to take care of."
"Dammit Tarrlok! Think of your damn image, you can't go doing shit like that and keep from getting caught!" Amon flew into a rage, but kept his voice at an angry whisper to keep people from coming to find out what was going on.
"Uh, Sorry. She was the only person who saw me, she said she didn't care enough to tell." Tarrlok frowned, flinching at the rage in Amon's voice.
Amon sighed again, pushing his hair back with his hand, "It is what it is. Just stay away from her okay? Provoking her might have her tell on you. She has strong morals."
"Oh, that's why you want me to stay away?" Tarrlok asked with a challenging grin. That caught Amon by surprise.
"What do you mean?"
"She's quite attractive and seems your type. You even bought her to this business dinner, you've never mixed anything with business. Ever. Intern huh? Maid huh?" Tarrlok scoffed, "Yeah right."
"She's seventeen that's not only sick, but it's illegal."
"That's what your brain is telling you." Tarrlok could feel himself about to work Amon into a mental corner, but was shocked when he saw Amon smile instead.
"I'm not into little girls, but I do have my reasons for keeping her around." Amon smirked at the way Tarrlok looked so confused by his response. He wouldn't tell him that the biggest part of the reason he kept her around was because it seemed like every time he did he ended up finding her in some desperate situation and it was just easier to keep her there than to have to haul her to his home. Tarrlok didn't need details.
"Riiight." Amon sighed, seeing that Tarrlok had his mind set on whatever he wanted to believe, "Too bad though." Tarlok went on, "We never had a chance to really play with toys as kids, but I have a feeling that this will somehow end up proving, that brothers really aren't good at sharing their toys."
"That's the problem with politicians," Amon scoffed turning to walk away, "You treat people like toys, but they're people." Tarrlok went silent. There wasn't much to say to that.
Amon was at the door when Tarrlok called out for him again.
"Hey, thanks for looking out for me, even if we are on two sides of the playing field."
"Only because we're brothers." Amon called over his shoulder before leaving Tarrlok in the hallway alone and going to meet Korra by the limo.
"What took you so long?" Korra asked the second he sat down in the limo.
"Tarrlok is a nosey bastard." Amon replied. Korra nodded with with understanding. That he was. Satisfied with his answer, Korra watched the night lights of the city zoom by the window as Amon did the same on the other side, fully immersed in his own thoughts. The look of Tarrlok's eyes on Korra made his skin crawl, how could he look at a kid like Korra and find her attractive? Out of mild curiosity, Amon glanced over at Korra and tried to see what the guys at the dinner party saw. So sure she was curvy, sure her eyes twinkled when she laughed or when she was proud, sure her full lips looked soft, sure her brown skin looked as if it was as smooth as the silk fabric he loved to feel against his skin…. what was he thinking about again? Oh yeah! Those old men were sick, maybe she was attractive if you thought about it, but she was still a little girl. No matter how prideful she tried to be, how independent she was, she was still a child with much to learn, didn't they see that.
Amon's eyes were still on her as he watched as Korra slumped back tiredly against the seat before drifting off. Amon figured it was best to let her rest as it was a bit of a ride home. Her head lulled from side to side before plopping on his shoulder to his immense surprise. He tried shoving her over to her side, but the car shifted her right back over to him. In a frustrated effort to put her upright, Amon considered waking her, but then she shifted, snuggling her face against his shoulder.
"Soft." she hummed in her sleep. The soft sent of the vanilla shampoo Nina had given her than morning drifted to Amon's nose and he resisted the insane urge of something in him to bury his nose into her hair.
"Little girls are so troublesome." Amon sighed, turning to face the window again, yet he allowed Korra to stay leaning against him the rest of the ride.
Wow… A lot happened in this chapter, with one question answered (the Mako, Bolin, Asami one) another question is brought forth (Amon and Tarrlok relation) Amon hates politicians, but his own brother is one, but no one knows it his brother! O_O You guys and your reviews really inspired me to crank out another chapter :) so thank yourselves for the quick update. Also thanks to; TheBloodWeBondIn for giving me the Korra being a maid idea.. It made me want to write this chapter before I forgot to add that to the story ^_^ Hope you guys like the story so far.






*Chapter 6*: A secret in his back pocket
Chapter 6
Ack! I'm so obsessed with writing this right now, I'm neglecting the things I should be doing, but I'm so into writing right now :o
I really didn't expect to write Tarrlok in as a romantic encounter at first, I just thought it fit well in the last chapter, so now I'm gonna run with it. Sure it's an Amorra fic, but throwing a little Korrlok in there won't do any harm right? Right? -nudge- -nudge- 
A week had passed since the party and Korra hadn't seen very much of Amon since then. He would go to work, come home, take a quick shower and change clothes before going out for another party dinner thing and then come back home and go straight to bed. Nina told her this was how it usually was around election time for him and how stressed he usually was. If Nina telling her wasn't enough, the heavy bags under his eyes was as much as an indicator as any. It bothered Korra that after all he did to help her out, she couldn't do anything for him but continue helping with the rest of the staff.
Halfway through the week, Korra woke up ready for work, only to find out she had a day off. It wasn't her first day off, but she had gotten so used to the morning schedule that she had almost forgotten.
Korra came down the stairs to prepare herself the breakfast that she had gotten used to since living here; A huuuge bowl of cereal. Sure there were a ton of other options, but she always came back to that, making anything else was too annoying.
"Good morning." Korra jumped upon hearing Amon's voice. He was sitting at the kitchen island on a barstool, sipping coffee and reading the newspaper. She hadn't even seen him until he spoke up, she was so used to him being gone for work by this time of day.
"Oh, hey, good morning." she replied trying to play off the way she had just jumped out of her skin. Amon lifted his eyes from the paper and smirked at her attempt to do so. "I'm surprised you're not at work already." Korra went on almost bitterly.
"Hmmmm." he hummed sipping his coffee nonchalantly, "I'm going in late today, too tired to be bothered going in early. This is one of the perks of owning it all." another smug smile tugged at his lips and Korra rolled her eyes.
"Riiight." she replied as she walked over to the cabinet and pulled down a bowl and her favorite cereal.
"Out of all of the things we have in this home, you want cereal?" He asked, eying her over his newspaper.
"I like cereal, thank you very much!" Korra snorted as she went to get the milk. Amon's face twisted in amusement as he watched her. Korra was beginning to think that he kept her here as his own personal jester. "And what about you?" she asked trying to throw the question back at him, "Why are you having coffee for breakfast?"
"Ate too much at the party last night, still kinda full." he replied folding his paper and placing it to the side as she walked over to sit across from him with her own breakfast. "So I'm guessing you're off today, what are you going to do with yourself, seems like you've been in this house since I brought you here two weeks ago." Korra shrugged, her eyes focused on getting the marshmallows in her cereal. "Korra." he called again, demanding her attention. Her eyes shot up to meet his own. There was concern dwelling in those blue eyes of his, "You don't have to feel like you have to stay here all the time, you are free to come and go. You are free to quit of you want and go where ever you please, don't feel in debt to me because of the terms of our meeting. You're a free spirt, so do as you please." Korra stared back at him unsure what to say.
No one had ever given her so much, and even when people did offer, it usually came with a price tag too high for her to pay. Years ago, a man offered Korra a similar deal, she could live with him, but she'd have to stay and do whatever he wanted. That wasn't the life she wanted to live, so having someone give her everything, no strings attached, was somewhat overwhelming.
"Korra?" Amon called, pulling her from her train of thought.
"Ah, yes!" Korra jumped back to reality, "I understand, I'm actually thinking about going to meet up with Mako, Bolin, Asami, Tanzin and his family, so don't worry about me feeling cooped up or anything." Korra went on laughing nervously. The concern in Amon's eyes faded a bit and he nodded, pleased with her answer. He made a move to get up and turned to leave to kitchen and most likely get ready for work, "Amon?" Korra called as he was halfway to the door.
"Yes?" he asked turning around.
"I know I've thanked you a million times already, but; Thank you. I mean really, Thank you." She was so thankful for having met him, she couldn't find enough words to say it, so that would have to do. Surprise flickered on his face for a second before it turned into a gentle smile.
"Anytime, Korra." he grinned, and with that he left the room and got ready for his day, while Korra busied herself with plowing through her cereal. She had never been good at thanking people since people had never done much for her, but at this rate, staying with Amon would make her the guru at giving thanks.
After practically inhaling her breakfast, Korra ran up the stairs, took a quick shower and ran off to meet up with her friends at Tenzin's gym. It wasn't originally what she had planned for the day, but since Amon seemed so worried about her feeling cooped up, she came up with it on the fly, and it was a pretty good idea too.
Korra arrived at the gym and was met by the same swirly haired guy that she saw when she met with Tenzin and her friends the first time she ran into them at Amon's job.
"Can I help you?" he asked, smooth low voice pouring out, fair skin glistening with sweat and ice blue eyes piercing her own. If he didn't have the air about him of an arrogant prick, Korra may have even thought of him as attractive.
"I'm here to see my friends." she replied. A sly grin split his face, and he looked as if he was about to come up with some way to turn her away, but she pushed past him before he could.
"Hey! You can't just barge in here like that, this is a practice area for real fighters." he went on, latching onto her arm as she headed for where Tenzin's office was. At the feeling of the guy's hand on her arm, Korra turned and threw him a deadly glare.
"I am a real fighter, if you don't believe me, I'll show you how real I can fight when I kick your ass!" Korra boomed, throwing his hand off of her arm.
"You wanna fight with me?" The guy was asking, narrowing his eyes and leaning in to emphasize his point.
"Bring it on, pretty boy." Korra hissed, leaning in as well. He was making her blood boil, she was fairly certain she would have decked him too if Tenzin hadn't come around the corner at that moment.
"Oh, Korra, you're here. Tahno, leave her alone." Tenzin said, shock riddling his features.
"Yes sir." Tahno groaned as Korra stuck her tongue out at him.
"I'm guessing you're here to see your friends?" Tenzin smiled as he gently guided Korra down the hall and far away from the now seething Tahno.
"Yes I am actually, but that idiot back there started picking a fight with me." Korra replied as she looked around the gym. She had never really got to look around inside before. All of the equipment was state of the art, real champion gear. An aching hit Korra as she remembered how good she was at fighting, she kinda wished she would be able to fight again, but she didn't want to bring any trouble to Amon, so she would let that go. For now.
"Ahh, well they're upstairs in their room, I gave them a day off since they just won first place in a match yesterday." Tenzin beamed, clearly proud of his pupils.
"Really? I came by at a good time then." Korra smiled back.
"Indeed, I'm sure they'll be very happy to see you." Tenzin grinned back and pointed to the stairs, "Their room is at the end, have fun."
"Thanks Tenzin, say hello to your family for me, Amon really enjoyed having you guys over." Korra waved. Tenzin's smile went a bit tighter but he laughed it off as Korra ascended the stairs.
"Hellooooooo." Korra called as she knocked on the door. The sound of heavy footsteps warned her to take a step back from the door.
"KORRRAAAA!" Bolin yelled as the door flew open and he leaped forward and pulled her into a hug.
"Hey, Bo'." Korra laughed, hugging him back. After living with Bolin for so many years, she was all but used to his signature flying hugs.
"Nice of you to drop by." Asami smiled as she came over to hug Korra as well, "Come on in."
The room was big enough for them to all fit comfortably, messy enough to tell that Bolin lived there, but kept in check by Mako's obsessive neatness. A few model cars that were no doubt Asami's decorated the walls and three beds on different ends of the room were where they slept, leaving the middle of the room open for a small television and a few bean bag chairs.
"It's nice here." Korra smiled, it wasn't lavish or everything, but it portrayed their personalities perfectly. Kinda made Korra wonder if her room reflected her own tastes, but she quickly erased the thought, she was lucky enough to have a real place to live, personalization wasn't a priority.
"It is much nicer than what we used to have." Bolin laughed as Naga came strolling out from behind one of the beds.
"Naga!" Korra called as the excited mutt came and licked her face, "Tenzin let you keep her?" Korra asked, shock no doubt, all over her face.
"Yup, we tried our best not to leave anyone behind." Bolin replied. An awkward silence filled the air shortly after. So sure they hadn't meant to leave her behind and they were sorry and all, but it was still kinda awkward, "Uhh, sorry." Bolin added after a few minutes.
"It's cool," Korra smiled, petting Naga's head. It was clear that Naga had gotten a much needed bath, she seemed happier now, "Where's Mako?" Korra asked, scanning the room for him.
"He went out for a bit," Asami sighed, "We've kinda been arguing over everything lately. We were okay before but, lately he's just acting so weird."
"Really?" Korra asked. Mako had always been the together one, cool under pressure and all that. For him to be argumentative was very out of character for him.
"Yup." Bolin jumped in, "He's been acting like a total jerk for the past week, it's weird." Bolin frowned, clearly worried about his big brother.
"I'm sure it'll pass, but hey I heard you guys won a match the other day." Korra smiled as Bolin's face lit up again. A successful change of topic.
"Yeah! It was amazing!" He laughed. For the next few hours, Korra hung out with them, listened to Asami's tales of modeling, Bolin's big fighting adventures and Korra shared her own tales of her encounter with Tarrlok as well as her job as a maid, the whole time, Mako never showed up. The time flew by and before Korra knew it, the sun was setting and she decided it was time she got going before she had to walk back home in the dark. After waving a quick goodbye to her friends, going to say goodbye to Tenzin and scowling and Tahno behind Tenzin's back, Korra skipped off, feeling happier after seeing her friends.
Walking back wasn't a big deal, especially since she had forgotten to ask the driver who dropped her off to come pick her up and she didn't have much of a choice. but still. The city was nice at night and this part of the city was much safer than where she had grown up. She watched businessmen scurrying to their cars to go back to their families, or mistresses, and couples strolling past each other holding hands. Korra was wondering what it would have felt like to hold a guy's hand when she heard a familiar voice talking somewhere in the direction she was walking towards. 'Bleh, Tarrlok, that's the last person I want to run into.' Korra frowned as she tried to hurry past before he would notice her. She could see that she was getting closer to him, he was waving goodbye to some men in suits and the men were going back into the building. Pushing herself to walk faster and hold her head down, she thought she was home free when she heard it…
"Miss Korra." Tarrlok called. In shock, Korra stopped, 'Crap, now I can't just act like I didn't hear him.. or can I?' Korra thought, but as she was about to take another step, she felt a hand on her shoulder, 'Dammit! too late.'
"Hello, Miss Korra, so nice to see you again." he smiled.
"Hmm, I see you, but I don't know if I'd say it's nice to see you." Korra replied through a forced smile. She looked around, his friends were all gone.
"I see. Anyway, you looked as if you were in a rush to get somewhere, I can give you a ride if you want." though his smile wasn't the typical politicians smile she had grown so used to, it still made her skin crawl. Looking up and meeting his eyes, Korra decided she didn't like the almost kind way they were looking at her either. His eyes were the same cool blue of Amon's eyes so it wasn't the shade that bugged her, it was just that those eyes were in Tarrlok's eye sockets and she wasn't too fond of Tarrlok. Of course he wanted to be nice to her now, she had something over his head and he just wanted her to let it go. Not gonna happen.
"No thank you, I've grown quite used to walking, but you've seen where I've lived, I'm sure you're not too shocked." she gave him a sly smile, enjoying the paranoid glance he flashed over his shoulder.
"Korra, let's not talk about this in public, it is not the time nor the place." his voice was stern and hard, a voice she'd never heard from a politician… well at least not in front of cameras.
"Why not?" Korra challenged. Tarrlok sighed and rubbed his forehead, seeing that Korra wasn't giving up her upper hand position so easily. Korra watched as Tarrlok looked back at his awaiting car.
"I wanted to do the nice thing and offer you a ride, I don't have time for this." he growled, finding himself once more irritated by her, just as he had been the first time they met. He was almost thankful that she was wearing street clothes this time around as it made arguing with her less… distracting.
"I don't need your pity Tarrlok, people like you won't understand." she scoffed, looking away from him.
"And what do you mean by that?" he asked almost amused by this little girl's accusations.
"I bet you've never lived on the streets, you don't feel the pain that kids feel not knowing where the next meal will come from or the pain of freezing on cold winter nights. People like you just waltz into our neighborhoods and promise us that you'll make it better on camera, but you never do! You leave us there with broken dreams the second you're elected." she could feel tears welling in her eyes, but she refused to let one spill in front of him,"Sure, there might be bigger things to do than take care of the street kids when it comes to running a city, but don't give us fake dreams." She scowled, pointing her finger inches from his now blank face.
Part of Tarrlok was angry that she was thinking he never felt hardship, he was almost inclined to share his own story of the past, but he was more impressed that she was even able to make him want to talk about it. No one had gotten under his skin like that in a long time.
"Fine, you win, you're right." He held up his hands in surrender, "All that you said is true, but I am not in charge of anything, I can't change the way politics work, but if I promise to keep your words in mind for when I get in office, would you accept the ride?" he asked, smiling weakly. Tarrlok couldn't imagine how his brother had the energy to deal with such a lively girl. "But still that's life, we're politicians, not super heroes, you expect us to be able to do everything we plan to do when we get our spotlight? That's just foolish." Tarrlok scoffed and glanced down but was shocked to see Korra was already several paces away. "How dare you just walk away from me!" Tarrlok yelled, anger propelling him forward as he reached out and grabbed Korra's wrist.
"Careful, Tarrlok," Korra grinned slyly, "it'll be pretty bad if the press gets a pick of you picking on a little girl."
"You're hardly a little girl." Tarrlok growled, narrowing his eyes. Geez! It was almost sick the way she managed to get under his skin in one too many ways just by staring at him with those calm crystal eyes of hers.
"I only turned 17 two months ago, the law still sees me as a little girl, and I'm sure the press will too."
"Shit." Tarrlok hissed, letting go of her wrist, "You are the most infuriating human being I've met in my life, and considering the people I've met, that's saying a lot." he growled through clenched teeth.
"Flattery won't make me forget you still owe me." Korra smiled wickedly once more before turning away and continuing her trek back home leaving Tarrlok red with anger behind her.
"Get back here!" Tarrlok hissed, but she paid him no mind. If there was one thing Tarrlok couldn't stand, it was being looked down on, and if there was one thing he couldn't stand more than being looked down on, it was being ignored, and Korra had just done both.
"Follow that girl from a distance, I'm not letting this end here." Tarrlok yelled at his driver as he got into his car.
"Yes sir." his driver replied before pulling off.
Tarrlok couldn't help but think how oddly familiar the area Korra was walking through was, as if he had been there before. When she came up to a large gated area, Tarrlok felt his eyes go wide with shock. She was going to Amon's were only two logical explanations; he knew she had been a maid there, but he hadn't thought she was a live in maid, perhaps that was it, it was either that or Tarrlok's accusations of Amon having feelings for Korra had been right and she was coming to spend time with her lover.
"Korra!" Tarrlok yelled, leaping out of his car oddly worried that the last situation might be true. Korra's fingers froze on the keypad as she was about to enter the code to open the front gate. Tarrlok couldn't help but want to laugh at her, but he held the laughter in.
"You followed me?" Korra bit out in shock, "I knew you were a bit of a scum, but I didn't think you had it in you to be so creepy." Korra snorted, quickly punching in the last two numbers into the keypad before watching the gate yawn open. She jumped into the safety of the gate and pressed the button to close it repeatedly before the ever approaching Tarrlok could get in.
"Why are you coming here?" Tarrlok was asking from behind the now closed gate.
"I work here, problem with that?" Korra challenged sticking her tongue out from the other side.
"I thought the law saw you as a little girl, ever think you might mess up Amon's good name if you remain living here?" Tarrlok smirked as her triumphant grin fell, she clearly hadn't thought of that, "I mean a strange little girl that no one has much of any record on just living in his house? I don't think that would look good."
"The law would see me as what I am; a worker. Besides, the law was never paying me any mind when I was living on the streets, why should it now?" she asked before turning and going towards the front door.
"You're gonna ruin his name! Just because you're cleaned up now doesn't change that you're a dirty street kid!" Tarrlok yelled. He didn't want to yell it really and he really didn't mean it, but the politician in him couldn't let her have the last word in this debate, even if his comeback was childish.
Amon had been inside sitting in his living room with a book in his hands, but his mind was elsewhere. All of the staff, but Lue and Nina who lived there, had gone home, so it was fairly quiet, enough for him to actually think. Amon had spent his evening at another dinner a few hours ago, and Tarrlok had been there, once again accusing him of having some sort of feelings for Korra. Amon scoffed thinking back to how Tarrlok had accused him of harboring feelings for Korra the very first time. Just because he found her attractive, objectively speaking, didn't mean he was attracted to her, and just because he enjoyed her company just meant he found her interesting, that was all. His mind flashed back to sitting in the limo and wanting to bury has nose in her sweet smelling hair, 'I am still a man after all. That's a natural reaction' he rationalized before yelling coming from outside broke the silence and snapped him from his thoughts. The sound of the front door slamming shut echoed through the house.
"Korra?" Amon called from the living room. It was the only person it could have been, she was the only person who lived there who wasn't home, but there was no around the corner to see who was standing in his house, he saw Korra with her back against the door, face unreadable in the darkness.
"Korra." Amon called again.
"Oh, sorry. Hello, Amon." Korra did her best to smile as she lifted her head, but she couldn't be sure if it came out right.
"What was all the yelling outside about?" he asked. He was so lost in his own thoughts that he hadn't been able to make out what was being yelled, but he was certain it was a man's voice doing the yelling.
"Ohh, it's nothing really." Korra smiled again and began heading for the stairs, but Amon grabbed her by the arm and turned her to look at him again.
"If someone is messing with you, tell me. Do I not seem trustworthy enough?" Amon asked, placing a hand on each of her shoulders.
"It's not that." Korra sighed, shrugging his hands off of her shoulders, "I trust you, but please don't feel as though you have to take care of everything for me. I'm a big girl, I can take care of myself." And with that, she turned wearily and went up the stairs leaving Amon standing at the bottom of the stairs.
"A big girl or a little girl, is still a girl, a girl is still a human and sometimes humans need the support of others. Don't feel as if you must face everything alone. You're not alone anymore, don't you know that?" Amon called after her, freezing her in her tracks.
"If it's anything I can't handle, I'll ask for help." she turned smiling softly. It was a smile he had never seen her smile before, it was soft and warm, but there was something sad behind it. Something so sad he wanted to reach out and hug her, but a tugging thread of common sense reminded him that it most likely would have been painfully awkward for both of them. So instead he watched as she turned and went up the stairs.
Something about the scene brought up a feeling that Amon hadn't felt in years. He was curious about her, suddenly wanted to know more about her and what made her so strong. Sure living on the streets would make a person tougher, but most lost the sense of justice and independence that Korra had. Amon wanted to know why she was so strong, what was her story, who was she really? For the first time since his own childhood, Amon was filled with burning questions that he wanted the answers to and for a simple reason; she seemed so much more like him then he'd care to admit and he wondered why they were again so different. He wanted to make sure it stayed that way too. The world couldn't handle two of him, just as it couldn't handle two Tarrlok's. Even if there were things he had to continue to keep in the dark from Korra, he silently promised himself that very night, to remain kind to her so that she wouldn't become like him. Even in his own darkened heart, the light she had in her he knew better than to tamper with, she could only ever be a victim of the circumstances after all, why go altering who she is?
Amon heard Korra's door snap shut and waited an hour in the living room with his book before he felt that she should have been asleep. Dropping the book to the table, Amon went to the closet and grabbed his grey hooded silk coat before heading out the door. He didn't call a cab, he didn't take a car, he just pulled his hood over his head and began walking with a purpose. He passed through his part of town, past the middle class part of town, past the part of town that Korra once called home, and went straight to the slums to take care of his business. No one here knew who he really was, but they did know what he was capable of, so they all bowed their heads with respect upon seeing the hooded figure walk into their part of town. Nights like these, Amon decided as he entered a dingy little bar, were one of the things he was going to have to keep in the dark from Korra. Things like these would change her view of the only person who has shown her unconditional kindness. If she knew who he really was, wouldn't that make the childish light in her eyes a little dimmer? No, things like this, she would never know of. Amon silently groaned as he took his seat in a booth and waited for his company to arrive, all of the hiding things from this girl… 'this was why I never had children.'
Duhn duhn duhn…. Perhaps Amon isn't a squeaky clean business sort of guy you know, but what is he up to? o.o He's also becoming more curious about Korra, while Tarrlok is trying to figure out how not to stick his foot in his mouth every time Korra pisses him off… which she does quite ofter XD Anyway, thanks for reading and commenting on the story, really pushes me to get the next chapter out sooner… especially since I always hate having to wait for chapters. So yeah thanks again please review if you don't mind ^_^






*Chapter 7*: A life is saved, a friendship is forged
Chapter 7
I thought Amon and Korra deserved a bit of a break this chapter, their lives have been so busy and changed a lot lately, a break would be good for them.
It had been a sleepless night for Korra. Tarrlok's words playing through her head. She wasn't a dirty street kid now, but that was thanks to Amon, but what if Tarrlok was right? What if she did ruin him? A light knocking at the door pulled Korra from her thoughts as she looked at the clock next to her bed. Green numbers flashing 6:01 reminded her that it was about time for her to start her daily job.
"Coming, Nina." Korra called half heartedly as she pulled on some decent clothes. Korra was happy to be able to help out however she could especially since Amon had saved her life and all, but she was less than thrilled about being a maid. Sure, Korra caught on quick and was pretty good at it if she did say so herself, but Korra wasn't really into the whole domestic, home work kinda thing. It was kinda boring. Mako and Bolin got to have the thrill of a good fight, Asami got to travel with Pema when there were fashion shows further off, while Korra dusted a house. Korra scoffed as she pulled her shirt on as she thought of how ironic it was that even though she had always been the most adventurous, she was the one with the most boring job of all.
Whatever, at least she had a place to stay, Korra reminded herself that every time she got bored. Walking to the door and pulling it open, Korra jumped back in surprise to see Amon standing in her doorway, face cool and collected as always.
"Oh!" Korra squeaked before looking around to see where Nina was, "Uhm, where's Nina, I start soon, sorry if I woke up a bit late." Korra babbled unsure of what reason Amon had to be at her door other than that.
Amon's mouth curled in the smugly amused smile that Korra had grown so used to, "Nina is more than capable at handling her work alone." the smile suddenly disappeared just as fast as it showed itself. "Korra, I won't dig about what happened last night and who was yelling, but you've had a very stressful few weeks." his face was turned in an expression that almost resembled concern.
"As if you haven't." Korra mumbled, observing the bags under his eyes that seemed to be more prominent now than ever.
"Exactly." Amon sighed rubbing his forehead tiredly, "Which is why I was pondering a day trip, I usually go on small vacations this time of year, but alone. Now that I have a guest living here I felt it would be rude to exclude you." Korra stared at him, unsure what to say. The promise of adventure and getting away from the house a bit beckoning her, but the thought of being intrusive leaving her unsure how to respond.
"I don't want to intrude. Just as you said before, I didn't have to do things I didn't want out of a feeling of obligation, you don't have to either." A bark of laughter followed a few seconds of awkward silence.
"You're a funny girl Korra, you're not intruding. I must say though, good job at turning the tables on me. We're leaving in an hour so dress warm." Amon chuckled before turning and leaving Korra standing there stunned and confused in the doorway. Only the day before he decided he wanted to know what made Korra so interesting, so independent, what made her, her. Amon had no intention of letting her say no to his offer anyway.
"Well it was nice talking?" Korra muttered under her breath before shutting the door and going back in her room. Though she said no to the trip, though she was kinda being dragged along, Korra could barely hold in the excitement of getting to see a new place and practically ran to the shower attached to her room to get ready for the day.
An hour later, Korra came down the stairs and saw Lue and Amon standing waiting for her, both dressed in winter clothes. Lue was wearing a thick fluffy coat, while Amon wore a long silken coat, thin, but lined with fur to keep him warm. Nina had given Korra some of her daughter's old clothes that fit her perfectly as Korra never really got a chance to expand her wardrobe a lot. She wore a thick deep blue coat that made her eyes look even bluer, with matching pants and a pair of thick fur lined boots.
"Sooooo, where are we going?" Korra smirked as she got to the bottom of the stairs and bounded over to them. Lue scoffed at her enthusiasm while Amon laughed at her antics yet again.
"You will see when we get there. Aren't some things better left as surprises?" Amon asked as Lue opened the door for them to head outside. Korra frowned. Patience and waiting, wasn't really her thing.
Lue held the car door open; Amon ducked into the car with no problem, while Korra bumped her head on the top of the car, upon which Lue smiled with great joy at seeing her pain. Korra scowled and ducked into the car, trying her best to resist the urge to flip him off. Lue's dislike of her wasn't going to get her down, not when there was an impending adventure.
The car pulled off and Korra watched eagerly out of the window while the scenery changed from city to more rural. From the window, she could see snow covered hills and mountains, shinning bright as the sunlight reflected off of them in the most stunning way. Korra, being a girl to up to a few weeks ago lived in a broken shack in the city, had never seen anything like it and gazed in awe.
"Do you see this?" Korra turning to face Amon, but jumped a bit, surprised to find that he was already looking at her.
"Ahh." Amon chuckled at her surprise, "I didn't mean to stare, your reactions are just so child like."
"Ugh," Korra groaned turning back to the window, "I know I'm still kind of a kid, but why does everyone seem to want to constantly remind me?"
Amon's eyebrows knit in confusion "I wasn't particularly implying that you yourself was childish, just that you face the world head on and with a wide eyed child like wonder. It's quite amazing actually." Amon replied. Korra turned to face him only to find him gazing out of his own window with an expression indicating that his mind was far away, "It's amazing that after living the way you have, you haven't lost the ability to see the world the way you do." Though his face was turned and he spoke with the same calmness he usually did, there was a tinge of sadness that was impossible for Korra to miss. Amused, smug, calm, mildly concerned, tired, and irritated. Those were all of the emotions that Korra had ever picked up on from him, the sadness in his voice didn't sound odd from him it just wasn't characteristic of him. No. What did Korra even know about Amon to decide what was characteristic for him or not? She didn't know much about him at all Korra realized as she looked over to the scarred man next to her. The swirling scar tissue that she had never really thought about, she suddenly found herself wondering, how it happened, suddenly curious about the admittedly weird, yet kind man that she was now living with. There were about a million questions buzzing in her head, but she couldn't figure out how to even ask one as they both sat in silence as Amon went on day dreaming.
"You just deal with the hand you were given." Korra murmured after some time once she actually thought about what he had said right before the silence.
"Hmm?" Amon asked turning to face her again. Any trace of sorrow was gone as he faced her.
"I was just saying, that I haven't lost my outlook on things because, I still am who I am. No situation will change who I am, so I just deal with the hand I've got and get as much joy from what I've got as I can. Simple." Korra shrugged looking over at him. Amon chuckled, "It does sound simple when it's put like that. The world could use more people with thinking like you."
"You're one to talk, you took in a random girl off of the streets." Korra shrugged, "I'd be dead on the sidewalk if not for you." she shuddered just remembering her near death encounter.
"Well, it was for the same reason I bought you the burger when you tried to rob me. You seemed like a good, kid on the inside despite your situation. You seemed strong too, like someone who would fight for what's good, and this world needs more people like that more than ever." he went on. Korra nodded in agreement, she couldn't even count the amount of times she had seen people get mugged and sometimes far worse things.
"Well the world needs more people thinking like the both of us, so let's leave it at that. All of the complimenting back and forth is getting weird." Korra chuckled, but was surprised to see the grave look on Amon's face.
Korra could see that there was something he wanted to say, probably something important based on the way his face was bunched up, but the second he opened his mouth to speak, the car eased to a halt. "We're here." Amon murmured, but Korra was almost certain that's not what he was going to say before.
Turning to the window, all thoughts about asking Amon what he was really going to say flew away as Korra's took in a sharp breath of shock. They had pulled up to a small home up in the mountains. A chimney rose up out of the brown tiled rooftop, a swing hung from the now barren tree sat in the front yard and a wooden door with a stained glass window and matching windows on either side greeted them as they walked towards the house.
"What is this place?" Korra asked looking over to Amon, who was once again laughing at her 'child like mannerisms'.
"This place is whatever I need it to be. It's the place I go when I need to get away from it all. I thought after how busy you've been lately and how much things have changed for you, some time away from everything might be good for you too." he replied as he fished in his pockets for the key to the house. Korra felt giddy and could barely stand still as she looked around wanting nothing more than to give in to the childish desire to dive in the snow and play in it until she was tired.
"You can go if you want." Amon smirked as he picked up on the way she was staring longingly at the snow.
"Heheh." Korra chuckled , she still wanted to see the inside of the house, but the snow! The only snow she had ever seen was always black and laden with debris, but this was pure white, cloud like, fluffy snow. Looking back to Amon and then back to the snow, Korra's face split into a grin and she ran to the snow from the shoveled out walkway.
Amon chuckled as the door swung open. The inside was clean despite the fact that he hadn't been there in months. The workers cleaned it every month in case he decided to visit. The inside was nothing like his home in the city. The city home was large and grand, nothing more than a way for him to show his importance, while this home was smaller, far more simplistic. This home had been made that way to mimic his home he grew up in. Amon had made all of the furniture himself out of rich maple wood to match the floors and ceiling, this was the only place he really felt at ease. There were no people to impress, no double lives, just him and the mountains. As he went to get a glass of water from the kitchen he pondered coming back alone so that he would have a chance to get some work done. He gazed out the window as he sipped at his glass. He could see Korra from there, squealing as she threw the snow in the air, smiling, face red with laughter. He was almost surprised to find himself smiling from watching her awestruck expression fat snow flakes began to fall again.
"She doesn't even seem to mind the cold." he chuckled, sipping his water again. The inside of the home was about as cold as the outside, since the home was modeled after his old home, he decided to have to home heated by the fire place instead of typical heating, which was fine since he usually slept on the couch near the fire when he stayed overnight anyway. Amon walked over to where the firewood was stored and frowned to see that there wasn't very much left, he would have to go cut some down. Sighing, he grabbed the axe that was in a box next to where the wood was stored and headed outside.
"I'll be back." he called to Korra as he headed towards the woods further off behind the house.
"Where are you going?" Korra asked running over to meet up with him.
"Well I have an axe, what do you think?"
"Zombie hunting?" Korra replied with a tone of grave seriousness. Amon gave her a look that seriously questioned her sanity before she broke out in laughter. "I'm guessing the house is heated by firewood?" Korra went on still laughing as she followed him.
"Yes. I'll be back soon, there's still firewood in the house for you to burn if you decide you want to warm up." Amon informed her and she nodded before running back to play in the snow again.
Korra never really had a chance to be a kid, so moments like this, she truly savored. Off in the distance, she could hear the sound of Amon chopping wood as she tried to figure out how to make a snowman. something she's always wanted to do. "It starts out with a ball of snow, I think." Korra murmured as she began her attempt to make a snowman. She was cold, and the snow felt like it was picking up, but she wasn't going inside until the snowman was done.
By the time Korra was finished the body of the snowman and put on the eyes and mouth with some pebbles near the walkway, the snow was coming down in copious amounts and she couldn't hear Amon chopping wood anymore, he should have been done by now, so where was he? Korra strained her eyes to look towards the woods that he went off into earlier, but the blankets of snow coming down obstructed her vision.
"Amon?" She called out, but she was only met with the echoing of her own voice. Panic surged through her. They were the only people out here, what if something happened to him out there? She was wondering. Without thinking, Korra found herself running toward the woods the best she could in the snow and against the winds that were rapidly picking up in speed. Korra remembered weather like this, a blizzard was coming.
She suddenly remembered a long time ago, when she was still living with her friends on the streets a blizzard hit while Bolin was out looking for food. Everyone went out to look for him in the storm, they found him huddled against a wall, stiff from the cold and face tear streaked from crying. That memory alone was enough to remind her how harsh weather like that could be and enough to push her to go faster so that she could get Amon and get back inside. If something happened to Amon, she was his only hope to not end up half frozen like Bolin was… or worse.
"Amon!" Korra called out again as she came closer to the woods, but there was still no response. He should have been able to hear her from where she was. Something was wrong.
"Amon! Where are you!" She cried, stumbling into the woods her eyes scanning for anything anything that would indicate where he was. The day before she was worrying about what would happen if the media got hold of the news that Amon had a strange girl living in his house, but him being found in a house on the mountains half frozen or worse, with a strange girl as his company would really ruin his name, but still his name was the last thing she was really concerned with as she trudged into the woods. Korra just didn't want him dead.
"Amon!" She cried again, her voice breaking as fear gripped her throat, "Amon answer me! Where are y-" the words fell short as she saw a boot sticking out from behind a tree. Running over, Korra heard herself gasp as she got a good look at the scene. Amon was in unconscious in the snow, chopped wood in a neat pile near him,a large branch next to his head and axe held loosely in his hand.
"Oh no." Korra breathed as she realized that the branch must have knocked him out. She could see he was breathing, but it was strained. Throwing the axe away from his hand, Korra wrangled him onto his back suddenly thankful for the strength she gained from fighting on the streets. 'He's much heavier than he looks' Korra noted as she began walking. She could hear his breathing heavy and unsteady in her ear as his head lulled about, while the unevenness of his breathing urging her to get back as fast as she could. Getting into a jogging pace, Korra didn't think of how heavy he was, how cold she was, or how hard it was to see, she just focused on what she could see of the house in the distance and kept her eyes on it until she was close enough to open the front door.
Panting, Korra threw the door open and dumped him on the couch. The house was still freezing and he was in wet clothes, neither of which was good for his condition at the moment. Korra looked around and saw the door still open for where the wood was kept. She quickly threw some into the fire place and started a fire with some matches she found lying nearby. First problem solved now for the wet clothes. Neither of them had brought a change of clothes as it was meant to be a day trip, but Korra figured he probably kept spare clothes in his bedroom.
Running to the bedroom, Korra grabbed the first clothes she could and ran back to the living room to Amon. It wasn't until Korra was standing over him that she realized that putting on the dry clothes meant taking off the wet ones. A blush crawled up to her face, but Korra ignored it, she wasn't going to let embarrassment let this man die. She pulled off the jacket, struggling to get it off without knocking him to the floor. With that done, Korra moved onto the shirt, pulling it up over his head and letting it fall to the floor in a soggy wad. She paused for a moment, no wonder he was so heavy, he had muscle on him that was more suited for a professional fighter rather than a business man, but there was one other thing that caught her attention; the scars. She thought they would have stopped at his face, but by seeing the thick scar tissue that came down to a single narrowed point to his navel, she was clearly wrong. She couldn't have even begun to imagine how much that must have hurt. Without thinking, Korra's fingers reached out to touch the scars, but the deathly stiffness and coldness of his flesh was a reminder that she was supposed to be putting on warmer clothes. Korra felt herself blush again as she pulled the rusty coloured turtleneck sweater onto him. Next came the part she was dreading the most.
'Please don't wake up now, please don't wake up now!' Korra silently begged as she fumbled to pull the fly down and slipped his pants off before dumping them next to his shirt. She had already decided he was just going to have to live with wet and cold undies, cuz' there was no way she was taking those off. Grabbing the sweat pants she pulled from the dresser, Korra did her best to pull the pants on with her eyes shut, somehow feeling as if she were violating him. When she opened her eyes, she felt quite proud of herself, sure the pants were on backwards, but it had the same warming effect either way. Amon's head was tossed to the side, his breathing still a bit struggled, but Korra was pretty sure this was all she could do, only time would tell now. She hurriedly put his clothes up near the fireplace to dry.
With him dealt with, Korra decided she should change her clothes too. She went to the bedroom and found a large button up shirt of his, good enough for her. Quickly changing into the shirt, Korra gathered her clothes and hung them next to the fire place along with Amon's clothes to dry. Looking over to Amon again, she could see he was still shivering visibly even though she stood several paces away. Remembering the blanket that was on the bed, Korra ran back to the room and draped it over him, with a worried grimace.
"Don't die here, not like this, I never had a chance to pay you back the favors yet." Korra murmured, on the verge of a panic attack. This started out as a fun day trip, now she was trying her best to keep Amon from dying of hypothermia. Odd how things always went bad for her like that. She was tired and quite cold herself despite the fireplace, her mind fried from trying to think of what to do to help him. With the blizzard outside, she doubted anyone was going to come and pick them up until at least the next day.
The next thing Korra knew, she was throwing the blanket open and curling up at at his side, wiggling close to his side and wrapping her arms around him so that she could share as much of her body heat as possible. She rested her head on his chest, unsure where else to rest it. The slow steady thumping of his heart and struggled breathing wasn't much reassurance. "Don't die." Korra murmured again, a tear slipping down her cheek and onto the rust coloured wanted to stay awake and wanted to monitor his health, but exhaustion swept over her and as much as she tried to fight it, "Don't die." she murmured again before sleep took her far away.
The next morning Amon awoke, with a major headache and was surprised to feel the warmth of a blanket on him and the sight of the ceiling of the house. He couldn't remember coming back inside, in fact, he didn't even remember walking back to the house, he just remembered chopping wood, hearing a loud crack and then nothing. He tried to get up and move, but something heavy and warm was holding him down. Peaking down from the corner of his eye, he saw Korra, arms around his chest, leg over his, sound asleep and drooling a bit on his chest.
"Shit!" Amon hissed under his breath, sure he found her attractive and interesting, but he didn't mean to do anything with her. The shirt he was wearing was definitely not the one he had worn the day before, so something must have happened, clothes don't just change themselves. Suddenly, the fact that he couldn't remember anything was alarming. Neither of his double lives had time for females and Korra didn't seem like the kind of girl that was into a one night stand, he'd have to let her down easy. 'now what do I say? I'm not Tarrlok, messing around with women's minds isn't my strong point.' Amon thought as he looked down at her. He lost his train of thought and gave up on the idea entirely, he'd just tell her whatever happened had been a mistake and then deal with her wrath. That was the simplest way, he supposed. Now he just had to wait for her to wake up. Waking her just to tell her he didn't really mean to do whatever happened the night before seemed a bit harsh, he figured he'd wait until she woke on her own. All that was left was to wait, but that was easier said then done.
At first, his eyes rested on the window, but the light pouring in didn't bode well with is throbbing head. Next, his eyes fell on the fizzled out fire place and then on the clothes that hung near them. He cringed as he saw it was both of their clothes, just more proof that something happened between them. His eyes went back to Korra again with some regret. He wanted to be kind to her and not mess with the brightness in her eyes, not bed her, for crying out loud!
Korra shifted next to him, pulling him closer, her thigh resting on his own, her hand resting now on his shoulder and her curves more prominent now through the blanket. With that, Amon tried his best to put his mind elsewhere; work, social life, his darker business, anything to keep himself from really thinking that there was a pretty girl draped on him, he was still male, he still had desires that even his mind couldn't silence. His mind settled on work and all of the crappy fake people he would have to deal with when he got back did well at cooling the fire that was building under his skin.
She stirred again, this time it seemed like she would be getting up, he looked down at her again now that he had, umm, calmed down. That was probably the first time he really noticed that she was more than attractive, she was actually quite stunning. Her carmel skin glowed from the sunlight pouring in, long eyelashes rested against her cheek, full lips parted (and still drooling) all of this (minus the drooling) added up to a beautiful face. All this time he hadn't really noticed since in his mind he was still that little girl from the streets, but looking at her now, he could see what his co-workers stared at her when he took her to that dinner party. 'Enough of this, she's still a child.' Amon reminded himself, he didn't want to think like those old men at the party, or worse, Tarrlok.
Amon didn't have anymore time to go back and forth with this mental battle of his as just then Korra's eyes suddenly flew open and she bolted up to look at him. She looked at him for a second with a stunned expression and he did the same. "Good morning Korra, I'm sorry for, umm, yesterday, I actua-" he started but was cut off by her throwing her arms around his neck and hugging him tightly.
"It's okay, don't even worry about it, you saved me so many times and I'm so grateful." she was murmuring. Amon felt sick, she slept with him because he saved her life, how the hell did this all even happen in the first place?
"Korra's it's really not okay, it's not healthy for that to be the reason to do something like that." he said, taking hold of her by the shoulders and pushing her back at arms length. Now he could see that she was wearing one of his shirts and he felt even more guilty, especially with the confused look she was giving him.
"Okay so sure you were heavy and it wasn't easy especially since it was so cold bu-"
"Korra!" Amon barked giving her a good shake, "Don't you think you deserve better? There are so many people in this world, don't just settle." he was practically yelling, but she looked more confused than ever.
"Those millions of people never cared about me, they never took me in, but you did, was I supposed to just leave you there to die?" she asked, her expression almost hurt.
"Korra I just don-" Her words settled in just as he began talking, "What do you mean leave me to die?" he asked loosening his grip on her shoulder.
"You had been away for a long time so I got worried and went to look for you. I found you in the woods unconscious, I think a branch knocked you out. I wasn't sure how long you had been there, but hypothermia looked like it would have start setting in if I had been any later."
"You carried me back?" Amon asked, stunned that she could manage such a feat.
"Yup," Korra nodded, "I started a fire and changed you out of the wet clothes, don't worry I didn't look." she added, "And sorry if me being close made you feel weird, you were shivering still and I didn't know what else to do to keep you warm so I just umm.. yeah." she trailed off, fiddling with her fingers.
Amon stared at her in disbelief. This little girl he found so amusing and childlike had just saved his life. He thought to hug her, but then thought it might be weird, but found himself hugging her anyway. Just as she said no one bothered to save her before he did, without her knowledge, she had been the first to save him. "Thank you, Korra."
He could hear Korra laugh, most likely out of shock from the sudden display of affection, "You're very welcome, but what exactly did you think I was talking about? You didn't seem to remember that I was talking about carrying you here." she asked as he pulled away. He wasn't going to hide what he thought, but hugging her while he told her seemed too weird.
"I thought something may have happened between us when I noticed the change of clothes and you wrapped around me." he admitted.
"Hah!" Korra laughed, "'I'm not into little girls', I think you've made it quite clear several times since I've known you." she mocked with an impression so good that it made him wonder how many other times she mimicked him, but he still felt a grin come across his face. "Does this place have a kettle?" she was suddenly asking as she got to her feet, "I think tea would be nice, you want some?" she asked looking back at him from over his shoulder.
"That would be nice, the kettle is stored in the cabinet next to the sink." he replied, straining to not stare at her bare legs.
"Got it." she smirked, heading off to the kitchen. As she walked off, he took a deep breath. Sure he didn't have a thing for girl's Korra's age, he was 40 and didn't even have a thing for any of the women he knew that were his age, but watching her walk off, Amon knew that he would have to be careful not to end up having a thing for Korra. 17 or not, he was starting to see the beauty the men at the party saw on her face, but that mixed with the light he saw in her personality was a deadly mix especially now as he saw that her drive to help and do what's good for others went as far as wandering into the woods in the middle of a blizzard to save someone.
Korra came back a few minutes later with two steaming hot mugs in her hands and a smile on her face. Handing one to him, she sat next to him and began to talk about how she thought the driver would be able to come back and get them later that day, but Amon simply smiled softly as he sipped his tea while his mind reeled with a million thoughts, the biggest one was how to keep Korra at a distance without offending her. With her showing more and more things that Amon found attractive, he was definitely going to have to make some space from her before he was in too deep and didn't want to.
Okay, so remember at the beginning of the chapter when I said I was going to give them a break? Well I honestly did plan to do that, buuuuut then I finished the chapter and realized I hadn't done that at all… my bad XD But I did give them alone time, so that's something right?






*Chapter 8*: Catharsis
Chapter 8
Okay, so this chapter is a bit sad…. Part of why it's rated M for safety, but don't worry, it lightens up a bit :)
Korra and Amon sat on the couch, both having finished their tea some time ago, but neither knowing of what to do now. The room was cold, but they were low on firewood, he was sure the staff would have picked them up by now, so starting a new fire hadn't crossed Amon's mind when he first woke up, but now that he could feel Korra shivering from where she sat next to him, he got decided it was probably best to just start the fire.
"Do you think they're come for us soon?" Korra asked as he got to his feet.
"I'd like to say yes, but I don't know." he replied, tossing some fire in the fire place and lighting it. He frowned, the fire would only last a few hours and there were only a few more pieces of timber left, that wouldn't do.
"What are you doing?" Korra asked cautiously from the couch.
"I have to go get what I chopped last night, this fire isn't going to last very long otherwise." He replied as he buttoned up his coat, his back turned to her as he spoke.
"We have the blanket, we'll be fine."
"The blanket can only be so warm Korra." He didn't want to say flat out that he was trying to make space from her and that sharing a blanket wasn't helpful for his goal.
"Then, I'm going with you." Korra cried and dashed over to put her own coat on.
"Korra, I'll be fine." Amon sighed, turning to look at her, her big blue eyes stared up at him wordlessly begging him not to go. "Korra." he sighed again, "Do you want to freeze?"
"No, but I don't want something to happen to you again, I don't want to be left alone up here again." she admitted, looking away. How could he say no when she put it like that?
"Korra." he said grabbing a firm hold of her shoulder, "I'm going to be fine, just wait here for me." he assured her as he tried to guide her back to the couch, but he could tell by the way she set her jaw, that it wasn't going to be that easy.
Ten minutes later, Korra and Amon stepped outside with shovels and began making their way towards the woods. Amon tried everything but tying her to the damn couch to get her to stay behind, but stubborn as always, Korra talked him into somehow letting her come along with him. Then again, now that he could see that the snow was almost at his waist, having her along to help him shovel may not have been such a bad thing after all.
"So, is the weather usually this crazy?" Korra asked as she shoveled the snow aside trying to hide the disappointment that her snowman had been destroyed in the blizzard.
"No, not usually. I checked the weather before we left too and it mentioned nothing of a blizzard.
Korra laughed and threw him a teasing glare, "Now, now you should know by now that anytime I'm involved, nothing goes as planned." Amon laughed, a slow chuckle that somehow managed to sound genuine. If only she knew how much things weren't going as planned 'If she wasn't so damn naive, nice and attractive, maybe things would have been going as planned and I wouldn't have to worry about things getting out of control.' Amon huffed as he looked over to Korra's whose face was adorably red from the cold and exertion. He rolled his eyes in frustration. So he hadn't really fallen for her yet, but he did plan to go outside alone to clear his mind before things got any weirder for him. He was 40 and attractive or not, she was 17, he didn't want to be with her, but fundamentally, she was his type, and her sticking up under him last night didn't help the fact that he was a male and she was a female and fundamentally, that would have an effect on him mentally and physically.
Settling his mind on fully concentrating on shoveling the snow, he tried his best to ignore Korra's presence as he got his mind together, the serious expression on his face confusing Korra.
Korra glanced over at Amon, to see him with an expression she'd never seen before. His brows were knit as he shoveled, eyes intense, he was concentrating deeply on something. For a second Korra wondered what was on his mind and even thought to ask him, but she already felt as if she was kind of intruding on his space, she didn't need to get into his mind as well, he should at least have that much.
The snow that Korra had been so amazed by just the day before had so suddenly become her enemy overnight. The pure white color was blinding as the sun reflected off of it, the fluffiness of it suddenly feeling as if it weighed tons. The walk to the woods that had only been ten minutes the day before, took four times as long after digging all the way towards the stack of wood and shoveling it out, the entire time, Amon was silent as death.
It wasn't until the two had dumped their armfuls of wood into the storage bin and started a new fire that Amon spoke again as Korra took off her coat.
"How did you manage to live during winters out there?" Amon asked, eyes fixed in the fire in front of him, his own coat hanging loosely in his hand, "When you lived on the streets I mean."
"Just stayed inside the best I could and stay close to my friends. Body heat has always worked when there were no blankets around." Korra smiled as she fixed her eyes on the fire too, thinking fondly back to the times she spent with her friends in their broken home. Sure where they lived wasn't pretty, but it had been her home, and in an odd way, she missed it.
"You were lucky to have had your friends." Amon went on, eyes still on the crackling fire but voice oddly….sad almost, "Why did you have to live on the streets anyway?" Amon asked suddenly, turning to face her, seeming genuinely confused, he couldn't think of a reason for her parents to abandon her. A silence came over them and only the sound of the wood crackling could be heard. Amon was just thinking that he may have tried to dig too far into her life too fast when she broke the silence.
"My mother," she started, Amon was the first person who had taken her in and actually cared unconditionally. At this point, she liked to think that there was a bit of a bond between them, a friendship almost. Him being the first person to hear the whole story wouldn't be so bad, Mako, Bolin and Asami never knew the full story of what happened, they knew better than to ask and Korra didn't have a chance to open up about it. She never had a chance to open up about the thing that she knew she woke up silently sobbing about almost every night. Never had a chance until now, "And my father were killed when I was a child." Korra closed her eyes and took a deep breath, readying herself to jump from this emotional diving board, "A robber shot them when they wouldn't give up their car because they said there was something important inside." Korra stopped speaking again as the memory replayed in her mind.
It was the middle of the night, they were coming home from her birthday party, they had been laughing together as they made their way to the car, and holding Korra's hands. They placed her in the car and were about to get in themselves when a man dressed in black came dashing around the corner. He was out of breath, there was something shining in his hands under the street lights. His voice was panicked, he kept pointing at the car and yelling at her mother, pointing the shiny object at her father and mother. Korra didn't know what was happening, but she was scared.
"Mommy!" Korra cried from inside the car. She was beating on the windows frightened. Korra's mother didn't answer, but instead turned to her husband who was saying something to the robber, but it angered him he was saying he didn't have time for this. Korra saw her mother looking frightened, saw her turn and unlock the car, saw a shocked look on her face as an explosion filled the night air.
"Mommy!" Korra shrieked, leaping from the car on the side farthest from the situation. She could hear her father yelling now, she could hear fighting.
Korra ran over to her mother nearly tripping over her birthday dress as she fell to her mother's side. Her mother had a hole where her heart was, it wouldn't stop bleeding, blood was getting all over Korra's small hands and she tried to stop the blood from coming out.
"Run." she gurgled, stroking Korra's hair as Korra pulled her mother's head onto her lap, pushing her little hands over the hole in her mother's chest even harder, seeing that it wasn't working.
"Mommy." Korra choked.
"Shhh, just run, Korra's a strong girl right? You can do that right?" the words her mother spoke were struggled as her father went on fighting the man with the gun, neither of them noticing Korra.
"Mommy?" Korra asked as her mother smiled one last time, before her eyes went far away, "MOMMY!" Korra was screaming now, grabbing her mother's face trying to wake her up, to no avail.
"Korra!" Her father cried, turning to face her, freezing during the scuffle with the man. Freezing just long enough for the man to aim and fire, shooting Korra's father in the head, sending blood flying all over her. The man turned and pointed the gun at Korra who had frozen in shock, covered with the blood of her parents in her birthday dress and pretty curls that her mother had done for her that morning. She couldn't think what to do as the man's crazed eyes bore into her for a split second and then police sirens were headed their way. The man ran off leaving Korra, her parents and the car altogether and then Korra was crying loudly as bright lights came flashing into view. 
"Shhh, shh it's okay." A voice called from the shadow's, "It's scary to deal with them, won't you come with me?" a voice of an man was coaxing from the shadows. A confused Korra stumbled towards him, more scared of the policemen than the kind sounding stranger. The man took her by the hand and they walked for hours until the were out of the area where she lived with her parents and into the slums. It felt wrong, something felt wrong. The man told her to wait outside while he went into a store, Korra nodded, but ran the first chance she got. Not a single person here even looked at the little girl covered in blood, but acted as if it was totally ran until she ran into a little girl who asked why she was crying, but Korra couldn't speak , she was too afraid. The girl looked at Korra's blood covered clothes and took her hand, offering her somewhere safe to go, that little girl had been Asami, and the safe place was living with her Mako and Bolin. Even after going to live with them, it was a week before Korra would eat and two years before she began talking knew Korra's parents were dead, but never asked what happened, afraid that Korra would end up how she was when she first came to live with them.
"Korra?" Amon asked placing a hand on her shoulder after her long silence.
"We were coming home from celebrating my birthday and they wouldn't give him the car because I was in it, my dad died because I didn't run when she said to!" Korra was yelling eyes still shut as the memories played in her head again. "I-I couldn't stop the bleeding and she died, I started crying and he shot my father. Their blood was all over me!" she was losing her breath, hyperventilating, when Amon gently gripped her shoulder in reassurance. The story may have been broken, she may not have given him all of the details, but he got the situation.
"I-I was the reason they died, if I hadn't been there, if it hadn't been my birthday, if I hadn't been born, they'd be alive now." Korra was on her feet screaming now and pacing, "I should be dead." she murmured, eyes desperate for something, for something that she didn't know what it was, just anything to fill the void she felt every time she her tear filled eyes, she could see Amon's face wretch in pain as if he knew the feeling, she wondered if he did know the feeling.
"I should have been dead so many times, so why am I still here?" she fell to the ground, too many emotions washing over her as the breakdown she knew was going to happen after so many years of holding everything in and being brave washed over her.
"You are alive for a reason." Amon rose from the couch as he spoke, voice filled with a kindness she had never heard before, it was soft and warm. The emptiness inside of her heart wanted that warmth closer.
"It's so tiring." she sobbed again, "I thought I was going to die the day you found me, I thought your voice was calling me to leave this world and be with my family again. I was happy thinking I would die. I'm supposed to be so strong, cuz I'm Korra, but I was happy thinking I'd die. Funny huh?" she let out a half snort half sob as she gazed over at the fire, and away from Amon as Amon remembered her talking to herself about her parents the day he picked her up off of the streets.
Amon cringed as he looked at her from where he was. He wanted to make space, he wanted to keep himself from getting his feelings confused, but here she was breaking down, the strongest girl he's met, breaking down after years of holding it all in. Seeing people seeming weak usually disgusted him, but seeing someone so strong suffer so long and break, was saddening. Perhaps because it reminded him of himself. Korra's body racked with another silent choked sob as her hands grabbed onto the carpet for dear life as if it was the only thing keeping her tied to the world. 'Ah, dammit, I can make space when this vacation is over.' Amon told himself inwardly as he lunged forward and pulled her close.
"You are an outstanding young lady, you hear me?" He murmured in her ear as her hands let go of the carpet and clenched the back of his sweater, while she went on roaring with tears the whole time, "You must have a reason to live if you're alive now. Honestly, if I thought you were someone the world would be better without I would have left you to die on the streets to die Korra, and I'm not just saying that to make you feel better. People like you just don't survive after all of the hardship, it takes a special kind of person to live the way you have and still be so strong and moral" Amon assured her, gently stoking back her hair as he tried to calm her the best he could. She didn't respond, but instead buried her face into his chest, sobbing harder now, but he kept stroking back her hair, trying the best he could to calm her.
She cried for hours as the memories left and returned, but Amon didn't let her go even when she nodded off against his chest, exhausted from the crying. Amon picked her up, walked over to the couch and sat, resting her on his lap so that her head was still resting on his chest, afraid that a sudden absence of warmth might wake her. He pulled the blanket over them and sighed; his people still hadn't come to get them, at this rate, he was never going to get space from this girl! He glanced down at her, now that she was fully asleep, eyelashes glistening with tears, face soaked, red and puffy, she looked oddly adorable. Without really thinking, Amon wiped her tears away with his thumb and then leaned down and placed a gentle kiss on her wet cheek before sighing in frustration. This girl was getting closer and closer to him, he was getting more involved than he originally intended to, this mini vacation had made her a young woman in his eyes and not just a little girl anymore, but he couldn't afford to see her as any more than a little girl. Amon rubbed his eyes tiredly, this was all becoming too much to deal with, he just needed to get out of here before things got any worse.
Bang bang bang! The door shook, "Amon! Sir are you in there!?" Lue was calling through the door.
"Took you guys long enough." Amon mumbled, quickly wrapping the blanket around Korra. "Could you guys have taken any longer?" Amon hissed angrily as he opened the door, Korra still in his arms.
The shock on Lue's face was clear even as he fumbled for an answer, "W-we are sorry sir, the road was closed and we had to hire a truck to clear the path." Lue explained, his eyes flashing between Korra asleep in Amon's arms and Amon himself with a million questions in his eyes.
"Just grab my coat for me okay? I'm not in the mood for this right now." Amon hissed as he walked out to the van they drove up in. The door slid open for him as he approached and he saw Nina sitting in the back back row.
"Hello sir." She smiled as he sat down slowly in an effort to keep Korra asleep, "I thought Korra might need a change of clothes so I was brought along." Nina explained as Amon threw her a look that clearly questioned why she was there.
Amon sighed and fixed the blanket around Korra, "You really care about her don't you?" he asked, peering down at Korra's sleeping face.
"Yes." Nina answered, he could her the fond smile in her voice, "She reminds me of how my daughter would have been, if she were still around. She's a very special girl, she just makes things seem brighter, makes you look at things in a different light, don't you think?" Nina was asking now, turning to look at the soft look Amon had on his face as he gazed down at Korra.
"She does, but the darkness has no right to want to be near the light." he replied turning to look at Nina, knowing what she was really getting at.
Nina smiled a soft motherly smile that crinkled around her eyes, "Yes, but sometimes there is a light within the darkness, and sometimes that light wants nothing more than to be freed as it reaches out to the lights around it. If that weren't true, neither I or Lue or even Korra would have as much respect for you the way we do. You took us all in from desperate situations and kept us from falling into the dark. I do not know your past sir, but I can see that you didn't have someone there to do the same for you, but you've done well for yourself sir, you don't have to stay in the dark." she smiled, putting a comforting hand on his shoulder.
Amon snorted a laugh, "Nina, you're only a few years older than me, but you always are so motherly." he smirked looking back at her.
"It's in my blood." Nina smiled clapping her hands together lightly.
Amon sighed, "I can see myself wanting to be with her, but I won't let myself want to be with her, it's not good for any of us. I'm a public figure, being with a younger woman would cause a stir, especially a minor. I'd be arrested and/or publicly humiliated, she'd feel it was her fault and honestly, I don't have time for a relationship. I have too much to do." he sighed. "Nina, I need some time away from her. She's a very different person than me, but she's also very much like me, and it's worrisome. If I leave her alone, she might not handle it well, but I can't keep trying to be there for her, it's going to lead to… complications. Will you please look over her for me? I'm sorry to push this on you but-"
"It's fine, I understand." Nina went on waving her hands, indicating that he needn't say more, "I'll be sure to look over her carefully and keep her out of trouble the best I can as long as she's in the house, but I cannot promise anything while she's away." Nina frowned thinking back to the night she overheard Tarrlok yelling at Korra a few nights ago. Nina was fairly sure Amon didn't know about it, but she was going to stay quiet about it anyway.
"Thank you." Amom smiled, dropping the conversation and turning to face front as Lue climbed in the driver's seat and began the ride back home.
Nina sat in the back of the van, looking over to Amon and Korra as she was resting soundly in his arms, her face puffy as if she had been could only assume Korra must have opened up about something very painful for her to speak about based on what she knew about the situation as well as the way Korra was clinging to him in her sleep. 'I will do my best to look out for her, but things don't always go as planned. The way you're looking at her now, I doubt you'll be able to help falling for her, sir. Things might not go as you planned.' Nina thought smiling to herself as Korra shifted in his arms, pulling him closer as she slept. 'Things already haven't gone as you planned, sir.'
I really wanted to make Korra's story clear about now, give Amon something to think about… and dwell on :) Sorry if it was kinda depressing though…. Also quick note to clarify, Lue is Amon's right hand man for almost everything, but Nina is very motherly and Amon does trust her, Amon really cannot miss Lue's dislike for Korra, and cannot miss the way Nina cares for Korra. He opened up to her to keep Korra safe even if it's keeping her safe from him, she occasionally gives him some good motherly advice, even though she's only 6 years older than him. Soooo thanks for reading, you guys always leave such kind reviews, they make me happy so thanks for that too, I appreciate it, I'm trying to make the story develop well and make a lot of chapters for this one so the reviews help keep me on track:D






*Chapter 9*: The Man in the Mask
Chapter 9
Probably gonna start being busier as of next month, so if I don't update as often... Anyway, on with the story :)
"Sir, another stack of business papers have arrived to be reviewed and signed before you leave, also you have been invited for a business dinner again for this evening." the secretaries voice rang out over the speaker phone.
"I'll get right on that." Amon sighed, rubbing his forehead tiredly. It had been two weeks since he had gotten back home from the mini vacation that went terribly wrong. Since returning, he got right to work catching up on the paperwork he missed the day before, and as each day passed, more and more paperwork came in as well as more and more dinners. Between balancing his business, his social status and his alter ego, Amon was only home for minutes at a time and was getting most of his sleep on his way to events. The only good thing coming from being as mind-blowingly busy as he had been recently, was that he hadn't run into Korra that entire time they had been back, even when he did see her, he avoided her and had finally gotten his head together a bit. From leaving out earlier so that he wouldn't have to see her to walking in the opposite direction she was in upon seeing her, Amon had successfully avoided her in order to achieve a peace of mind. Nina had been looking after Korra and slipping him a few updates when he actually managed to have enough time to be home, apparently she was spending more time with her friends much to his relief, but she also seemed to be bothered by something, most likely the way someone she trusted was outright avoiding her.
Amon's eyes hurriedly scanned over the papers before him as he let go of his thoughts. Signing this, denying that, it was a pretty boring job that day, and he still had a dinner to attend and a meeting with some… associates of his. By the time Amon had finished work, his writing hand was sore, but all of the papers were signed. Now for the dinner party.
The building was nice, there was a live band playing and a grand room for socializing, but the company was far less pleasant. Amon couldn't count the amount of people that came to him asking for support financially or politically, or asking where his intern whom he brought along before was. It was all so frustrating, but no matter how much he wanted to yell or scream or punch them, Amon somehow managed to grin and bear it long enough to think of an excuse to excuse himself halfway through the dinner. After all, he had other plans for tonight, none of which involved sitting around with a bunch of old guys discussing financial advice.
After telling the host how 'Extraordinary' his dinner had been, Amon exited the building rolling his eyes before getting in his ride to go back home, eyes fixed on the clock the entire time, he couldn't be late for his appointment after all. Amon sat in the car tiredly as the car drove home, he knew his change of clothes were waiting folded neatly in the closet and hidden, exactly where he left it last time. His mind wandered lazily as he gazed out of the windows at the people walking under the soft street lights. They were laughing, smiling holding hands, completely oblivious to the world around them. Amon's lips pulled into a smug grin as he wondered how nice it must have been to see the world in rose coloured glasses, completely unaware of how harsh reality can be.
The car pulled up to the outer gate, just in time for Amon to see the front gate open and Korra slip out.
"Where are you going so late?" Amon called out as he stepped out of the car, which he immediately kicked himself for. Sudden curiosity caused him to ask the question, but he didn't have time for that, especially on a night like that very night.
"I'm going to see my friends." She replied simply as she kept walking.
"It's not safe for you to walk around so late." Amon went on. Tonight was an important night, Amon knew that people would be wandering the streets all rilled up that night and he wasn't comfortable knowing that Korra might end up getting caught up in it all.
"I'll be fine, Amon." She sighed irritatedly.
"Fine." He expected that she would be a bit upset with him, especially after she opened up to him and then he went out of his way to avoid her. Besides, she was only going to see her friends, Tenzin would be there, she would be safe with them.
"Don't wait up." She went on bitterly, leaving him behind, suddenly happy that it wasn't dark enough so that he would see her face and feel guilty for making her feel emotionally abandoned. It was for the best after all, he would worry about getting on her good side again once his mind was together and the weak spot he felt forming for her disappeared.. That is if he would even have the time to do so, after all, she was only planning to stay until spring, that was what they agreed on.
The door to the house yawned open and Amon sighed heavily for what must have been the millionth time that day as he grabbed the large suitcase in the closet before turning to head back out again. He had to keep his mind on the task ahead, he had told himself that this night was very important, he couldn't be distracted with Korra at the moment, he wasn't even wanting to think about her as of late… But still where would she go once spring came around, surly not where she used to live, but then again, where else did she have to go?
Amon tossed the suitcase in the back seat and took in a deep breath of the cool winter air, letting his thoughts float away. He would worry about everything else, when the time came, but tonight, he needed to focus on the task at hand, the thing he had been planning for months. Tonight was the rally that the city needed so desperately. Tonight the city would see what equality really meant.
Korra was practically stomping down the street by the time she made her way to the outside of Tenzin's gym and knocked less than patiently on the door. How could Amon dare ask where she was going? He hadn't so much as said a word to her since she opened up about her past. He comforted her in the moment just to ignore her from then on? Was she so disgusting because of having a weakness? Was she so disgusting because her past hurt her? Is that why he stayed away? Perhaps Korra had been right from the start, maybe Amon did keep her around as his own personal jester. Laughing at her child like manners, playing with her feelings, pushing her away when he got bored, it must have all been some kind of sick entertainment for him! The rage of feeling used made Korra want to leave and never return, but she would keep her word and stay until winter ended. For now, she would have to deal with this silently only finding comfort in the words of a nameless man whom Mako had passed onto her a few days after returning after seeing how disoriented Korra was.
The gym door swung open and tore Korra from her seething thoughts as Mako peered down at her tiredly. "Hey Korra," he murmured as he stepped aside to let her in.
"Hey." Korra replied just as dully as he did, "Where is everyone else?" Korra asked as she looked around in a borderline paranoid manner.
"They didn't want to come with us, so it'll just be us three." Mako explained as Tahno came down the stairs with a book bag slung over his shoulder, hair perfectly styled as usual.
"Oh joy, pretty boy again." Korra snorted as she rolled her eyes.
"Look I got the tickets to get us into this thing, so don't start with me unless you want to be left out, Koh-rah." Tahno smirked putting unnecessary emphasis on her name.
Korra narrowed her eyes, but said no more as Tahno's smile widened and they headed for the door. It was Korra's first time going to a rally, but apparently Tahno went frequently, claiming that the words fired him up and reminded him why he fought in the first place, a thought that he never expanded on once he seemed to remember he was talking to Korra. Tahno and Korra still didn't exactly get along, but there were times when their petty arguments turned into an actual conversation while Korra would watch him practice as she waited for her friends to come home.
"Whatever, let's just go." Mako suggested as he headed for the door. Tahno and Korra nodded before following him. They walked through the city, pulling their hoods over their heads as they got into the poorer part of town. The last thing any of them needed that night was for someone they knew seeing them headed to this thing, but as Korra looked around to the people flocking in the same direction they were going, she wondered if there was anyone in the area who wasn't going to the rally. They scurried along quickly until they made it to the alley where the warehouse was in which the rally was being held.
The line to get in moved quickly as flyers were the ticket to get in and no one dared form a long line that would alert the authorities in anyway; this was a locals only event.
Once inside, Korra was swooped up by a wave of people and separated from Tahno and Mako. She spun around looking for them but couldn't see them over the heads of people behind her as they continued moving forward ultimately pushing Korra forward until she was standing right at the edge of the stage. Korra looked up at the stage and finally saw the man whose words had been the thing helping her move forward as he spoke of equality and a fair chance for the less fortunate. He stood silently on the stage, hands behind his back as he looked over the crowd behind the decorated porcelain mask he wore, even the way he stood demanded respect and he hadn't even begun speaking yet.
People continued piling in, yet the room remained completely silent, not a soul speaking as the masked man went on looking over the crowd just waiting. The poor, the middle class, the homeless, the gang members, even upright citizens were all in the warehouse that night, not a single one arguing the way they usually did on the streets, as they were all there for the same reason; the words of this masked man. The finalizing sound of the heavy warehouse doors shutting seemed to be the cue for the masked man as he walked towards the podium and stood behind it, still looking over the audience. Minutes passed and the man had still not said a word as every eyes in the building looked towards him expectantly.
"Good people of Republic City, we are here tonight to find our way to equality despite the risks." a smooth voice poured out over the sound system, or at least Korra thought it was smooth underneath the voice distortion that he seemed to be using, "We have been struggling to be heard as the people in charge play games with our livelihood. Are we not as human for not having six cars and a mansion?" He asked ad the crowd cheered, throwing their arms up and knocking Korra around a bit. "I have seen this city from the inside out and I know that we can do better, but there is no one in charge who is willing to do better for us! So we suffer." he went on as Korra nodded in agreement, she had been to the parties of the politicians and she could see that none of them cared about the little people like her or anyone else in this room for that matter. The crowd roared, eating up every word that he spoke. "I have watched the people of this city struggle for too long at the hands of the rich and I tire of it, just as I know you all do as well. How do I know you tire of it? I know because my first speech took place in a small corner in a bar near here with only a few people to listen, and now there is a warehouse full of people just as tired of all of this as I am! It has been established that we are tired of this for years, but all of this time we have feared to do anything and why?" Korra held her breath, she agreed with all that he was saying, but she wasn't sure where this was going all of a sudden, "Because of the law, the same laws that have overlooked us and oppressed us because it runs on money as well at a price none of us can afford to pay!" The crowd roared again in agreement, the excitement tangible in the air, "I say it's time we ignore the law and do what we must to be heard! Damn the politics, damn the consequences, we shall be heard or we shall take over, whatever comes first so long as we can assure our children and families a safe and fair place to grow up, a place where they actually have a fighting chance!" Korra stared up in shock as the man scanned the audience again taking in their excitement, sure Korra agreed with his point, but she wasn't agreeing with his methods. "Shall we claim our city for the people again? The way it should be, damn the cost!?" He was calling out to the people as he scanned the crowd again. The man next to Korra threw his arms up cheering loudly for a change, the movement, knocking Korra's hood off of her head just as the masked man looked her way.
"Crap!" Korra hissed throwing her hood over her head, the last thing she needed was for the man to know her face, he didn't seem sane, she didn't want to become a target or something. His face stayed turned in her direction as if he was staring at her, and in a panic, Korra decided it was time to leave. And quick.
Amon pov-
Amon resisted the urge to curse as his eyes fell on her as he remembered the mic was still on, but why was she there anyway? She said she was going to be with her friends, so why was she there at the rally? He watched as her eyes went wide and she pulled on her hood of her coat before disappearing in the crowd. "We shall be equal the way it was meant to be!" he called out in an attempt to wrap this up, before the cops showed up and so that he could make sure Korra got out of the area safely. With so many people so riled up, he knew that things would be crazy all over the city that night and cops would be crawling around the area, he didn't want her tangled up in that mess. "Tonight is the start of a new beginning!" he yelled into the crowd opening his arms widely watching how they ate up every word. The words they needed to move forward. The words this city needed for change.
Just as quickly as it started, the rally was over, the people were riled up and Amon was racing to the back room of the warehouse to make a quick and desperate call. A really desperate call.
"Tarrlok!" Amon hissed into his cellphone once he heard I'm pick up.
"Well hello to you too brother, I'm a little busy right now."
"Where are you right now?"
"Uhmm, look I don't need you worrying about whether I ruin my name or not, I'm a grown man and I can take care of myself so don-" Tarrlok started. Yes he knew that buying the secrets of his enemies from hackers and information dealers in the slums and using it to blackmail enemies wouldn't look good if he was found out… but it was too effective for Tarrlok to give up just yet, no matter how much his brother bugged him about it.
"So you're nearby…" Amon hummed thoughtfully, "I need you to do me a favor."
"I already told you not to worr- wait what?" Tarrlok asked, clearly confused, Amon never asked for favors.
"I think there was a rally down there tonight and I have reason to believe that Korra went to it. I have a feeling things might get a bit rough down there tonight, and I don't have time to go get her, so just do me a favor and pick her up and bring her home, okay?"
"I see, I suppose I can pick her up, but what's in it for me?" Tarrlok questioned.
"We can talk about it later, just go get her and take her home."
"You know I'd never give up a chance to assist a damsel in distress, just tell me the area she's in and I'll go look of her now." Amon could here him moving and heading outside from the other line. He sighed and told Tarrlok the area, hoping that her being in a car with Tarrlok for a 45 minute drive would be safer than her being out on the streets during the riots for an hour… At the moment he wasn't sure which was more dangerous.
Amon huffed as he looked around the empty room for a second, planning his next move. He would go home, take a quick shower, change his clothes and then drop by Tarrlok's to get Korra… No wait, maybe he would send someone to get her, the way he felt towards her was still a bit foggy and the last thing he needed was to tempt the fates.
"Tch.. I know things are getting bad when my only back up plan is Tarrlok." Amon scoffed, before turning quickly on his heel, head held down, before disapearing into the rowdy crowd of already rowdy people before slipping down a different alleyway and speeding back home. With the rally now out of the way, Amon's mind seemed dead set on fussing over Korra, especial now when he had more reasons to worry than ever.
-Korra pov-
The crowd seemed to rise up around her in an angry swarm as they all headed for the street, Korra wanting to get away from it, as everyone else stumbled to the streets dead set on making trouble. Her eyes scanned the crowd looking for Tahno and Mako, but only seeing angry faces that wanted the rights that the masked man went on about. Hot panic bubbled up in Korra's throat as she was pushed about by the crowd. Staying on her feet was quickly becoming a struggle as the crowd pushed on, while Korra tried her best not to fall as falling now would most likely mean being trampled to death. Around her she could hear glass breaking, people screaming, yelling, cheering, all the sounds of a riot, all of the sounds of something Korra really didn't want to be a part of. Faces seemed to turn into blurs as the people kept moving around her and Korra felt full fledged panic set in as she wished nothing more than to be at the one place she had grown to think of as safe; Amon's house. She was pissed at Amon for obviously avoiding her and ignoring her, but she was more pissed off that she trusted that he wouldn't be the kind of person to reject her and wanted to know why he was acting that way more than anything. As much as Korra wanted to deny it, Amon and his home had become her safe haven, him being the one who always showed up and helped her out when she needed it the most. Korra snapped her eyes shut, shutting out the swarm of angry violent people, shutting out everything and in her mind, silently wishing that when she opened her eyes, Amon would be there again, just like he always was when she was in trouble, sure she hated depending on others so much, but there was just something about him that made her feel safe…
"Korra!" A voice called. Korra's eyes shot open and she scanned the crowd again, eyes searching for the scarred face she was used to seeing everyday up until a few weeks ago. "Korra, turn around!" Korra spun around and felt her heart drop to her stomach as she spun around and saw the all too familiar face of Tarrlok.
"What the hell are you doing here?" Korra stammered. She had to admit, he at least blended in with the crowd, wearing a dark black hoodie the hood pulled down far over his face.
"Hello to you too." Tarrlok snorted as he glanced around nervously, "I was around here for a bit of umm… business when I saw all of this going on, I saw you in the crowd and you looked a bit scared, so I came over." He shouted over the noise of the crowd. "You have no reason to be here. I can give you a ride home." he offered, taking in the almost dumb look on her face as she nodded. Sure Tarrlok loved himself a few dumb, gullible girls, but for some reason, seeing Korra all disoriented, was almost upsetting to him. She was refreshingly strong a stubborn, her being agreeable seemed so odd to him.
"Can you?" Korra asked.
"Let's get you out of here then." Tarrlok called over the crowd as he wasted no time tucking her under his arm and bracing himself to go against the crowd to get back to his car before the crowd found a way to destroy that too.
With her head ducked down under Tarrlok's arm, Korra could feel the bodies around her bumping into her, falling against her falling next to her, it was a miracle to her that Tarrlok could even manage to move against the crowd. Korra swallowed the odd disappointment she felt when she realized the person who came to help her wasn't Amon, though she did have to admit, Tarrlok was pretty damn brave to be a politician diving into a mass of politician hating people just to get her. Perhaps he wasn't as scummy as she thought… but he was still Tarrlok.
The crowd around the two seemed to thicken as Korra and Tarrlok braced themselves against them, leaning against one another for support and balance.
"Watch your head!" Tarrlok yelled as he shoved her forward and Korra felt herself fall into the backseat of his car right before he dove in after her. "Drive!" Tarrlok called up to his driver who immediately hit the gas. The two sat in the dark, panting heavily as they tried to catch their breaths.
"Thanks." Korra breathed, "You really saved me back there. Maybe you're braver and less slimy than you come off as." she managed to smirk as the relief of being safe again settled in.
"I try." Tarrlok smirked back, glad to see her feistiness show itself, "I can make a quick call to Amon and take you back." he went on moving to fish for his cellphone in his pocket, when her hand caught his before he could.
"No! Don't call, Amon." Korra blurted.
"Why not?" Tarrlok asked, quirking up one brow in sudden curiosity. Certainly it wasn't a lovers quarrel or anything… Right? Sure Amon went out of his way for this girl, but if he couldn't admit that he had feelings for her before, that wouldn't have changed so quickly…. Right? Tarrlok was suddenly very curious about the relationship between the two.
"I just don't want to. Just drop me off at my old house." she sighed, unsure where else to go. Korra knew Pema and Tenzin had a lot of kids and felt she would be in the way, the space Asami, Mako and Bolin lived in was too small for her to join them and she sure as hell didn't want to see Amon at the moment.
"There are about a thousand crazed people on the streets, they're kinda close to where you used to live and you want to go back there alone?"
"Well at the moment, I can't think of anywhere else to go so yeah." Korra sighed sitting back in the car seat.
"Korra, that's not a very good idea. Even I can't let myself leave you there in a good conscious and I've done a lot of bad things with a good conscious. What if you spent the night at my home and then you can decide what you want to do in the morning." Tarrlok suggested. Korra looked at him through suspicious narrowed eyes under the dim street lights pouring in. "What?" he asked upon seeing the glare he was receiving.
"I'm calling my favor from before now. I'll spent the night at your house, only if you promise not to do anything."
"What?" Tarrlok blurted in shock, "Korra I've had a very long day, and the last thing on my mind would be messing with you when I want to sleep. Honestly, what kind of man do you see me as?" Tarrlok asked. But honestly, the way he had been hoping to end the night was with her in his bed next to him, but hey she called in her favor, he would honor that.
"Good then." Korra hummed, thumping her head back against the headrest, "And uh, thanks. I wasn't sure how I was going to get out of there when you showed up."
"Anytime." Tarrlok chuckled. He wanted nothing more than to ask what possessed her to even go there, but unlike his brother, he knew better than to press people over personal things.
Forty five minutes later, they pulled up to a gated estate and got out of the car. Tarrlok could hear Korra gasp as she stepped out and got a good look at his house. Tarrlok had made sure when this house was constructed it would be bigger and far more grand than his brother's. The large cream painted home had a pool seven bedrooms, three bathrooms and the most high end furniture that he could afford, but it was all worth it every time he heard someone gasp upon seeing the grandness of it all.
"This house is huge!" Korra exclaimed as they entered, her voice bouncing off of the high ceiling. Tarrlok chuckled lightly as he watched her curious blue eyes taking in everything. He suddenly understood why Amon seemed to be in a much better mood once she started living with him, she was quite amusing. A buzzing sound alerted Tarrlok that he was getting a call, a glance at the caller I.D showed that it was Amon. He really wasted no time on things like this.
"If you'll just excuse me a minute, I have to take this call and then I'll be back to show you around." Tarrlok said before walking out of her hearing range and taking the call.
"Did you get her?" Amon was asking from the other line before Tarrlok could even say 'hello'.
"I got her." Tarrlok smirked wickedly wondering how his brother would react when he found out Korra didn't want to see him.
"Good. Are you almost here?"
"About that, I told Korra that I would take her back home after I saved her from that crazed crowd, but she said she didn't want to go home. She said she didn't know where else to go, but where she grew up. I insisted it was too dangerous to do something like that and offered that she stay with me tonight, which she accepted."
"This is not the time to joke Tarrlok." Amon barked.
"Who's joking? I can get her right now to tell you if you don't believe me." Tarrlok went on, grin nearly splitting his face at this point.
"Than please do so." Amon replied, voice dangerously sharp.
"Korra! Can you come here for a second?" Tarrlok called holding the phone so that Amon could hear everything. "I called Amon just to let him know you were okay."
"Why bother calling him? He probably hasn't noticed I'm not back yet." Korra snapped. Tarrlok had to resist the childish urge to laugh in his brothers face and rub it in. Sure he wanted to upset Amon a bit, but Korra was just making this all the better.
"Well still, I thought it would be a good idea, just in case, but he seems to think that I brought you here against your will, can you please tell him the truth?" Tarrlok asked, holding the phone out to her.
Korra glanced at Tarrlok and then at the phone before taking it and putting it to her ear, "Hello sir." Korra answered in a voice colder than ice, so cold it almost burned Amon's ears.
"Korra…" Amon started, unsure of what to say next. He had outright avoided her for weeks and now he was asking her to come back? She didn't know his reasons for acting this way, she had every right to be upset.
"I agreed to come here, sir, so don't worry about me, not that I thought you would anymore or anything." Korra went on before he could think of anything to say.
"Korra!" he barked into the phone.
"I may be a bit late for work tomorrow so please forgive that sir." Korra snapped before hitting the 'end call' button and holding the phone out to Tarrlok as Tarrlok struggled not to hit the ground in laughter and glee. Tarrlok had wanted for years to tell his brother off, especially after all of the pain Amon caused his mother, and seeing this mere girl do so brought him immense joy.
"You must be really upset with him." Tarrlok managed to say without laughing as he took back his phone.
"Yeah, well, I doubt he really even cares." Korra huffed, "So are you gonna give me the grand tour or what?" Korra asked doing her best to put on a smile.
"Of course." Tarrlok smiled back indicating for her to follow him.
As they walked, Tarrlok glanced back at Korra, curiously. She was a very odd girl, when he first met her he told her off, their second meeting she pissed him off, she angered him further their third meeting, but he still found her devastatingly attractive. Now here she was flashing her claws at someone who wasn't him for once and letting him see a far less… well hostile and aggressive side of her and he had to admit, he quite liked it. There was something about her that was just so different than other females he had been around since jumping into the world of the rich and famous, she wasn't pretentious, she didn't want his money, hell she didn't really want anything to do with him if she could have helped it, but maybe all of that made her more attractive. He definitely saw why Amon was so protective of her especially now, but just as he saw that, he saw more reasons to like her aside from her painfully attractive exterior, but there was one thing different about his attraction to Korra versus his brother's attraction; Amon would reject his feelings thinking they were wrong because she was so young and impressionable and yadda yadda yadda. Tarrlok, on the other hand, didn't really bother himself about things like this since he always had a way out, and especially since he didn't have a conscious. In this situation, Tarrlok knew he had the upper hand, so long as his brother was rejecting his feelings for Korra, Tarrlok knew he had a fighting chance to swoop her away from under his nose so long as he kept pushing her away. A smile creeped onto Tarrlok's face as he began planning on how he was going to steal her away and as he planned he thought back to the night he first accused Amon of having feelings for Korra and couldn't help but think again of what he told Amon; this would be the truest example that brothers couldn't share their toys very well, even when there were no toys involved.
Ten minutes passed and Amon still sat in his home office with the phone held tight in his hand. She wasn't coming home tonight. He had been trying to avoid her all of this time and now that she willingly made space he felt, he felt, well he wasn't sure how he felt, but it wasn't anything good. Amon slammed the phone down on the tabled and dragged his hands exasperatedly down his scarred face before turning and looking out of the window behind him. His eyes fell on the light dust of snow that was draped over the acres of land behind his house, but his mind was far away. Amon knew Tarrlok had a thing for Korra and how reckless Tarrlok was when he wanted a girl paired with how clueless Korra seemed to be about men on sexual terms was a very worrisome pair. If he so much as touched her… Amon let out a low angry snarl, Korra was a big girl she could take care of herself he needed to stop worrying, he had gotten the space he wanted and he knew that, but with her not in the room down the hall in a place he knew was safe, he couldn't get her off of his mind.
"Sir." Nina called from the other side of the door, "I've brought you some tea."
"Right. Come in." Amon called, trying his best to compose himself. The door swung open and Nina strolled in with a small tray of tea that she swiftly placed in front of him.
"You didn't have to bring me tea, you're done for today." Amon sighed as he took the cup.
"Ah, yes I know, but I also wanted to ask you something." Nina went on, face wrinkled with concern, "Korra hasn't come back and I'm worried, she said she was going out with friends, but it's late now. Have you any ideas where s-"
"She's not coming back until tomorrow. She ran into someone she knew and decided to stay with them." Amon replied, voice hard and calculated, the same cold way Amon always talked to the staff before Korra came along. Nina knew something was wrong.
"Well then that's great, sir, you got the space you wanted right?" Nina did her best to sound cheerful as she measured Amon's reactions.
"I did indeed." he sighed sipping at the steaming tea.
"Well, I'll be sure to give her a good speech on staying out so late when she goes out like this. She had me so worried." Nina sighed as she turned for the door. Amon didn't reply as Nina left, but kept his eyes trained on the window and his mind stuck on a nagging worry his that girl's well being. Amon took another sip of tea. There was not enough chamomile tea in the world to put him to sleep when all he could worry about was Tarrlok jumping on Korra sometime throughout the night. Amon placed the cup to the side and let out a heavy sigh; this was going to be a very restless night for him.
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*Chapter 10*: I Cannot Tell a Lie
Chapter 10:
I'm in a great mood and I decided to get another chapter done, I originally wanted to add it to the last chapter, but meh… Anywho it's not going to be a very long chapter, Amon's feelings are driving him crazy now and his will is wearing thin while Tarrlok has never had any will to stay away…. Onwards to story time…
Korra sat in bed in the guest bedroom of Tarrlok's house thinking how odd it felt being in a home that wasn't Amon's, but hey whatever, she wasn't eager to get back there anyway. Shifting her weight, Korra stared up at the ceiling before letting out a quick sigh of frustration. Sleep wasn't coming to her, her mind kept drifting to Amon the way it had been the last few weeks since they came back from vacation. It really bothered her that he would just push her away after making her hope that he was someone special, making her think he was someone she could trust.
"Urgh!" Korra grunted flopping around in the bed. Pushing Amon out of her mind for the moment, Korra's mind drifted to Tahno and Mako, did they make it back okay? Did they get out of the crowd, ugh, she would drop by and visit them tomorrow after work. She had to wonder if her old home would even still be standing once those angry swarms of people finally went home. They had been destroying everything in their path, crushing everything in their way, Korra had to come to terms with the fact that, her house might not still be there after that night. A shudder raced down Korra's spine as she thought of what would happen had she stayed out there any longer than she had, Tarrlok really saved her back there, she would have to thank him tomorrow and remember to treat him more kindly from now on. Sure he was still a bit of a creep, but at least when it came down to it, he seemed to have his head on straight. She wouldn't easily forget that. Her mind finally settling having run through all of the things bothering her, Korra felt her eyelids fall and dozed off into a deep slumber.
By the time the next morning came around, Korra had been up at six, just as she had gotten used to doing for work, and shuffled down the hall to the bathroom. After going to the bathroom, Korra washed her hands and glanced at her reflection wishing that she had a change of clothes and a tooth brush, alas, she had neither, oh well.
Trudging down the stairs to go to the kitchen and find something to eat, Korra was surprised to see a light pouring in from the kitchen into the hallway.
"Tarrlok?" Korra asked before rounding the corner, after all it could have very well been a thief.
"Hmm?" Tarrlok hummed, glancing up from where he sat alone at the small wooden table in the kitchen.
"What are you doing up so early? The sun is just coming up." Korra asked still standing in the kitchen doorway.
"I usually wake up this early and get ready for the day. A bit of quiet before the storm." Tarrlok smirked indicating the bowl of cereal in front of him, "And why are you up so early?"
"I usually wake up this time to clean at Amon's estate." Korra answered, glancing hungrily down at the marshmallow laden cereal in Tarrlok's bowl, "Hey, you have anymore of that?"
"On the shelf over there." Tarrlok replied pointing at the shelf near the refrigerator. Korra got a bowl from a cabinet and grabbed a spoon before pouring a large bowl of her favorite cereal. With the bowl in hand, Korra sat across from Tarrlok, unsure where else to go. She shoveled a few spoonfuls into her face before sighing contently. Tarrlok was staring at her as she did so, chewing thoughtfully.
"What?" Korra managed to ask around her mouthful of cereal goodness.
"Nothing, I'm just admiring your appetite." Tarrlok chuckled before taking another spoonful of his own cereal.
"Well it is my favorite cereal. I'm actually surprised you have it." Korra laughed lightly.
"Of course I have it, it's my favorite cereal as well." Tarrlok smirked. He had to admit, having her around as company was surprisingly nice. Usually Tarrlok ate alone in that same spot everyday, either enjoying the silence or torturing himself with his own thoughts and memories. Still, Tarrlok had to admit, conversing with an attractive and funny young woman was refreshing to him, after all, the only women who had ever been in his house were either part of the cleaning staff or gone by morning, but hell, it's the life he chose to live.
"I didn't know this cereal came out in the prehistoric era." Korra teased pointing her spoon at Tarrlok as she spoke.
"Oh well aren't you a funny one? I'm not even that old, just wait until you're my age and you'll see." Tarrlok snorted.
"But then you'd really be old" Korra chuckled the thought of an elderly Tarrlok wobbling around on a cane popping into her mind.
"That's right laugh it up." Tarrlok sighed, shoving the last of his cereal in his mouth, "Is this how you repay your savior?" Tarrlok challenged.
"Aww, don't get your braids in a bunch, I was just messing with you." Korra smirked as she went on eating, "I really am thankful though, you're not as bad as I thought." she smiled gently. Tarrlok found himself wordlessly staring at her, a fire building in the pit of his stomach as her lips pulled into a soft smile. Geez he thought her fiery side was a turn on, but it had nothing on this gentle side of her. Tarrlok suddenly wondered how she would react if he reached across and kissed her right now, the moment seemed right, they were actually getting along and having a playful conversation, surly this could work out well. Tarrlok shifted a bit, he was done thinking, he was readying himself to swoop over and pull her face to his, but just then, ding dong.
Tarrlok nearly hissed in annoyance as Korra looked up in shock, "You have company so early?" Korra asked glancing over to the now silently seething Tarrlok.
"I wonder who it could be." he sighed irritably as his butler came in the room about to announce who it was, but Tarrlok signaled for him to let whoever it was in. After all, Tarrlok knew exactly who it was and also knew that if he was this eager to get here so early, his plans to swoop in and take Korra away would be hitting a bit of a snag.
"Tarrlok." A raspy and approaching voice called further off.
"Hello, Amon." Tarrlok called lazily over his shoulder as he saw Korra visibly stiffen. Tarrlok reached down and patted her hand quickly, not only for reassurance, but to piss his brother off further.
"I've come to get Korra, she's late for her shift and the house is a bit of a mess." Amon said. Tarrlok turned and looked at his brother, if you didn't know him well, you'd think he looked the same as usual, but Tarrlok could see in Amon's tired eyes how much Korra being away had worried him.
"I'll leave once I'm done breakfast." Korra replied taking a noticeably smaller spoonful of food than a few minutes before.
"I have work to do Miss Korra, I have no time to spare for a worker's eating schedule, there is food at my estate, you can eat there." Amon went on irritably.
"If you don't have time than why didn't you send Lue to come get me or a driver?" Korra snapped, shooting a bone chilling gaze up at Amon. Tarrlok sat between to two watching as the tension in the air became thicker and thicker and as Amon became more and more irritated.
"Korra." Amon started, voice cold and measured, "We're leaving. Now." he went on grabbing her arm which she immediately jerked free.
"No, Amon!" She shouted standing up and looking him dead in the eye, "You treat me like I don't exist after I open up to you, the very first person I really opened up to, pushes me away like I'm some toy and now that I'm gone for one night you drag me back there to be ignored some more? What kind of sick game are you trying to play? I thought you hated mind games, but maybe you're just the king of them!" she accused, "I expected this from people like Tarrlok, but he's proven to be better than that." she went on voice laced with bitter acid, "So what does that make you?" she finished, eyes narrowed in anger.
Tarrlok watched in shock, he always found it interesting when his brother was upset, but he was seriously fearing for Korra's life now that she pushed most of the buttons that Tarrlok wouldn't dare to even nudge. "Uhm, Korra, why don't we just calm down a bit?" Tarrlok suggested, resting his hand on her shoulder and pulling her away from where she stood near Amon. If he could only get her into the next room before everything she said sunk into Amon's head he might be able to save her from his wrath.
"No." Amon hissed, voice dark , "We are leaving. Now." He announced, grabbing her roughly by the wrist and pulling her right out from under Tarrlok's grip.
Amon dragged Korra out of the front door kicking and screaming ignoring every angry punch and vicious kick she landed on him. Tarrlok trailed after them suggesting that he should leave her alone and that dragging her around wasn't a good idea, but Amon ignored him. Amon effortlessly tossed her in the back of the car before getting in himself and shutting the door behind him before signaling for the driver to leave, leaving Tarrlok standing in front of his house alone in his robe, looking at the car peel away in shock. Tarrlok rubbed his forehead tiredly. Tarrlok could see Amon wasn't in the mood to be restrained just by the manner of which he dragged Korra away, which could have meant trouble for Tarrlok's plans to snatch Korra away with Amon throwing his cares to the wind. Yes this was a knot in his plans indeed. Tarrlok grunted angrily before turning and going back into his house, even if Amon did act on his feelings, Tarrlok sure as hell wasn't giving up that easily.
"What is wrong with you?" Korra demanded as she sat up in the speeding car. She was beginning to wonder if Amon had some impulse issues, after all he impulsively brought a street kid to live with him, impulsively comforted her, impulsively ignored her and now he was impulsively dragging her back after pushing her away.
"Me? What's wrong with you? " Amon countered turning to face her with angry eyes. "Tarrlok told me were he found you last night, that entire part of the city is in ruins, you told me you were going to see your friends and I find out through Tarrlok of all people that you were running around in a riot?"
"Well so what if I was!?" Korra shrieked, not backing down from the irritated look in his eyes, "You were the one ignoring me! You think I didn't see the way you would walk off whenever I was in the same room as you? You think I didn't realize that you were avoiding me? You were the first person I opened up to about my past and I did because I trusted you! I trusted you to be better than that, but I guess the second a toy of yours shows a weak spot, it has to be disregarded, huh?" Korra challenged.
Amon glared down at her, eyes wide with shock, he could feel himself about to say something he was going to regret, but hell, he didn't even care at the moment, she was accusing him of being someone he wasn't and that would not stand, "You think I avoided you because I wanted to, Korra?" he asked, voice sharp with fury, "I had no choice, you have a bright future ahead of you, and these ideals of mine, this life of mine, you shouldn't be involved in it, you were beginning to get to involved." Amon went on, somehow managing to avoid the real reason even in his rage.
Korra looked him dead in the eye for a second, both of them completely silent before she finally replied, "What a load of bullshit." she hissed.
Amon snapped his head away looking away for a second before turning back to her. She had done it, she had seen right through him, she had pissed him off like no one else had before and got to him like no one else could, her blue eyes were burning him with their anger and he was so done with all of it. "You really want to know what it is Korra? huh? Do you think you really want to know why I pushed you away?" he demanded, bloodshot eyes boring into her.
"Yes, Amon, I believe I've made it clear that I want to kn-" Korra's words were abruptly cut off as Amon swooped down and pressed his lips against hers. Korra's eyes flew open in shock, before drifting shut in a moment of confusion. His tongue flittered across her lips and she almost instantly parted her lips in response, his hand tangled itself in her hair the other rested at her waist as he explored her mouth. Korra was caught in the moment, nose filled with the spicy scent of his favorite soap, mind filled with the taste of him on her tongue, she was completely enveloped by him and even in her confused state she found herself reacting, pushing herself closer, her own arms managing to snake themselves around his neck. Something in the back of her mind was begging for her to stop, something about this being wrong, but her body pressed against him as he pulled her onto his lap deepening the kiss, ignored the nagging in the back of her head. His hands traveled down her back, sending shivers down her spine, his mouth left hers and trailed light nips against her neck as Korra leaned against him even more, wanting more. It wasn't until the car stopped and Korra let out a loud gasp that her eyes flew open again that she realized what she was doing and pushed herself from his lap, landing in the seat next to him.
Amon cleared his throat and fixed his suit casually as if nothing even happened just as the driver came around and let them out. Korra quickly smoothed out her hair and then shuffled out after him, head held down in embarrassment, wondering if the driver had heard her gasp….
Korra pushed past Amon the second she got through the door, and rushed up to her room, yelling back something about getting to work right after she showered and changed. The second Korra burst through the bedroom the doors and slammed them shut behind her sliding down until she was sitting on the floor. Her hand drifted up to her lips before clasping in the side of her neck that her had been nibbling at in the car. "He kissed me?" Korra murmured in disbelief. It wasn't exactly a impulsive kind of kiss either, it was desperate and wanting, something with feelings behind it. Korra blinked in shock, that was why he stayed away… He wanted her. Korra's hand shot up to cover her mouth in shock. Sure she had responded to the kiss, but it was kind of all subconscious actions, Korra tried to rack her brain as she tried to figure out how to feel about all of this, about how she really felt about him, but she really couldn't even tell. Somehow managing to get to her feet and get to the bathroom, Korra glanced at her reflection and saw the faint little marks from Amon's teeth rising up on her skin and shook her head. When she attempted to mug this random 40 year old scarred man on the streets she never could have guessed that he would have opened his house to her, or that he would be such an important public figure and she never would have imagined that he would have one day kissed her under any circumstance. Korra let out a long tired sigh and drooped her head down. Now what was she going to do?
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*Chapter 11*: We Need to Talk
Chapter 11
Calmly, Amon strolled up the stairs, down the hall, opened the large doors to the office in the middle of the hall and slid into the dark leather chair in his office, sitting in silence for what must have been at least ten minutes before slamming his hands down on the desk. "What have I done?" he sighed heavily before running his hands tiredly through his hair as the memory of kissing Korra replayed in his mind. That was not at all the way things were supposed to have gone. He had planned to pick her up and bring her back, not kiss her in the car! And dammit, she had even kissed him back, what was he supposed to make of that? Amon quickly remembered the look of utter shock on her face when she leapt from his lap and now figured she must have kissed him back as a natural reaction, after all she was still young reacting like that was totally explainable… So what was Amon's excuse? He was a forty year old man, his wild teenage hormones had gotten under control ages ago, so what was he doing? It was impossible for him to avoid her now, impossible to hide from what he had done and impossible for him to deny it anymore; the curiosity, the odd desire to reach out and hold her, they were all because of his feelings for her, but the problem was, he had no time for feelings.
Amon was the head of a revolution to take back power for the people who needed it by night and the head of a major company as well as a major figure in the community by day, his schedule was packed. He wasn't a very stable man underneath the mask he wore at rallies and the fake smiles he flashed at events and he knew that. Forming any kind of stable relationship between Korra and himself was simply impossible especially with her being a minor!
Pressing his fingers into his temples, Amon let out a deep breath. Okay okay, so for now he would wait, he had made a move and now he had to wait for her to react, trying to fix things now would only make things worse anyway. Glancing down at his watch, Amon decided he had no more time to spare on thinking as he had to be at work soon and he still needed a shower before he went for work. A long, cold
shower.
Korra hadn't left her room until she heard the slam of the front doors as Amon left for work. Letting out a sigh of relief, Korra wrapped a scarf around her neck so that Nina wouldn't ask about the little marks along the sides before composing herself and going to the study to find Nina.
"Hello, Korra." Nina greeted as Korra stepped through the entrance way to the study, "You have some nerve staying out all night without letting us know. Do you know how worried I was?" Nina demanded as she walked towards Korra and gently clasped onto her shoulders, brown eyes filled with concern.
"I'm sorry Nina, I was just with friends." Korra smiled gently. She wasn't completely lying, Tarrlok had saved her life and that was a kind of friendly thing to do.
"Hmmmm. Okay, well still, be careful out there, you have no idea what kind of men are out there wanting to feel you up." Nina swatted her arm gently as Korra felt a light flush spring up on her cheeks, thinking back to Amon.
"I understand." Korra laughed nervously, "I'll be careful. Wow, this place got awfully dusty since the last time, I'll get right to work." Korra stammered as she tried to escape Nina's worried gaze.
"I just finished this room, Korra."
"Did I say dusty? I meant spectacular! On to the next room then?"
"Sure, Korra…" Nina replied as she watched, Korra scurry out the door. "What is up with her today… something definitely happened.." Nina murmured to herself, crossing her arms as she followed Korra to the next room, "But what happened exactly?"
The day went on and Korra was thankful to have work to keep her thoughts from constantly drifting to Amon kissing her. Aside from work, Korra also had another thing to keep her mind busy, her worry about the well being of Tahno and Mako. Korra still didn't know if they had made it out of the riots and back home safely and wanted to go visit them the second she was done with work.
"I'm going out to meet up with Mako, Asami and Bolin. I'll be back before dinner!" Korra called to Nina as she ran through the door and outside before Nina could call her back.
Korra was still in the habit of walking everywhere she went. Sure she could have asked for a driver to take her everywhere, but Korra always found the walk relaxing, besides it was her travel method of choice before living with Amon. With a frustrated sigh Korra remembered that she was trying not to think about him at the moment. Ack! This was really driving her crazy, she was living in his house for crying out loud! How could she possibly ignore him? At this rate Korra was really feeling like she was going to lose her mind. Perhaps after she checked in on Mako and Tahno she would try and find Asami for a bit of advice on the topic. But then she couldn't tell Asami it was Amon who kissed her, she would have to keep in anonymous. If anyone, anyone, found out that Amon kissed her, it would mean big trouble for him and as freaked out as Korra was feeling about everything that was going on, she didn't really want him to get in trouble with the law or anything. He had saved her after all, she could at least try and spare his name.
With Korra's mind on a million things, she arrived at Tenzin's studio before she even knew it. "Hello Korra." Tenzin greeted as he swung open the door.
"Hi Tenzin," Korra responded as she stepped into the gym and the familiar smell of sweat and feet hit her nose.
"I was actually going out. Meelo is scaring the babysitter and I can't leave them at home alone, so I guess I have to close the studio early today." Tenzin sighed rubbing his forehead tiredly, "This is the third babysitter Meelo scared off this week." Tenzin sighed.
"Aww, hang in there."Korra smiled patting him gently on the shoulder in a friendly gesture.
"Well yes." Tenzin chuckled straightening himself out as he went to grab his coat, "Well I'm sure you didn't come here to hear the tales of my family life. You're friends are upstairs resting." Tenzin pulled on his hat as he spoke, "I really have to go, so I'll see you later." Tenzin smiled as Korra waved goodbye to him.
Seconds later, Korra walked up the stairs and found Tahno, Asami and Bolin all sitting around the small table in their room looking at each other with a look that couldn't mean anything good.
"Hey guys." Korra laughed nervously as she entered the tense atmosphere.
"Korra, thank goodness you're okay." Asami cried, throwing her arms around Korra's neck and pulling her into a tight hug. "What were you guys thinking going to that rally! That entire half of the city was destroyed!" Asami was now yelling, jerking Korra away from her before pulling her back into a hug, "You had Bolin and I so worried…"
"Yeah, I actually got out before things got too crazy. Sorry for worrying you…"
"You're not as worrisome as Mako has been lately…" Bolin grumbled from where he sat cross-legged at the table.
"What do you mean?" Korra asked taking in the worried glances everyone seemed to have, "Where is he?" Korra asked as Asami loosened her grip and took a step back just as Tahno stood to his feet.
"Last night things started getting crazy and I wanted to leave, I mean I'm all for the guy's message, but the whole 'Revolution' he wants, isn't for me, I can't risk getting disqualified from my matches." Tahno sighed, trying his hardest to seem unworried about it all and failing terribly, "Anyway, I told Mako we should get going, but he didn't want to go home instead, and told me to leave but to look for you first. I thought he lost his mind, but figured it was his choice anyway, so I did as he said, but I couldn't find you. Not that I really care, but it's good you made it out okay." Tahno added, shrugging as he spoke.
"Mako didn't come home until early this morning, right before Tanzin came in.." Bolin chimed in, fiddling nervously with his fingers.
"I tried to ask him about it, but he just stormed off, he's been so weird lately… It isn't like him you know?" Asami went on with knit eyebrows. Korra nodded in agreement, Mako was the one who always had his head on straight, so why was he being so careless now? Looking around the room, Korra knew that everyone was worried; Asami for her boyfriend, Bolin for his brother and well, Korra didn't really know if Tahno was really worried, but he was there so he must have been at least a little concerned...
"Maybe it's a faze?" Korra offered.
"Nah, he's just so absorbed with that guy's message, he was so worked up during the rally." Tahno walked to the door as he spoke, "I'm gonna get going, i had some plans with my friends for today, you guys distracted me asking about Mako and now I'm late." Tahno groaned as if it was a big deal and a major pain to him.
"Yeah, whatever pretty boy, just be glad we even tolerate your presence." Korra rolled her eyes, "But still thanks for worrying about us." Korra offered with a small smile.
"Who says worried." He snorted, making a big show of getting his fringe to move as he did.
"The fact that you're still here."
Tahno scoffed, but didn't say anymore as he left the room and went out of the studio. Korra to face Asami and Bolin again. While Bolin was staring into space, his mind clearly occupied in his own little world, Korra a bit surprised to find Asami staring at her with a look of amused shock. What was she staring at anyway? Korra wondered and then in flash of panic she pulled the scarf she was wearing up higher around her neck, but from the look on Asami's face, she knew it was too late to hide it now.
"Korra, can we talk for a bit, you know, girl to girl?" Asami asked as she dragged Korra out into the hallway. Korra sighed as she felt her stomach drop. There was definitely no say in this anymore, Korra didn't need to wonder whether she should ask Asami for advice or not, Asami was going to ask now either way.
"What's that on your neck, Korra?" Asami asked the second she pulled the door shut behind her.
"W-what do you mean?" Korra stammered as Asami came in closer, leaving Korra trapped between the corner at the end of the hall and Asami herself.
"This!" pale fingers shot out and snatched the scarf right off of Korra's neck, as a smile spanned over her face, "No way! They really are there!" Asami squealed as Korra slapped her hand over her neck.
"Shh! Asami Bolin will hear you!" Korra hissed.
"So who is it? Is it Tahno? Did it happen at the rally? It would explain why he kept asking if we knew if you made it home okay before you showed up." Just as Korra was about to insist that Asami was wrong, the words sunk in.
"He asked about me? Huh…" Korra pondered. The two still weren't on the greatest of terms, for him to have asked about her was nothing short of odd.
"So I was right? Wow, I always thought you two would make a great couple, you guys just clash so much that I knew there had to be more to it than just that!" Asami went on, clasping Korra's hands and bouncing with enthusiasm.
"No no no, it wasn't Tahno!" Korra quickly corrected her friend. For a spilt second, Korra pondered just telling Asami that it had been Amon. If Asami liked couples that clashed, she would have a field day if she knew Amon made a move on her. On the other hand, this wasn't just about her, she didn't want anything getting out and ruining Amon's name, so with a last quick consideration she decided to change the story a bit. "There's a guy I met while living at Amon's place, he lives nearby. He's from this really rich family and he's been kind to me since we met. I never thought of being with him because his family wouldn't approve of someone like me. He trained his whole life to take over the business and if his family found out, they might take that away from him." Korra started and looked up to Asami to see if she was buying it so far, from the concerned look on her friend's face, it seemed like it so far. Good. "A few weeks ago he just cut me off, but I ran into him earlier today and when he found out I went to the rally last night, he was really upset. I kinda pushed him asking why he even cared after pushing me away for weeks, I asked why he even pushed me away… and he kissed me." Korra cringed a bit at the last part as the memory played fresh in her mind.
"Wow, that sounds so romantic, like the drama's on t.v." Asami grinned, eyes far away as if she was trying to imagine living the scenario. "So are you guys together now?" she pressed, green eyes lit up with curiosity.
"Well… No." Korra couldn't help but notice the way Asami's grin fell, "I really don't want to ruin his name and I honestly never thought of him in a romantic way at all. I don't know what to do.." Korra sighed heavily. The weight that had been on her shoulders felt lighter now after talking to Asami. Though Asami may have forced Korra to spill, she had to admit, she was glad she did.
"Sooo, how do you feel about him?"
"I- I don't know, it just happened so fast, and I kissed him back without thinking and I just don't know!" Korra spat out all in one breath, "I really don't know." Korra bit her lip in frustration, eyes fixed on the little curves that formed on the wooden floor, the little curves that looked so much like the scars on Amon's face. Thoughts pooled in Korra's head; Could she even love a man that much older and that much different from herself? He was refined, calm and composed, while she was rash, blunt and not so classy. In her head, she tried to imagine herself standing next to him, or being in his arms, but the image couldn't quite form in her head. Maybe she wasn't interested at all. Her mind driving back to the sharp smell of his favorite soap and her hands tangled in his soft hair. Maybe she was interested… This was too much for her, she really didn't know and since earlier, it had been driving her crazy!
"Well give it time and see. You can't know just like that. Just make a bit of space and get your mind together and then once you really know how you feel or at least have more of an idea, face him again and make that idea solid." Asami grinned before adding, "That's what I did when Mako first asked me out when we were still all living together. Right before he got the job with Tenzin, I told him I felt the same about him. Getting the job the same day just made everything all the better." Asami smiled, but it was a sad bitter smile of a woman who could feel that her lover was slipping away. With Korra's lack of skills in this field, all Korra could really do was offer her friend a small smile and a few kind words.
"I'm sure he'll be back to the same old, party-pooper Mako once whatever this little rebellion of his is out of his system." Korra smiled, "And thanks for the advice." she added. The whole waiting thing wasn't really for Korra, but she really didn't have any other options right now.
Asami smiled and opened her mouth to speak, but just then, Bolin threw the door open. "You guuuuyssss." Bolin groaned, "It's really lonely being stuck in this room by myself, can we play go fish or something that's not all girl talky." Bolin begged poking out his bottom lip.
Asami and Korra laughed, "Sure, Bo we can play." Korra smiled as they walked into the room again, but don't cry after I beat you like I always do." Korra smirked mischievously as she flopped down on one of the orange cushions near the low table.
"As if I'd cry!" Bolin scoffed in disbelief as he shuffled the cards.
A few hours later, Korra walked home with a victory under her belt and a warm smile from being with her friends on her face. As Korra walked towards the house, she stopped in her tracks, surprised to see Amon's car pull up just as she got to the doors.
Korra practically launched herself behind one of the nearby pillars and out of sight as she heard the doors open and his feet hit the ground as he stepped out. She was completely aware that unless he was preoccupied in the car, he had totally seen her duck behind the pillar. Korra winced in fear that he might come talk to her, but immediately relaxed upon hearing the house doors slam shut. A long deep breath flew out that Korra hadn't even realized she had been holding in until then. She would wait about ten minutes before daring to go inside. By now, she had Amon's habits after coming home memorized. He would walk in the door, wipe his shoes, probably tell Nina there was no need for her to prepare him dinner as he probably had another dinner party, then he would mill around a bit checking on things before finally going to his room and taking a long shower. It was amazing the things you remembered while living with someone.
After the ten minutes passed, Korra made a mad dash to her room, shutting the door behind her before grinning. She had made it. But that was only for now. How could she go on ignoring this, ignoring him? She worked for him! She was going to have to see him eventually, right?
Turns out Korra was wrong, a week passed from the incident and Korra hadn't seen him once. Korra expected to feel happier or lighter or at least have a little more clarity on her feelings for him, but if anything, her feelings were more of a mess than ever. She couldn't get him off her mind, she didn't want to think about him, but he was still there, it was insane.
'Maybe Asami' was wrong, Korra silently concluded as she assisted Nina in cleaning the dining room table, 'Maybe facing him and getting this sorted out directly is the best way to go' she wondered. That was more her style anyway. She's talk to him, and try and settle things calmly, there was no way she could be with him anyway, so what was she even worried about? With her plan set in her mind, Korra went back to work full force, deciding already that she would talk to him that very night and get this whole thing done with so that she could move forward.
The day turned to night and Korra was done with work. Korra had just gotten out of the shower, hair still damp and scented with the vanilla shampoo she loved, when Amon finally arrived home. He didn't have a business dinner tonight, the first night in what seemed like forever, he was free to get some actual rest. He told the staff they didn't need to worry about making his dinner, but did request a cup of tea. That, Korra decided as she eavesdropped from around the corner, was her way in. Around the corner from the kitchen door, Korra waited patiently in the kitchen, chatting with the maid who was making the tea as she prepared it.
"I'll take that up for you Alisa." Korra smiled as the maid moved to pick up the tray, "You have a family at home and I have to stay here anyway so it's not a problem." Korra grinned even brighter as the maid's face lit up.
"Thanks, Korra, I own you one." Alisa smiled, handing Korra the tray and quickly whipping off her clean white apron.
"Don't mention it." Korra replied with a smirk as she turned and walked up the stairs. The walk seemed longer than usual as her mind raced wondering if she was doing the right thing, if she should just give him the tea and run, or better yet leave it by the door. One foot in front of the other, Korra felt herself knocking on his door in no time, mouth going dry as she thought about what she was about to do.
"Come in." His voice called through the door. Korra could hear the tray tremble from her hands shaking as she moved to open the door. She stepped quietly into the room, surprised to find he was sitting in the dark of his office only a single candle near his desk lit, back turned to the door as he faced a bookshelf. Korra gently placed the cup down on the table and took a step back.
"Amon. I think we need to talk." she murmured lightly.
He nearly jumped from his skin upon hearing her voice and was glad the shock on his face would go unseen as it was dark and his back was still turned to her. It had been a week and she hadn't said anything, he almost had begun to hope as he had forgotten about it. How could she have forgotten about it though! A man nearly twice her age kissed her! Even he couldn't imagine that being easy to forget.
After a long pause, Amon managed to pull himself together enough to reply, "I believe that may be for the best." he turned in the chair to face her and instantly wished he had carried on the conversation with his back turned to her. Even in the dim lighting, her eyes shone bright blue as if peering through every excuse he could think to make up, her damp hair clung to her skin and her lips that he learned only the week before how soft they really were, had been set in a determined smile.
"So, about last week…"
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*Chapter 12*: Stop running away
Chapter 12
Yeah so this chapter I struggled with a bit (been scatterbrained and busy), but I hope it's enjoyable and stuff o.o Sorry if it's not up to par with other chapters… Buuuuuuuuut yeah, on with the story
"So about last week." Korra started, eyes fixed on the ground, not daring to look up at him, it was already too much to feel his eyes on her just as it was, "You kissed me, and I realized that I kissed you back, but it was a reaction. Neither of us have even tried to talk this over or anything and I'm tired of running from it, why did you kiss me, Amon?" She pulled her eyes up, finally gathering the courage to see what expression he was making.
"I see." He replied calmly sipping his tea. He could tell from the way she frowned as he calmly sipped his tea that she felt he was taking it too lightly, but he was really just stalling. He just needed a bit of time trying to think of what to say. Lying to her wasn't a big deal, if she hated him and wanted to leave because of his answer, than so be it. Up to that point, Amon had spent the larger part of his life living a lie; Amon, the name he had been using since he came here as a teenager was not even his real name! And besides being with this girl who would end up doing nothing but either getting in the way or just getting hurt would, and he really didn't want that. "It was amusing." he smirked as he placed the cup back on the silver tray.
"What?" Korra practically snarled, eyes narrowed with anger.
"It was amusing, I took you in on a whim, is it much of a surprise that I would kiss you on a whim? I'm a man that says and does what I feel like doing. Haven't you noticed by now?" Amon smiled more propping himself up on his elbows, the confusion on her face eliciting a grin. She was going to buy it.
"Y-you, on a whim, you just kissed me? What would you have done if I told authorities that Amon, the leader of such great community events, had just kissed a minor? I realize you do things on whim, but I don't think you're stupid enough to risk that." Korra spat, glaring at him.
"You wouldn't tell, no one even has any record of you, why would they believe you over me?" He asked. No, he hadn't meant for this to turn into an argument, he wished she would have just taken the hint and left by now, but she still stood there, arms crossed over her chest and face twisted in anger. Despite himself he had to admit, something about the way the candle light was bouncing off of her face, the damp hair and her expression, was really making him consider giving into his whims yet again.
"You're lying!" Korra hissed as she marched closer and leaned over the table bringing her own face inches from his own.
"I'm not lying Korra." he insisted, trying his damnedest to keep his eyes from dropping to her lips or chest, but to focus on the rage filled eyes boring into him.
"You are a liar." she spat again, "I may be young, but I'm not stupid, that kiss was more than on a whim, there was meaning to it, I could feel that much."
"Oh I see." Amon pushed himself back into his seat, folding his hands patiently across his lap as another smirk graced his scarred face, "You're just trying to romanticize it all." he went on. This wasn't going has planned, so far she was seeing through it all, but he was not letting it end that easily. Amon leaned in and brought his face centimeters from her ear before whispering in the lowest voice he could, "You just need to think I genuinely wanted you so that you wouldn't feel so bad about liking it, so that you wouldn't feel so bad about wanting something you can never have." Korra shivered despite herself as his words poured into his ears in a slow cold tone she had never heard from him before. She could feel the hot red blush on her cheeks as he sat back again, grinning wickedly at the look on her face.
By now, Korra could feel herself doubting her initial thoughts that he may have had feelings for her. He was truly becoming the cold and calculative man that she suspected him of being on more than one occasion. Looking at the cold grin plastered on his ravaged face, and the dark look in his eyes Korra honestly couldn't help but wonder if the kind man she thought she was beginning to know, was all a facade for the public and the people he offered to help. The people like Korra.
"You, you-" Korra huffed, unsure what to even say as her blood boiled with rage and disappointment.
"Yes? I what Korra?" He smirked even more amused now as he folded his hands on his lap. From the look on her face he could tell she was getting highly upset, she would probably leave, he would probably never see her again. That would be the best outcome for her sake. With his plans, Korra would be safer even living on the streets than living in his home if things were to go wrong. Besides, he could always send someone to check up on her every now and then to make sure she was okay. That would be enough for him. She would be safe from him and far away from Tarrlok's grubby hands that Amon could already tell he was trying to wrap around her. Yes, she needed to get far away from the world that he and his brother lived in, she was too bright to be immersed in the darkness that either of them seemed to thrive on. In his thoughts, Amon almost managed to miss that Korra was now leaning across the table to close the space between them, rage in her eyes one fist balled on the desk, the other in the air. She was poised to strike him, and this one time he would let her, as long as she left, it didn't matter.
"You LIAR!" She growled hand swinging down fast towards him. He closed his eyes to brace the impact, but they flew wide open again upon realizing he had not been hit at all, quite the opposite actually. Warm soft lips pressed against his, her hand tugged at the collar of his shirt, her eyebrows knit with fury. 'This'  he realized instantly, 'She's just doing this because she knows I'm lying. She's trying to prove that I have feelings for her.'
I cannot give her the satisfaction' Amon told himself fiercely, trying the best he could to avoid the urge to yank her over the table and bring her closer and instead staying tight lipped and completely still.
She pulled away eyes searching for anything in his, face bright red with embarrassment or maybe it was shame?
"Korra, I've already told you I don't have any feelings for you, it was on a whim. Even if you stood here naked in front of me. I would feel nothing" he forced a yawn and prayed that she wasn't bold enough to try that. "For someone who said they have no feelings for me, you sure are trying hard. But I have no time for this, I thank you for the tea, but I was hoping to rest tonight, so if you would please leave Miss Korra." Amon sipped his tea in hopes it would ease the sick feeling forming in his stomach.
"You're a sick man and a liar." Korra spat, "I-I can't even bare being of the same species as a person like you, much less stay here!" she went on in a added in hushed frustration before storming out the door.
Amon sat and sipped at his tea. She was going to leave, he had figured as much. Every muscle told him to stop her just as much as they told him to leave her be. He was a fool for bringing her to live with him at all, he should have known the second he met someone as bright as her that it wouldn't have ended well. 'Perhaps' he pondered as he sipped the tea, "This all would have been easier if I left her to die on the street…'
Korra burst into her room, slamming the door behind her tears streaming down her face. How terrible, she had just kissed him to prove her point and been shut down, so why did it hurt so badly? He was supposed to be someone she could trust, and in a little under a month, he had proven that he could never be. Losing the one person who treated her so kindly? Finding out it was all some weird twisted game of the more fortunate? It hurt more than the thought of being rejected by him. She didn't want to be with him really, she just wanted to know why he kissed her, if he wanted to be an item it would have been difficult anyway, yet as she remembered the cold look in his eyes and the way he sat so unaffected as she threw herself out there and kissed him, she found herself feeling.. well … hurt.
With her back pressed against the door, Korra felt a hot tear trickle down her face. "No." she murmured barely above a strangled whisper, she was not going to let this affect her, after all it wasn't supposed to. By now, she figured Amon expected her to leave, but she was stronger than that, she would stay until spring just as she agreed to do before all of this. He was her boss and that was all he would be from here on out. Not someone she trusted, not someone she cared about, not someone who cared about her, just a man who she worked for in order to have a place to stay. That's all he was supposed to be anyway.
"Good morning Nina!" Korra smiled cheerily as she met Nina at the bottom of the stairs to meet her for work.
"Good morning, Korra." Nina smiled back just as brightly upon seeing Korra come down the stairs looking happier than she had in quite some time.
"Shall we get to work?"
"Yes, Amon is going in to work late today and on days like this we usually take breakfast up to him. The other girls are working on either food shopping or cleaning out the basement, with takes awhile, that leaves breakfast duty to us." Nina informed Korra as she headed for the kitchen. Korra inwardly cringed at the thought of having to see him again after that argument last night, but then again, she didn't want to miss the look on his face when he saw that she hadn't left at all. With the anticipation of seeing the shocked expression pushing her forward, Korra helped Nina whip up this morning's breakfast; Eggs and waffles.
Twenty minutes later and the sweet smell of waffles and syrup filled the house. For a few seconds Korra could't help but think that this was how a home should smell. The smell of homemade food wafting warm in the air, yeah, that was definitely how she imagined her home would have smelled if her parents had survived. Korra watched as Nina placed the food on two silver trays and remembered that this place, was not her home, this was just a place she was staying for now. 'Don't get attached.' Korra reminded herself as she picked up one of the trays and began to walk towards the steps.
"Breakfast!" Nina called as she knocked lightly on Amon's bedroom door.
"Come in." A drowsy voice replied.
Nina entered first; placing the tray on the table next to his bed, opening the large blue velvet curtains that hung over the window before motioning for Korra, who still stood in the doorway, to hand him his coffee so that they could leave him to eat.
Korra stood still in the doorway, before taking a deep breath and entering the sun bathed room with her head held high, "You're coffee sir." She said in a respectful tone as she placed he cup next to the tray of food. Though her tone may have been respectful, her blue eyes laughed watching as he nearly dropped his plate as she walked over. They both knew that he expected her to have left by now, he should have known it could have never been that easy.
Korra took a step back as Nina walked over to join her before they both bowed and turned to leave. A smirked danced on Korra's face as she turned to leave behind Nina.
"Korra, can I speak to you for a minute." Korra felt the smile fall right off her face the second she heard him call her.
Nina paused as she moved to close the door and gave them a perplexed look, but still turned and shut the doors behind her. The room was perfectly quiet after the doors shut and Korra stood perfectly still, eyes shut wishing she was anywhere else but there at the moment.
"Korra." Amon growled. A second ago Korra thought it would have been fun to see his shock and get under his skin, but with the tone he was using at the moment, she was suddenly wishing she let Nina deliver breakfast by herself. She bit down fiercely on her lip, shutting her eyes in frustration.
'Korra!" He growled again, more angrily if possible.
"Yes sir?" She was sure her lip would start bleeding if she bit it any harder.
"Korra! Turn around!"  He hissed.
With a sigh, Korra spun on her heels and faced him with the straightest face she could manage at the moment. Two bloodshot eyes stared up at her, heavy bags and knitted bushy eyebrows showing that he was too tired and too annoyed already to even be dealing with her this morning. Maybe I should have left last night…
"I thought you said you couldn't stand being in the same house as me. So why the hell are you here?" he questioned, voice cold and harsh.
"Yes sir, but I have a job to do. Personal feelings aside, I will stay as I originally promised to do until spring time." Korra replied, head held high before adding, "You being a filthy liar will not change anything." the words came out with such vitriolic malice that it even bothered him and that was saying a lot.
The room was utterly silent as Amon stared at her with a look on his face that he wasn't sure was either intense rage or utter disbelief… Probably both. He lied again and again to push her away, but she wouldn't budge, she just stayed put and took the blows in less than graceful stride. She wasn't going to leave no matter how much he lied, and he was no longer sure if he could keep lying.
"If that was all you needed I'll be leaving then sir." Korra replied completely stone faced as she gave a brief bow of her head and turned to leave. There was nothing else she had to say to him, she was just so done with it all. She was sick of being the toy of the rich, from this day on she would do her job, she would work, she would pay him no mind unless it was work related, that's all he would be. Though it seemed that no matter how much Korra tried to tell herself that it didn't matter, that the fact that she had grown to trust him so much since coming to live there only to have it shattered like this, no matter how much she tried to deny it, it hurt her more deeply than he would ever know.
Or at least that's what she thought. From where he sat as he watched her turn with such an empty look on her face, an expression he made so many times in his youth, an expression that drove him to becoming the two faced, lying man he was now. All he wanted right now was to make sure she was okay, but pushing her away was making her cold, the light in her eyes was dim, he couldn't help but wonder if this act that must have looked like betrayal from her point of view, would end up pushing her in the wrong direction. No, she couldn't end up like him, she was too much like herself to be like him, what a shame it would be if there wasn't a her in this world anymore and because of his actions. All of these thoughts raced through his head in mere milliseconds as he balanced the pros and cons of what path he could take next, like the businessman he was. After thinking it over, he moved.
"Wait." he found himself springing from the bed and catching her wrist, before she could leave, in one smooth movement, "Korra, you are being ridiculous, you want an old man to be in love with you? For what purpose? I have a business to run and I am a busy man, I don't have time for relationships especially illegal ones with minors." 'I'm not Tarrlok after all…' he added silently in his mind, "I don't want to be harsh right now, but you really need to snap out of it, there cannot be anything between us Korra." he explained using the calmest voice he could muster. Her back was still turned to him and she was still in mid reach for the door handle, so he could only hope she'd turn so he could see her expression.
"I only wanted the truth from you." she murmured just loudly enough for him to hear if he strained his ears enough, "You were the one person I felt I could really trust and you just lied to me over and over again! You made me feel like there was someone I could depend on if I really needed to and then just ditched me!" she spun around now, livid as she punched at his chest with enough force to have made most people double over, not him of course, but most people none the less.
"I apologize for that, I couldn't figure out how else to make space." He looked down in time to notice the tears running down her flushed face and he froze up. In his lifetime, Amon had hurt a lot of people, he had made his father disappointed, he had made his mother cry, he had stolen, lied, cheated, and about a million other bad things that made people cry before him, but it never made him feel anything except for satisfaction every now and then, but this was not one of those times. His limbs felt as if they were made of granite, his heart fell to his stomach and burned from the acids as he watched her sniffle and try to stop crying, but to no avail, crying because of his actions. As if on their on accord, his arms reached out and pulled her close, stroking her hair the same way he had when she broke down on their vacation as he came to the mind boggling realization that he didn't like to see her cry. How odd?
"You shouldn't have lied to me. I would have understood, I didn't want anything, but the truth. I never expected you to way to be in a relationship anyway, I know you have a lot to lose."
"Again, I apologize, I just wasn't sure how to handle a situation as delicate as this."
"If you hadn't kissed me I would have never even thought about you in as anything more than a friend."
"The problem was, that I wasn't sure if I could have done the same, Korra." he admitted. He felt her go completely still in his arms, all tears stopped as she turned to look up at him in shock.
"S-so," she started, unsure of whether she really wanted to venture into this or not, "H-how do you really feel about me?"
Yes, as he had told himself the night before, he was Amon, he was a man who lived as a person who never existed, he was a man who could lie and cheat in the bat of an eye. Lying to one girl for her own sake was no big deal, she would only get hurt, all he needed to do was lie to her and push her away, right? But he couldn't do it. Big blue eyes shone, eyelashes clumped from tears staring up at him, probing for the truth. He couldn't lie to her anymore, it didn't work anyway, she was just too… Korra. "I honestly do not know, Korra." He sighed "but whether I knew or not wouldn't make a difference. I cannot act on my emotions, I have too much at stake." he sighed as he hoped she would never have to know just how much at stake he really had.
"Hmm, it's okay." Korra nodded "I'm not quite sure how I feel about you either… " she sighed eyes fixed on the floor, "But like you said it doesn't really matter." she snorted risking a glance up at him and immediately being surprised by the look on his face; he was staring at her now with an unreadable expression as if he was deep in thought, which he was.
'Maybe it wouldn't be too bad to be with her.' he thought to himself 'I could have a bit more of an influence on her whereabouts without making it painfully awkward, I could take her along with me to events as an intern without making her feel uncomfortable and I could keep Tarrlok from getting his grubby hands on her at the same time.' he pondered, but all of those words, he knew they meant nothing even as he thought them. They were all excuses so that he could for once in his life do something he truly wanted. For the first time in his life he met someone he didn't want to lose, and didn't have to lose if he played his cards right. There was not another girl who had saved his life, who could get under his skin, who would run into a blizzard for him and carry him back or had blue eyes that would look up at him the way she was right now. There was not another person like her and frankly, he knew that from the start when she tried to rob him and walked off all pridefully. What started out as intrigue had somehow developed into something more as the months had passed and now he sat here rationalizing and making up excuses so that he could think of a way to just do what he wanted for once. "You're already doing illegal business now as it is, if you get caught, being with a minor is the least of your worries' a little voice rang out in the back of his head. Though he knew that it also worked the other way around and that if he was found out being with her it might lead to him being found out as the head of the underground revolution, it might lead to some problems, but, as his hand rose from her hair and moved to stroke her wet cheek with his thumb, he realized; he didn't care at the moment,.
Korra only stared up slightly shocked as his rough thumb moved from her cheek to trace her lips, his eyes fixed on them as he did so.
"I-I thought you said you weren't sure how you felt." Korra stammered, trying to figure out exactly how to react and failing miserably.
"Well, how else will either of us know how to move forward if neither of us are sure how we feel?"
"But what about what you just said about your business and being a busy man an-"
"Korra." he bit, "Forget what I just said okay? It won't affect you either way." okay so he knew that may have been a bit of a lie, but he would try his best to make it true.
For a second the both of them just stood there, both knowing that whatever they did back, they couldn't take back this time around and neither really caring at the moment anymore. To both of their surprise, Korra moved first, pressing her lips against his just as she had the night before except this time around, Amon was more than willing to kiss her back. The kiss started gentle and almost chaste, but in mere seconds that all changed. His hand drifted to her waist, pulling her in closer as she parted her lips to let him in. Something in his mind was still telling him that this was wrong and that this could never end well and though he agreed, the more selfish part of him that was beginning to show itself more, couldn't tear away from the feeling of her practically melting into his arms. He had been with plenty of women in the past, but this, he thought as his lips grazed her neck and caused her to shiver, was completely different.
Korra could feel herself slipping away into some euphoric place in the back of her mind as his lips moved lower and lower, kissing at her exposed collarbone, his nose pressed into her neck drinking in the scent of her and driving her crazy. Her back hit the wall and her eyes might have flung open in surprise had she not been preoccupied with pulling at the silky fabric of his pajama shirt. She wasn't sure what she was doing, she was just trying to keep up at the moment, trying to get her head together, trying to keep herself from getting too carried away and end up doing something she wasn't ready for, but it seemed impossible to get herself together with his arms wrapped around her.
One hand left her side and drifted to hair, pulling down the high ponytail as he moved his lips back up to leave a light trail of kisses across her jawline as her hair floated down. Korra tossed her head back, head grounding against the wall as she writhed, but too lost in the moment to even feel the impact. She could feel his hand slide down her side all the way down to her thigh, something was warning her that things were moving to fast, but with his breath against her skin, his body so close to her own, she couldn't even begin to care.
"Korra." He growled into her ear in an almost wild manner that she didn't think he could possess, that sent a wave of heat through her very being. She could feel her face go red as a low moan escaped her and her eyes flew open in time to meet Amon's. A low laugh escaped him, she could feel the reverberations through his chest as he did so. For the first time, Korra noted, his eyes had a truly warm look about them as he moved and rested his forehead against hers in a very uncharacteristic motion for him.
"Soooo, "Korra started breathlessly, "now what are we going to do, about us I mean?"
"Who knows? Let's just see what happens." He chuckled, moving to kiss the next side of her neck as his hand rounded her knee and began making a slow steady trail up her inner thigh. Korra felt her breath catch in a mixture of pleasure and panic. Sure his touch felt great, but this was a bit too much, this was just supposed to be them figuring out how they felt after all and it seemed like a unanimous decision that they seemed to have mutual feelings, but she wanted to slow it down, take it slow or at least slower than this.
"Amon, sir?" a knock came from the other side of the door. Both of their eyes flew open in panic as they heard Nina's voice.
"What is it?" Amon called back, quickly untangling himself from Korra and fixing his now ruffled hair and clothes as Korra hurriedly pulled up her hair and smoothed her uniform.
"Have you seen Korra? Is she still with you?" Nina called again as the two shuffled apart. Amon moved back to sit on his bed and take a bite of his food, looking calm and unaffected as usual, while Korra fixed her dress ad stood tensely by the door looking back at Amon nearvously.
"Calm down Korra." Amon murmured barely loud enough for her to hear. She quickly took in a deep breath just as Amon spoke again, "Yes, she's still here, I had a question to ask her, but we've finished speaking. You may come get her if you wish."
Nina swung the doors open and looked around. Korra stood in front of her, face as red as a tomato, while Amon was sitting in his bed looking disinterestedly out of the window. For anyone who hadn't known Amon very well, they would have thought of it as nothing, but Nina knew him better than he'd like to think. She immediately saw that the relaxed way he sat and eyes fixed on the window looked a smudge too forced to be his usual calm self. Something was up, Amon must have made a move on Korra.
"Sorry, I'll be downstairs cleaning the dishes." Korra smiled the best she could before hurrying out of the room.
"Okay, Korra." Nina called as Amon looked over. Nina narrowed her eyes at him, but didn't say anything, he was her boss after all and during work hours, she would speak to him as such. After work, she would warn him of playing with Korra's feelings. Sure he meant well and she may have known that the two very well may have been good for each other, but Korra was a kind sweet young woman whom Nina was treating more and more like her own child, and Nina would let no man play with the emotions of her child no matter how much she may have respected him.
Amon watched as Nina followed Korra and left shortly after, leaving him to his own thoughts and an empty room. He knew he had done something stupid, but he also knew even if he didn't he would go insane trying to stay away. A heavy sigh escaped him despite the smile that now played on his scared face. The very first time they kiss on even ground and they nearly get caught… This was not going to be easy. 'On the bright side, he thought as he sipped his coffee, things with her never go as planned, perhaps if I think from the start things won't work out they will'  he mused for a moment. Quickly glancing at the clock next to the bed, he realized that he should probably start getting ready for work soon.
It was good that he had gotten some rest, he had another rally tonight after work and as rowdy as they had been getting he needed the energy to get through the boring day job and get to his favorite part of the day; The wild energy packed air of the rallys, the screaming of the people for change, yes, these rally's may have been the first good thing he ever invested in. But now that he was going to most likely be having to try to make time for Korra as well, he was going to have to be even more careful… This was quickly turning into a delicate balancing act, good thing the man who was now living as Amon had once been a boy who learned to juggle these things at a young age for a quick meal. "It's amazing the things that help later on in life" Amon smirked to himself before getting up and walking toward the shower and readying himself for, if possible, even busier days.
Wow… I don't really know how I feel about this chapter you guys… yay or nay? I needs some opinions… I thought about writing it over, but I kinda like this chapter at the same time, ack! I don't know : Anyways, thanks for reading as always.






*Chapter 13*: The Drawer Only he Should Touch
Okay, so like I said, from here on out I won't be able to update as often as I could before but I will try my best, so sorry about that, but please enjoy this chapter and I will work on the next one as soon as I have the time to so yes :) And sorry about the long wait for this, I was kinda moving houses and all sorts of craziness came up in my own life. I'm working through it all, but it did take time away from the things I really adore such as writing. Anyways Mild language, Sorry.
Thankfully the day passed quickly, and before he knew it, Amon was standing in the only place he truly felt he belonged. The people were screaming his message, the excitement tangible in the air as it fueled him forward. As Amon looked out over the sea of people in front of him, he realized that though many people left claiming his message to be too extreme, even more people gathered to hear his words, fed up with the way they had been treated by society. The crowd spilled out of the warehouse and into the alley, and around the back streets as people crammed closer to hear his message, all of them, true advocates to his words. They wanted equality, they would do anything for it. These were the people he would lead into battle to change the way this city, this country, this world, worked.
These were his people, the energy that he shared with them, they returned ten fold. Though his plans to really set things in motion may have been still much further off, this, Amon thought as he looked over the vast ocean of people before him, was definitely a good start.
It was nearly morning when Amon finally returned home, silent as always if not more so. He was going to have to be extra careful now that he had just managed to further complicate his relationship with Korra. The memory of her being at the rally once before was still clear in his mind, she knew the mask and would be relentless in asking questions about it if she were to find it in his room. Perhaps I would begin forbidding the maids to clean my room… he pondered as he tore the mask off his face and tucked in under his jacket as he approached his house.
In less than a minute, Amon crept into the house and made a silent dash to his room, quietly shutting the door behind him before letting out a small sigh of relief. The red lights from his alarm clock next to the bed shone bright flashing 4:30. Great, so he could go to bed for about an hour and a half before he had to get ready for work.. He decided as he slipped out of his clothing and into his silk pajamas. He would have to drink a lot of coffee if he was going to be able to stay up the next day at work, but with the way his plans were coming together, it was far more than worth it. A borderline wicked smile crept on his face as he climbed into his bed, he knew, in a few months he would be ready to strike and the world would be forever changed, just the way it needed to be. 'At least with the way things are now.' he thought as he shut his eyes and felt sleep begin to take over, 'I can keep her out of direct danger…'
"Korra, it's time to wake up." Nina's voice called from what sounded like very far away to Korra's sleepy mind.
"Noooo, five more minutes." Korra whined digging her face in the warm silky pillows.
"Korra, we have to start working, Amon will be upset if we don't do what we're payed for…" Nina started but stopped as soon as Korra bolted up straight, face red as hot coals just from the sound of his name… Just as she thought, something was definitely up between those two...
"I'll be ready in a second." Korra blurted as she rubbed the sleep from her eyes and flinched as her feet hit the cold wood flooring. Nina threw Korra a look of suspicion that Korra was completely oblivious to before turning and leaving the room.
Korra flew into the bathroom and quickly turned on the cold water in the sink before splashing her face several times. "Pull it together Korra.." She murmured to herself as she looked up at the still red stained face in the mirror.
She hadn't slept very well last night, the thought of having to face Amon the next morning weighing too heavily on her mind. She kissed him because well she just seemed to have a natural reaction to him that way, but she was far to aware that she didn't even no him that well on a personal level, in fact she would be lucky if he didn't push her away this time as he had done before. Korra grabbed her toothbrush and brushed her teeth with more strength than necessary as she was becoming more and more lost in her own thoughts. She really couldn't handle the thought of him pushing her away again, that would just be too much, if he dared pull that trick again. she was going to leave that very second. The day before must have been conformation of his feelings thought right? Well at least she was pretty sure it was, he did say he had feelings for her this time right? Or did he say that? Korra's mind was getting more and more muddled, the details getting more and more blurred as she began running in mental circles. After a quick shower, Korra's mind was still running in circles as she pulled on her uniform and left her room, heart picking up it's pace from the sheer terror of impending embarrassment.
"There you are, Korra." the voice came from behind her.
Korra felt her heart stop and the breath catch in her windpipe as she froze at the sound of his voice. She couldn't move, her face felt hot all the way up to her scalp. Well at least she knew he wasn't ignoring her, now the problem was that she couldn't seem to face him herself, oh the irony.
"Good morning sir." Korra managed to croak, her back still turned to him. She could here the steady thump of his footsteps as he approached her.
"It's quite rude to greet others with your back turned." she could here that wicked smile of his in his voice, "You should greet your boss face to face, miss Korra." he was next to her now, practically growling the words right into her ear, the warmth of his breath on her skin causing her to blush even deeper if possible. Her eyes snapped in the opposite direction of him and she could here him bark out a laugh as he took a step away from her.
"Don't tease me." she snarled poking her finger in his chest.
"Don't poke your boss." he snapped back, grabbing her hand and pulling her to face him. Korra peered up at him, mouth twitched up in a frown as she glanced up at his baggy yet smiling eyes. He looked exhausted, but still happier than usual.
"Amon," Korra sighed looking over her shoulder and peering over his as well, "What if the staff sees this?
"I sent Lue on an errand for me," he started, pulling her to his chest, "the rest of the staff doesn't show up for another hour," he lowered his lips to graze across her ears, "I sent Nina out on a chore while you were getting ready,"his hand traveled down to his waist and Korra felt her face go hot again, "That leaves us alone to ourselves for now." he pulled her closer and pulled gently pulling at her earlobes with his teeth savoring the way she automatically leaned against him, the light scent of her usual vanilla shampoo drifting up to meet him. It had been a long time since he had bothered being with a woman, but holding her like this definitely reminded him of the pluses of it all.
"Oh-hoh, funny how only a day ago you were pushing me away and saying you were only messing with me and now you can't take your hands off of me?" Korra questioned pulling her ear out of his grip and leaning back to look at him. His eyebrow shot up with teasing curiosity.
"Funny, you weren't complaining yesterday." he replied with a smirk as she rolled her eyes.
"Well…" Korra started, but a comeback wouldn't come to mind.
"I understand if you are hesitant." He started, pulling away from her as he headed towards the kitchen, "I wouldn't be upset if you decided you wanted nothing to do with me in anything more than a professional manor." he called over his shoulder.
"What?" Korra blurted, automatically trailing after him
"It's understandable if you've changed your mind about all of this, you're young you're aloud to."
"Then what was your excuse?" Korra mumbled under her breath.
"What was that?" Amon asked rounding the kitchen counter and stopping at the coffee maker.
"Nothing!" Korra chimed stopping across the counter. "Look," she sighed, settling her elbows on the smooth dark marble countertop, "I'm not trying to take anything back, okay? I'm just kinda curious, you know."
"Curious?" he turned from the coffee maker and faced her sipping on his plain black coffee, just the way he liked it, just the way she couldn't stand it.
"Yeah, I mean, you know so much about me and I don't even know that much about you, which is crazy when I remember that I'm kinda living in your house…"
"I own a business, I donate to the community, I'm a very busy man and I have a person whom I picked up off of the streets living with me… Is there anything else to know?"
"Well there's the obvious stuff that everyone knows, but I don't know that much about your past, I mean, you know my parents died and how they died, you know I lived on the streets most of my life and my friends and where I go and all of that, but I don't know things like that about you."Korra watched as Amon blinked slowly as if he never thought she would have even asked about it.
"Well," he placed his coffee down on the table before leaning back on the counter top behind him, "What exactly do you want to know?" Though he hadn't asked it with malice or anything, something about the way he said it warned her not to dig too deep, so Korra started with something simple.
"Well, Those scars.." Korra started, but upon seeing the way his face went stiff, she wasn't sure whether she should have continued but couldn't keep herself from mashing her foot in her mouth anyway, "When we went on that trip and I had to umm… change your clothes…" Korra paused wincing at how awkward she was making this, "Anyway it looked like the scars went really far down and I was wondering how you got them."
She didn't miss the way his lips curled into a bitter smile as he answered, "I'm sure you know by now Korra that when people want things they will go to extremes to get it when they want things." he looked at her, through her, past her, into a memory he thought he had forgotten, into a part of his mind he locked off, drifting in and out of the past and present in his own mind.
He could feel his chest heaving as he ran through the alleyways. He was so young then, only 18 running for his life from one of the local bullies who always messed with him. It was a shark tooth necklace he wanted, it was his one that his brother gave him before he left their small village in the tundra and changed his name, he moved from only the year before. The necklace had little value, but it was the only piece of home that he had left and the bully had been asking for the necklace for days. Bothering Amon for it, pestering him for it, threatening him for it, and not because he really wanted the necklace, but because Amon had refused to hand it over. Sure, he could have gone on dealing with them constantly gawking at him for looking so different with his tribal clothes, darker skin and blue eyes, but he could not give up the only thing he had to remember the only family member that meant anything to him. Days of being pestered for the necklace turned into a chase one Saturday when the boy and his pals showed up at the shack he found out Amon had been living in with a gallon of gasoline and a dozen cruel words for the boy in the shack with no friends,no family, and no one to turn to. They doused the shack in gasoline, while Amon was still inside thinking that they could 'smoke him out' forgetting that a flimsy shack was bound to burn quickly. The fire spread in minutes, singeing Amon, burning the shack down, sending him running like a bat out of hell as the bullies chased down their prey. He made it to an alley despite his burns when they knocked him down and beat him up, snatching the necklace from his neck before leaving him in the alley bleeding profusely and with no choice but to crawl to a doctor alone. The funniest part of it was, the boys were all from wealthy families, but as soon as they saw they couldn't get what they wanted, they took it anyway. People like them became the people in charge and people like Amon were left behind, which was probably when his stride for equality began now that he thought about it…
"Amon?" Korra called, waving her hand on front of his face, "Earth to Amon!" She called. His mind came back to the present leaving him to be greeted by the small yet concerned smile plastered on Korra's lips. "You kinda spaced out there for a second." she grinned pushing back against the countertop now as she studied the dark look on his face,"If you don't want to talk about your past just yet, it's okay."
"No it's fine," he replied, dark look on his face clearing up as he reminded himself that the past was the past and his past made him able to help shape the future of the world, "I moved here at a fairly young age and was bullied a lot. One day I suppose things went a bit to far and this happened." that was more or less what happened, she didn't need to know the details.
"Wait… Bullies… Burned you?" Korra questioned,a look of horror and disbelief on her face.
"What happened happened." He sighed heavily turning to pick up his coffee mug again, "My face is not necessary for my line of business anyway." He turned again and found her standing right next to him staring up at him with a sorrow laced expression.
"But it must have been difficult right?" she asked unthinkingly stroking the scars on his cheek left behind from the licks of flame that burned away his flesh, "People staring not knowing why you look the way you do, going into business when you look different from everyone else and are treated accordingly." now it was his turn to freeze under her touch. She was making him a bit uncomfortable now, not because of the way she stroked his cheek, or the gentle voice she was using, but because she understood what it was like, she to be shunned for appearance in her own way and because he had never had a person he knew that understood that feeling in his life.
"You learn to live with it and act accordingly." he sighed turning away from her again to search the cabinets for the salt and pepper. Anything to busy his hands and mind now.
"Still," He could hear Korra sigh behind him as he moved to walk to the fridge and take out a few eggs, "I can tell you must have been even more handsome before the scars.." Korra heard herself say. She saw him stop pulling a frying pan out and turn to face her, a questioning look on his face.
"Even more handsome? You think I'm handsome now?" he laughed a borderline bitter laugh.
"What? You have nice features!" she protested. Sure the skin may have been burnt, but the high cheekbones, perfectly shaped nose, shinning blue eyes against the spared tan skin along with his tall and well muscled frame definately made for a striking appearance, burn marks or not.
"Whatever you say, Korra." he said with a smirk before turning to separate the egg yolks from the egg whites. Hearing her say that made him happier than he'd like to admit. He actually had a girlfriend before he was burned who left him the second she saw he was no longer the way he used to look. After that girl, he hadn't managed to get another date until his late twenties when he began truly establishing himself as a business owner. He figured by now he'd die alone rather than be with someone who was only with him for the money or his looks… He never would have expected to have met someone like Korra.
"Indeed whatever I say." she smirked back, playfully punching at his arm with enough force to actually hurt most people, but she was pretty sure he could handle it. "Soooo, what'ya makin'?" Korra asked peeking over his shoulders as he cut up a tomato.
"An omelet, why?" he peaked over from the side of his eye and looked at the look of wonder on her face as she watched him cook.
"I didn't know you could cook.."
"I lived alone for quite some time, if I had food, I'd manage to make something out of it." For a second he hadn't realized what he had implied until he noticed the questioning look Korra was giving him.
"If you had food?" Korra scoffed, "Somehow it doesn't seem as if it would be that difficult when you inherited wealth like this." she chuckled. So she thought he had inherited the business? Well he guessed he could understand why she would have thought so, not many men would have been able to amass as much money as he had managed from his humble beginnings.
"I suppose." he smirked turning back to the pan, "Would you like one as well?"
"Yes please!" She blurted, eying the eggs as he poured the mixture into the hot pan.
"Well then." he said, placing the chopped tomato on top after a moment, "You will have to learn to make one for yourself." He watched as a frown came across her face.
"You are a cruel man…"
"I'll show you how to, Korra." he chuckled, as he folded the eggs over perfectly as Korra gawked in amazement. A minute or so later he flipped the omelet onto a plate before stepping aside to make space for Korra to join him near the counter. He showed her how to chop the vegetables and then watched as she nearly chopped her fingers off. He demonstrated how to crack and whisk the eggs before seeing how she made a mess mixing the eggshell ladened mixture and let's not even get started on her cooking the eggs.
Ten , minutes later and the two sat across from each other enjoying two beautiful omelets, both made by Amon. He glanced across the table as she took a bite and sighed in delight, "Amon, this is so freakin good!" she squealed, shoveling another bite into her mouth.
"You are really not built for domestic work are you." he chuckled taking a sip of his second cup of coffee.
"Well it's hard when you haven't exactly grown up in a domestic environment.." She pouted.
"You find it boring don't you?" he asked. She didn't answer, but let her eyes fixed on her food as she ate some more, "Korra, you can say what's on your mind, to me. We do have a bit more than a boss and employee relationship now after all."
He watched as she sighed heavily and slumped where she sat, "I'm really not good at this house work stuff. Don't get me wrong, I'm super grateful for the job, but it's not very…"
"Interesting?" He offered.
"Well… Yeah."
He watched as she poked around at her omelet before looking around the were sparkling tiles, expensive appliances, extravagant marble counters, but in the end it was all contained in four walls, and he already knew that money wasn't going to impress a girl like Korra, not if she felt trapped.
"There are not many things I can offer you to do." he started.
"Oh! I know I wasn't complaining or anything, I was just saying…" she blurted, nearly knocking over her orange juice as she tried to clarify.
He thought it over a moment, in the beginning he did say she was intern for him and people had asked about her at meetings, perhaps her coming in and helping out at the office every now and then would be okay, but he would think about it a bit more before he brought it up to her.
"What's your favorite color?" She suddenly asked eyes shooting up from her food to meet his own eyes.
"Red, why?" he replied after a surprised pause.
"I just wanted to know…" she smiled, "Red is not really fitting for you though. You're calm and patient and giving… I'd think of you more as a tan, red is such a wild color."
"You think of me as boring?"
"No! Not boring, just a bit plain and mild, even a light blue would suit you, but not red."
"I see." he sipped his coffee, "Perhaps red is more suited for someone hotheaded and stubborn as you?"
"I am not hot headed or stubborn!" Korra blurted.
"If you insist." he smirked. He glanced up at the clock and realized that his time with her was almost up; Nina would be back soon, the other workers would be arriving soon, Lue would be returning and he himself had to get ready for work… But looking at the person sitting across from him, he didn't really feel like doing any of it.
"Don't you have to get ready for work soon?" She asked, suddenly as she shoveled the last of her food into her mouth.
"Indeed." He sighed.
"You don't want to?"
"Is that surprising as well? I didn't think most people liked work."
"Yeah," Korra snorted, "But most of those people don't own the place."
"Haha, touché." he chuckled as he placed his now empty coffee cup to the side, "I was just thinking it would be such a pity to leave your company." he practically purred as he came in closer to her.
"Whatever." she stammered, quickly sipping at her own drink in an attempt to hide the redness that was about to spring up on her face.
"Korra, look at me." his voice changed from playful to serious so quickly that she didn't think twice as her eyes darted up to meet his, "This is a very serious matter, if you are sure you don't want to back out now, will you be able to look forward without regrets? With us I mean. With the way the relationship between us sees to be going"
The dire look of grave concern was etched on his face as he peered down at her. She really wasn't sure whether she would be able to not regret what was going on in the end. She didn't want him to get in trouble, but she wasn't sure if she could walk away from him at the moment either, she was already too drawn to him.
"I will not regret." she grinned, "I don't regret." she added with a light kiss on his scarred cheek. By the perplexed look on his face, she could tell that her answer wasn't the answer he had been expecting.
"And how do you know that?" He asked almost diverting his eyes from her as she sat back again.
"Because," she smiled her usual stubborn smile, "I know that you were the first person to be so kind to me. How could I regret taking a chance with the first person who tried so hard to make me happy and did so much to look out for me?" she chuckled as if the answer that he would have never thought for her to say was simply the most simple thing she could have thought of and the second she said it, she knew it was the truth.
He blinked in astonishment. Once again, this young lady had managed to shock and intrigue him once again. If he hadn't known it before, he was certain now; Korra was one of a kind. In a slow methodical movement, he walked around the counter, stood next to her for a moment, and then moved to pull her into a solid embrace. For an awkward moment she was completely still and he was left to wonder if she was suddenly having second thoughts. He was worried she would suddenly push him away, but more worried by how much the thought her rejection bothered him, he was not going to let himself get wrapped around her finger, he couldn't afford that, especially not now. The shock of two arms much smaller than his own suddenly wrapping themselves around his body made his eyes fly open. Her hands stroked down his back in a soft soothing movement as if she could see his anguish. She could see how worried he was about all of this.
The subtle smell of vanilla drifted up to his nose. It was so odd, having a small warm body pressed against his own, wanting to be near him just because of who he was, it was nice. It was very nice, something that would spoil him if he wasn't careful, though he could see himself looking forward to the warm moments like this. The silence and gentle warmth of this moment so starkly contrasted who he was, what he was used to and what he strived for so much so that he was convinced that he shouldn't have liked it as much as he did.
She shifted in his arms, drifting backwards, the warm spot from where her cheek had only just rested on was cooling quickly as she looked up at him with an unreadable look on her face. Her face was red, her eyes gazing shyly up at him in a manner that was very much not in her nature.
"What?" He questioned immediately. A pregnant silence filled the kitchen as she stared up at him wordlessly, her eyes darting around from the kitchen to him, back to the kitchen and then right back to him.
"What is it, Korra?" he asked again. Before he could think, she leaned up in one swift movement warm lips collided with his own with such force she sent them both barreling towards the counter as her lips nearly bruised his own. He could tell she felt awkward by her accidental force by the way she pulled away, blue eyes wide in innocent astonishment. It was odd how just from that, a hunger somewhere deep in his soul rose up in the pit of his abdomen and worked its way up.
"Korra." He purred leaning in against her. He could feel her shiver from the reverberations of his voice, causing the feeling in his stomach to flare up even more. The next thing they knew, he leaned in and kissed her, hungry, demanding, wanting. Just as he realized what he was doing, he expected her to shy away, but was surprised to find that she was moving just as desperately as he was. He could deal with that.
'What the hell are you doing?' A little voice rang out in the back of Korra's mind, but he was everywhere now, strangling that little voice in the back of her mind with his hands that raced up and down her sides in a way that shut down the rest of her mind shortly after. He was moving against her, fast demanding impatient, pushing her back into the counter. She could feel her hair drift down around her face as he yanked it down from her ponytail. She was not used to this side of him, but somehow, something dark and primal within herself automatically responded, just as intensely. His hands were racing up her sides, making large hot circles as they made their way up to her chest, but her mind was focused on the sharp feeling of his teeth digging into her skin. She was scratching at the back of his shirt now, surly wrecking the silky fabric with the force of with she was digging her nails in. A low moan escaped her and for a moment she almost froze in embarrassment, until she felt him let out a long heated sigh against her ear. Once again he was saying her name, wanting, she knew what he wanted at this point and as she felt his hands move down towards her thighs, she wasn't sure how to say no, and wound up finding herself nodding against his chest. This time, much to her surprise, he froze. Smoldering blue eyes peered down at her, just as hungrily as she imagined they would, but it was only for a moment. The next moment, they were moving down the hallway, stumbling against each other, nearly knocking over vases and artwork that adorned the hallways. They were a tangled mess, a wreck, something was again reminding the both of them that there was no way this was going to end well, but the heat the two of them were sharing at the moment, was not letting either of them remember why it wouldn't work. After some time and many near falls down the stairs, they ended up in Amon's room with the door shut and nothing keeping them apart but time and the few shreds of fear from what they were seemingly headed into. It wasn't until Korra felt her back hit the soft fabric of what she had known to be his bed that she began to really try and think about what she was getting into. She was young, he was not, she cared for him sure, but a shard of her feared that if things kept going this way, he was going to leave her and she would once again end up feeling abandoned.
His hand was slowly making it's way from her knee to her inner thigh, pushing aside the flimsily fabric of her uniform as his breath poured her name hotly and wantingly into her ear over and over. No he wasn't sure if this was a good time for this, she was young and fickle, tomorrow, she might not even want him around for all he knew, but the way she moved in response to him, the feeling of soft, hot flesh under his hands somehow seemed to keep that higher thinking aside as his lips ran over her throat in primal desire. He let his thoughts go, it was no longer the time for that. This was wrong, but if he didn't think about that, it didn't have to be, age was just a number and she was timeless. With that last thought, he let go of all doubt and pushed his hand higher, slowly as not to frighten her, to give her time to say no, which she didn't seem to be doing. With one hand he pulled down the soft fabric of her underwear and quickly tossed it aside before glancing up at her again. Her face was bright red, she was rigid from were she looked up at him with huge eyes. She looked terrified.
"Korra," he sighed, pulling her into a gentle embrace, "relax, you don't have to do this if you are not ready."
"I am though!" She protested, "It's just… awkward I guess." She sighed as he loosened the embrace, "I'm not afraid though." she murmured, nipping at his ear as she spoke.
Though she still looked scared, he could hear in the resolution of her voice that she did feel as though she wanted this and wasn't going to let him just walk off at this point. He nodded and allowed himself to take one good look at her. Her dark vanilla scented hair was fanned out over the pillows and bright red sheets, soft carmel cheeks were painted with a shy red that was almost bright enough to match the sheets and crystal blue eyes shone with determination and something else… caring? affection? Both of these were far too foreign to register with him, but something about that look made him not just feel like what they were doing wasn't bad, but that it was right.
"Korra." hé murmured softly in her ear. He looked down at her as she scrunched her face in what seemed like terrified determination.
"h-hmm?
"I," he sighed, only for her would he do this, "I have to get ready for work soon, and there is no need for us to move so fast." He could see it on her face the whole time, she wasn't as ready as she thought she was. Yes, he could have taken her right there, but for what? For her to feel that that is the only way their relationship could grow? No, she was young, he had to be careful not to break who she was, not to accidentally crush her spirit. Hah! Just him thinking that made him nearly laugh at himself. The leader of a dangerous underground revolution worried about keeping his newly found teenage lover from getting hurt. If she was to get hurt, he was certain he would have been the cause no matter what, the irony was disgustingly hilarious. The shocked almost hurt look on Korra's face pulled him back to the moment.
"O-oh." She stuttered, sitting up quickly as he rolled from where had had only just been hovering over her. She should have known, he didn't want her. "If you didn't want me then why-?" She started.
"I don't think that right now would be a good time for this. Believe it or not, you might regret it." He felt a grim smirk play on his face as he walked towards his dresser to get a white silk button up shirt. Yes, she very well might regret it, just as he had. Even in his older age he could remember his first time clearly. The awkward stumbling, not knowing what to do with his hands or if he was even doing it right in the first place, and then at the very end, she threw him $50.00 and went on her merry way. Yes, his first time was for money, he was young when he first arrived to the city and unskilled, but his foreign appearance had always gotten him second glances as he walked around. It was the only time he ever did it for money, vowing to never let himself fall to that again, he took his money and went back to the alley he was living in never for her husband to know what he had just done with that woman, never for anyone to know.
The last thing he could want is for Korra to feel that if she sleeps with him now, she'd have to keep doing it for the sake of the relationship and for her living in his home. Perhaps he would reconsider once things between them were a bit more stable… or at least as stable as they could be between the two of them anyway.
"Why would I regret it!?" She demanded as she got to her feet, awkwardly fixing her dress as she stood.
"Trust me Korra. You might thank me for this one day."
He watched as Korra shot up in an angry huff, her face bright red. "I get it, you don't want me." she mumbled as she got to her feet, "You can say whatever you want, but in the end that's what it comes down to."
"It's not like that at all Korra."
"What the hell then!" the words boomed through her in a manner he had not at all been expecting, "You keep doing this to me, pushing me away, but never letting me get too far! You think I don't know that this could end up being a real mess? You're not the only one responsible for this relationship you know." Her face was twisted with anger, yet her voice was smooth and resolute, "If things go wrong, I will take on as much responsibility as you do."
"I see." He felt a smile play on his face, she surly was becoming more and more interesting by the day, "I will hold you to that then Miss Korra, but as a grown man with some morals, I don't really find it proper to start out a relationship with sex." he paused, crossing the room and grabbing her by the chin, "Whether I really want to, or not." he added, enjoying the flush that came across her face from the action. "Besides, this is your first relationship is it not?" he questioned, pulling her into a tight embrace.
"Yeah, so?" She asked borderline defensively.
"Well ,I feel bad for being your first relationship as I am an old man compared to you, to start it off with just sex and not some sort of romance would be entirely unfair to you, do you not agree?"
Though she may not have answered, he knew that she was getting the message. More than anything else, even if he ultimately ruined her life, the least he could do for her was not let her feel like she was nothing more than a booty call at any point in their relationship.
"I understand." she sighed heavily. A smile played on his face again. She would never admit to misunderstanding or being wrong, she was too stubborn for that, but at least he knew she understood his intentions at this point.
Just then the sound of the front door opening sent a shock through the both of them.
"I guess our time together is up huh?" Korra sighed again looking up at him with a look that nearly made him regret pushing her away.
"It would seem so," he smiled, placing a gentle kiss on her cheek before breaking the embrace, "You should straighten yourself out before going downstairs, if the other maids question why the kitchen is a mess, don't worry about it, I will handle it."
"Okay, thanks." A warm hesitant smile played on her face as she made her way to the door. She didn't want to leave. She didn't want the moment to end, and much to his surprise, he didn't want it to end either.
"See you later then." he called as he turned to change into his work shirt. He heard the soft sound of the door shutting as she left and let out a deep sigh. The warm spot where her body had just been pressed against was growing cold by the second, it disturbed him how much he was disliking that already. He spared to the mess that the bed now was from him pushing her onto it, and then a glance to the small mound of fabric on the floor across for the bed. She left her underwear behind.
"How could she forget that?" He wondered with a small chuckle as he crossed the room and picked them up. Earlier, he had been too preoccupied to glance at them, but now he looked. They were floral printed with a little bow at the front, not really what he expected her to wear, but amusing none the less…
With the smile still playing on his scarred face, he crossed the room and opened the bottom dresser drawer and putting the top layer of clothing aside. The smile left his face as the mask he always wore stared up at him from where it sat on top of his jacket. Yet again he had forgotten who he was and his ultimate goal. Korra seemed to have a tendency to do that to him, but he found that to be one of the nicest things about her. A grimace worked its way to his mouth as he placed the underwear next to the mask before placing the other clothes on top.
No one could know who he really was when the night fell, no one could know who she was to him. In that bottom drawer, his secrets were slowly piling up. No one other than him should ever have to touch that drawer. Ever.
Korra practically bolted into her room, flopping down on her bed face first as she resisted the urge to squeal. She felt so dirty for wanting him to sleep with her just then, what was she thinking? Now that she was out of the room and away from the situation, she was glad he stopped her, it made her feel as if she really had some value to him. Now at least she knew, he didn't just want some little young girl for her body, he wasn't a sick sleezeball. He really cared for her, and liked her. How odd it was that the fact that he liked her was wrong…
With a sigh, Korra lifted her head from her pillow, "I left my underwear… How embarrassing…"
"Korra!" Nina's voice called from the other side of the door, "Why aren't you working the kitchen is a mess!"
"Crap!" Korra hissed, dashing to her drawer and rushing to put on underwear, "I'm sorry, I'll be down in a second, Nina!"
Having mastered the art of rushing, Korra was downstairs in less than a minute and just in time to see Amon heading for the door.
"Have a good day sir." she bowed slightly, not only out of courtesy, but to hide the blush that jumped to her face the second she saw him.
"You as well Miss Korra." He smiled as back before leaving.
"Korra!" Lue was now calling, "Go do your job."
"Ah, yes sir," Korra stammered practically running to get back to work before Lue could see how red her face was. Yes, she could already tell, this relationship was going to be hard to maintain, but he was sincere so no matter what, she would not let herself regret her decision. Not now, not ever. Or at least that's what she hoped for.
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Start of a riot
Weeks passed and Korra had been granted a job truly working as an intern under Amon. His plan was to train her so that if something were to happen to him or the truth about his split personality were to come out, he could just hand the business over to Korra so that she would never have to live on the streets again. Though Amon was now out nearly every night conducting more and more of his secret meetings as an unknown man, he made sure to always make time to be with Korra. Whether it was chatting in his office at work or secret make out sessions in the study at home, Amon treasured every moment he spent with her, reveling in he joy that she brought to his life, and concerned with the pain he might bring to hers.
It was a night like any other when Korra came strolling into his study as she did most nights to find him reading a book as he usually did.
"Knock knock!" She sang as she walked through the door with a tray of tea.
"Hello Korra." a smile found its way to his face as it usually did when she came to visit him like this.
"Watcha reading?" She smirked placing the tea on his desk before sitting down on his lap and wrapping her arms around his neck.
"Just something for work, nothing interesting." He closed the book and set it aside, now turning to look at her and place his arms gently around her waist. "And just what do I owe this visit to?"
Korra shrugged before resting her head on his chest. "Not much I guess. You've been looking so tired lately, I just wanted to make sure you haven't been sneaking out and partying all night or something…" He couldn't help but notice how her voice trailed off as she looked down with a concerned look on her face.
"'Or something?'" he asked eyebrows raising with curiosity.
"Well…" She got down from his lap and sat on his desk so that she was now facing him, "I'm a lot younger than you and a lot less mature, I know you like me and everything… but is it odd to wonder if maybe I'm just not enough for you? If maybe you like me but also need something extra… from else where?"
"…" He sat in stunned silence as he looked at her almost wondering if he had heard correctly.
"Forget I asked…" She sighed clearly misinterpreting his stunned silence as a guilty one.
"No wait. Korra, I'm just shocked that you'd think that." He murmured standing and placing his hands on either side of the desk that she was leaning on so that she wouldn't leave, "I am probably the luckiest man alive to have met someone as brave, loving and bright as you are. I wound't risk doing anything that would harm you or our relationship." He hummed, stroking her hair back and kissing her forehead.
"Really?" she blushed looking up at him from under her eyelashes. The scent of his cologne and his presence still made her feel a little weak in the knees and managed to make her blush.
"Really." He assured her, sealing his promise with a gentle kiss on her lips before pulling her to his chest. He wondered how long he could stay here holding her like this, after all he did have another rally that night and he would have to start getting ready soon… He glanced down briefly to Korra and thought how he wished he could've met someone like her long ago… Then maybe he could be someone different and he wouldn't have to have a double life or have to worry about hurting her…. How he wished he could've just held onto her and never let go rather than having to stand by in the shadows never able to let anyone else know of his affection for her…
He sighed deeply and was about to tell Korra he had some work to do so that he could get ready to go, when she sprang off of him and headed to the door.
"W-where are you going in such a rush Korra?" he stammered, a bit taken aback.
"I just remembered I'm supposed to go spend the night at Asami's. Pema and Asami needed help with a dress fitting." Korra smiled. She was lying, Amon could tell by her body language, but he smiled and waved her out of the room without saying anything.
"And just what time do you plan on leaving and coming back?"
"Why, worried?" she teased sticking out her tongue.
"No." Yes
I'll probably leave in half an hour and come back a bit before midnight. Think you can live without me until then?"
"I'll try." he smirked, picking up his book again, "I'll just read until you get back."
"Good little old man." she teased again before skipping out the door.
He waited a good 5 minutes after he heard her door close down the hallway before he went to his closet and pulled out a bag of clothing all the while hoping and praying that he would never see Korra at another one of his rallies. Now that he and Korra were together, the last thing he would have wanted was for him to have to call Tarrlok to come get Korra again. The last time he saw them together it looked as if Tarrlok was beginning to harbor some feelings for her as well and Tarrlok wasn't one to play fair, especially in matters of the heart. Amon knew that if Tarrlok really did have feelings for Korra, it would only be a matter of time before he came with a scheme to tear Korra and himself apart so that he could have her all to himself.
Korra practically skipped to her room and grabbed her bag full of equipment. She felt bad for lying to Amon about where she was really going, but she was just going sparring, she didn't think that Amon would find her desire to fight very ladylike, so instead she said she was going with Asami.
Korra threw the bag over her shoulder and tied her hair back tightly on top of her head before flashing herself a smile in the mirror. It had been so long since she had been in a fight, she was especially excited to be sparring with someone that was trained… and that she had the opportunity to knock the smug smirk off of that someones face. Sure she and Tahno didn't exactly get along, but she had seen him in the ring, and he was pretty awesome she had to admit. With Mako running off every chance he got and Bolin trailing after him in concern, her options of sparring partners wasn't very diverse anyways.
With a contented sigh, Korra turned and skipped out of the room to head down the stairs and out the door, just in time to see Amon peeling out of the garage and towards the city.
"So much for reading…" she mumbled, perplexed. He said he was going to stay inside and read.. just where could he be sneaking off to in such a rush? Was he really looking for pleasure elsewhere…? sure they hadn't… you know… done it, but was that enough to make him look for it elsewhere?
Suddenly the pep was knocked right out of Korra's step and her excitement about sparring was forgotten…. Was she really not good enough? Where was he even going? She lied about where she was going, did she even have the right to be upset? All of these questions were rushing through Korra's head as she headed downtown to Tenzin's gym.
Korra nearly walked clean past the building, so caught up in her own thoughts that she completely forgot about where she was going until she heard her name being called.
"Hey! Koh-rah, don't try and run away from this butt kicking you're in store for." Tahno called, snuffing out the cigarette he had been smoking only a few seconds ago before he jogged up towards her.
"Huh?" Korra asked spinning around to meet eyes with him. "Oh yeah, I completely spaced out. Let's do this." She chuckled with a forced smirk, punching her hand playfully, but Tahno just stared at her with a disturbed expression. "What?" Korra asked perplexed at what she may have done to deserve such a look.
"What the hell is wrong with you?" He asked slapping his hand on her forehead, "You sick or something? You seem off."
"Geez!" Korra hissed smacking his hand off of her forehead, "Ever heard of being gentle?" she went on rubbing her now sore forehead.
"No, I'm a fighter, not a lover." he blinked twice as an awkward silence filled the air… somehow that sentence was awkward for them both. Korra swore that Tahno's face took on the slightest tint of redness from embarrassment, but she couldn't be sure.
"You just keep being a fighter then." Korra snorted.
"Well then you better be a fighter too, even if you wanted to, you couldn't be anyone's lover." Tahno bit back in what seemed to be a joke, but stung Korra.
Korra stood angrily, hands balled into tight fists as she watched Tahno turn to walk into the gym. "You coming for this match of what?" He called over his shoulder.
"What the hell do you know?!" Korra suddenly blurted out. Eyes of passerby's all fell on her as parents covered their children's ears and looked at her as if she was crazy. Tahno turned around looking confused as his eyes fell on Korra and was shocked to see her face red with what he assumed to be anger.
"I can be whatever the hell I want, I don't have to be like you! I've been a fighter my whole damn life and now I can be whatever the hell I want to be!" She practically shrieked as she stormed up to Tahno, grabbed him by his collar and pulled him mere centimeters from her own face, "And right now, I want to kick. !" she hissed before brushing past him and bursting into the gym to change.
About 20 minutes later, Korra stood in the boxing ring as Tahno stood across from her still looking at her as if she were a mad woman. Hey maybe she was at this point, but who cared? She was going to take all of this stress out on Tahno, besides they weren't close enough for her to feel bad about knocking his lights out. This was going to be great.
"Ready?" Korra asked around her mouth guard. Tahno nodded and Korra went to work. The second they both moved, Korra was on Tahno, she landed a nasty right hook to his head. She watched as his head popped sideways and she immediately felt a little better as she saw that stupid little bang of his go flying from impact. By the end of the 30minute sparring session, Korra was drenched with sweat, tired and feeling satisfied, beating the crap outta him was just what she needed.
Tahno sat in the corner across from Korra on the mat of the ring slumped over, and black and blue. He hadn't landed a single hit on her. "You're better than I expected, punk." Tahno smirked, peaking up from under his now sweat soaked bangs.
"Oh please." Korra smirked walking over to help him to his feet, "You totally rolled with all of my hits and missed on purpose, you let me win. What got scared you might actually lose at the last second?"
"As if." He snorted taking the hand that she offered him as she helped pull him to his feet, "I just know when someone needs to vent. It was only sparring, so this time. I don't mind." Tahno admitted as he turned away from her and went across the room to take off his equipment.
"Wow." Korra exclaimed, a little impressed, "I didn't think you had it in you to be so selfless."
"Hmm." Tahno grunted over his shoulder. "Don't assume, Koh-rah. You don't know me at all." And with that, he walked into the changing room leaving Korra to stand alone in shock.
"Maybe I don't." She mumbled before sighing and drying her face with her towel. He didn't know her too well either so it's not like it mattered… right? Ahh well with everything else on her mind the last thing Korra was going to think about was whether Tahno was growing a heart or not. Not when she was worried about whether Amon was easing her out of his heart.
A half an hour later and Korra sat in the gym at the side of the ring. She had already changed and showered, but didn't want to go home yet… especially if it meant that Amon would still be out going who knows where.
"Ugh!" Korra grunted slamming her fist onto the bench she sat on, "It's not like me to be like this! This is such bull crap!"
"Ahhh… I knew something was wrong." A voice murmured from behind her.
"Ah! Geez Tahno, eavesdropping much?" Korra huffed, not bothering to face him, too embarrassed that she had been caught talking to herself.
"It doesn't count if you're talking to yourself, stupid." Tahno snorted, sitting next to her.
"Yeah, well…!" Korra started, but was cut off by a mint coloured mug and thhe heavenly chocolate smell that was now drifting up in front of her. "What is this?" Korra asked, looking from the mug to Tahno who was sipping from his own mug.
"Do you want it or not?" Tahno asked. He wasn't looking at her. He sat legs crossed, facing slightly away from her, face void of any emotion and eyes fixed on the ring… Totally unfriendly body language… for a kind gesture.
"Thanks." Korra fumbled awkwardly to take the cup from his hand before sniffing it.
"You think I poisoned it or something? Geez…" He huffed, looking over from the corner of his eyes.
"I just didn't think you'd do something like this for me…. is all…" Korra mumbled before taking a sip. "It's good." she smiled lightly.
"Didn't think I'd do something nice? Pwah! I let you beat me, Korra! How much nicer can someone get?!" He nearly yelled.
"Hey, just because you got scared that you would lose trying your hardest isn't my fault." Korra smirked.
"If I really wanted to, I would've wiped the floor with you." He hissed, trying to face her and narrowing his eyes at her.
"Well then why didn't you, punk?" she demanded.
"Cuz you looked like you needed to vent, stupid! Geez"
Korra blinked taken aback and Tahno turned away from her again. "You could tell… huh?"
"Yeah. It was pretty obvious. I don't know what's wrong, I don't even think I want to know." He signed flipping his hair back nonchalantly, but something about the way he said it unnerved Korra somehow as if he knew something she didn't want him or anyone else to know, "But…" Tahno went on, "isn't it normal for people to not want to see a friend being bothered by something?"
Korra nearly dropped her mug in shock, before smiling, "Yeah… I guess so… thanks."
"Yeah whatever, don't think too much of it." he smirked, "Just hurry up and go home already, don't you have work or something?"
"Yeah." Korra smiled, clinking the mug down onto the table, "Thanks Tahno." She smiled before bounding out of the door, energy renewed.
Tahno glanced from the mug to the door Korra had just exited from. "Geez, she sure is easy to cheer up." He smirked briefly, but the smirk was short lived. The sound of glass shattering shook the air and Tahno's eyes went wide in shock. Slamming his mug down, he ran from the back of the gym to the front of the building to find the glass shattered by a brick, the streets filled with rowdy people and fires. Eyes wide with Horror, he scanned the streets for Korra, there was no way she went out there right? She wasn't dumb enough to do that right?
"Shit!" Tahno hissed running into the back room to get his coat before blazing out of the door and onto the streets full of rowdy people. He couldn't see her anywhere! Throngs of people were screaming and fighting around him, but somehow all he could seem to hear was his pulse in his ears, all he could taste was the dryness of his mouth, he could only see mundane faces around him all melting together around him, none of them the face he was looking for. "KOOOOORRRRAAAAAAAA!" He howled out as loud as he could. Above all that was happening, he could barely even hear himself yelling. "I guess my best bet is to go towards where she's living." Tahno huffed to himself.
Hours must have passed and he had a few close encounters with death, but he barely noticed as he finally made his way up the driveway to Amon's house to find Korra near the door, looking perfectly okay and just as chipper as she looked from when she left the gym.
"K-Korra!" Tahno huffed, exhausted from the long walk, "What the hell Korra!" He demanded storming towards her as she looked over at him, confused.
"Oh… Hi Tahno, what are you doing here?" she asked innocently.
"There was a riot! Do you know how dangerous it was out there? Do you?!" He grabbed her by the shoulders and gave her a firm shake as if to emphasize his point.
"It's fine." She frowned, "I've lived on the street and took care of myself for a long time, I know a lot of backstreets and shortcuts to get here without running into other people. It was probably more dangerous for you, you okay, you don't look so good."
She was telling the truth, he really didn't look so good, he was looking at her desperately as if he was about to topple over or scream or something. But then he did something that completely caught her off guard. He pulled her in by her shoulder and pulled her into the tightest embrace she'd ever felt.
"Dammit, Korra! You're damn worrisome! I almost died out there looking for you!"
"Y-you didn't have to… I was fine." She mumbled into his shoulder, frozen in shock.
"How could anyone have known you were okay, dammit? You shouldn't just come back inside the gym if you saw it was dangerous out there! Are you brain dead?!" he was practically yelling now and Korra was really confused now. When the hell did he start caring so much? They were barely friends! Why was he so worried?
"Well, i guess I'm sorry for being worrisome." Korra sighed heavily, patting him on the back gently. She would kick him later for implying she was brain dead, "But I'm getting a little cold, why don't we just go inside and warm up?"
The sound of the front door opening nearly caused Korra to jump out of her skin as Amon stood him the doorway and Korra looked up in time for their eyes to meet.
"Uhhhh, hi sir!" Korra stammered.
"Hello, Korra." he replied. His voice was cold and professional. She was 99% sure it had something to do with the fact that she was hugging some other guy on the porch after saying she was going to see Asami and Pema…. she would have to fess up later.
Letting go of Korra, Tahno stood up straight and matched eyes with Amon without saying a word. An awkward silence filled the air for about half a minute, or at least it was akward for Korra…
"I'll be going now, Korra, I'm glad you made it back okay." he smiled slightly, placing his hand gently on her shoulder, be sure to drop by again, I'm free whenever you need me." he smirked, before nodding briefly to Amon and making his way down the path.
Korra looked up at Amon who had some sort of emotion in his eyes, but she had no idea what it was, and then without a word, he turned and walked away from the door, leaving it open for her.
"Amon!" Korra called chasing after him, after quickly locking the door. He didn't say anything, he just continued towards the stairs, face completely blank.
"Amon." She callded again, "i just went sparring, I missed the thrill of the fight and thought it would be fun, Tahno agreed to spar with me. A riot broke out and he was worried so he came after me. He was just a worried friend." she breathlessly explained. He had stopped walking now and she stared expectantly at his back from his reply.
For a second she thought he would reply, but then he began walking again, eating to his study.
"Amoooooooon." she whined following him right into the room and closing the door behind her, "Why are you being like…" she was cut off by him turning and holding her gently in his arms, cradling her to him as if she was made of glass.
"Did… Anything bad happen to you? During the riot? Are you okay?" He asked,. She couldn't see his face, but his voice sounded conflicted.
"Yeah, I mean some creepy old guys tried to flirt with me, but I took backstreets so I didn't really see too many people."
"Good." he sighed, "If something happened to you…" he trailed off, "You could've told me you were going off to spar, you know. I'm curious as to why you'd lie."
"Well, I was worried you would think it wasn't ladylike… So I said I was going to see Asami and Pema…"
"That's the only reason?" she could hear the smile in his voice now, "I don't expect you to be a perfect lady, or to even be ladylike, just be Korra, Okay? It's not good to keep lies between us in this relationship." he pulled her a bit further away to see her face.
"Right." she forced a smile. He lied to her about going out, she wanted to say something, but she was too scared to get an answer.
"Good." he smiled, kissing her forehead and stroking her cheek gently before turning to go to his desk.
"Amon." she called, eyes closed out of nervousness.
"Yes?" he turned to face her again.
Wordlessly, she walked towards him, stood on her tippy toes, grabbed him by the back of his back and kissed him deeply on the mouth. He was deeply shocked by how demanding this kiss was, but he had to admit, he quite liked her forcefulness. He dropped his hands to her waist as she pulled him in closer and pushed her body against his. He wasn't exactly sure where the kiss ca,e from. but he had to admit he liked it. Just when he wasn't sure where she was going with this she pulled back and looked up at him with two pure blue eyes full of conflict, on the verge of tears and a face that was just the slightest hint of red.
"You too." she murmured, eyes locked with his, "Don't lie to me either… I know you went out just before me… you weren't reading a book. I don't know where you went, I don't know if I want to know… But don't lie to me too." she sighed, and with that she left the room, slamming the door behind her.
Amon stared at the door in shock. She caught him leaving… He would have to be more careful. A part of him was telling him that it was wrong at that he should let her go now before things got out of control. Perhaps even to that Tahno guy, it seemed as if he cared greatly for her, he risked his safety to make sure she got home okay.. he might be better for her… but then part of him was too selfish, too adoring of her for him to bare losing her, much less be able to hand her to someone else, he needed her in his life to ground him, to keep him sane. He didn't want to lie to her, but in order to keep her, he would just have to be more sneaky and lie even better then he had been already. How ironic, he thought, that in order to keep one good thing in his life, he would have to lie and sneak around. "I'm pathetic." he mumbled, sinking down in his chair.
AHHHHHHHH! I really want Tahno back n the series, I miss him, I mean they to ally set up his character and then he just falls off the face of the planet! I was disappointed with that, so I'll give the jerk a little bit of love in my story haha. Also Amon is really beating himself up for all of this, he better fight for his girl though haha :o Anyway, I don't know when the next chapter will be out but please know I will do my best, have a good week :)






*Chapter 15*: Chicken Soup for Two
Chapter 15
Chicken Soup For Two
I wanted to add a little fluffiness to the story…. but it's not as fluffy as I intended… hahaha… rated M chapter for sure. 
Only the day before, Korra had bought Amon sneaking out and he hadn't been able to get it from his mind at all. He stayed up almost all night thinking of ways to be more clever so that she wouldn't catch him again, tinkling of ways to keep Korra from finding out what he was really up to. He was getting paranoid, worried she would stumble across the mask he wore at rallys, she'd seen it before, she would know it on sight, what should he do? what could he do, what woul-
"Amon!" Nina was calling. Her voice brought him back to reality. He was in his office still, as he had been all night, his hair was disheveled, his eyes red, and he was jumpy from lack of sleep. Nina stood in front of him holding out a cup of coffee, a look of concern etched on her face.
"Thank you, Nina." He murmured, taking the cup from her hands.
"Are you okay, sir? You look as if you might be getting sick… Should you think about staying home today?"
"No, I'm okay." Amon murmured, sipping his coffee, "There's too much work to be done, I have to-" Amon moved to stand, but immediately sat back down, struck with a dizzy spell.
"Please sir, I cannot let you go to work if you look so weak. I'll run a bath for you and make a pot of your favourite soup, you just rest today."
Amon was going to protest, but he hadn't the energy, and besides, Nina was already off, bustling out of the door to start everything.
Amon moaned, dropping his head in his hands. His head was throbbing, and he was feeling a bit weak now that he thought about it.
"Knock, knock." A small voice came from the door, and his eyes shot up to see Korra staring in the doorway.
"You look lovely today." He smiled weakly, barely looking up at her.
She didn't reply, she only shrugged, walking into the room and placing her hand gently on his forehead. "You're sick huh? Must've been from running around last night…" she murmured averting her gaze.
"Korra," He started.
"I guess that means no work today. I'm going into town then." she cut him off before turning to leave, "I hope whatever book you read last night was worth it." she muttered, narrowing her eyes at him before leaving the room.
"Ah." Amon sighed as the office door closed. She was angry, she was misunderstanding, this wouldn't do. "Korra!" He called out, fighting to get to his feet and go after her. "Korra!" he called again following her down the hall, towards her room.
"Just go rest, Amon." She called over her shoulder, "You'll probably need more energy for reading more books tomorrow or something."
"Korra!" He yelled, just as she made it to her room and slammed the door in his face. "Korra, the staff will hear you and start to talk, if you keep acting this way, now let me in.' He demanded through the door.
"Go away." She yelled from the other side of the door.
"As the owner of this house, I am demanding that you open this door!" he hissed now.
He waited a good minute before he heard her cross the room and unlock the door.
"What?" She was crying now, her eyelashes clumped together with tears, and what was that? Black smudges under her eyes? She was actually wearing makeup. He took a good glance at her, and noticed she was wearing a pencil skirt, a touch of pink lipstick was messily smeared on her lips and foundation was leaking now, uneven and blotchy on her face.
Amon let out a deep sigh before entering her room and locking the door behind him. "Troublesome child." He murmured gently, pulling her into his arms, despite her resistance.
"Let me go…" She croaked, pulling away from him before crossing the room and going to the mirror on her vanity. He watched as she frantically attempted to wipe her running makeup from her face in vain.
"Korra, I had unexpected business come up at the company and I had to go, it happens a lot." He explained gently, keeping his distance. She was in a venerable state, and he just wanted things to get back to being blissful between them again.
"I have ears Amon." she exclaimed, "I can hear you near my door some nights trying to make sure I am asleep. I really did believe that it was business at first, I really wanted to believe that, until I noticed you left at the same time whenever you would leave. So tell me," Korra sniffled, now turning around to face Amon, eyes shinning with new tears and face crumpled in pain, "is she pretty?"
He couldn't think of an excuse, he couldn't think of a defense, he couldn't think of anything he could say that would make her feel okay about this, he was too busy feeling his heart sting from seeing the sorrow on her face that he caused.
"I've caused you to doubt me." he stammered, crossing the room to hold her . Much to his surprise she didn't push him away.
"Cruel old man." She cried into his chest, "You don't smell of perfume, you don't look or treat me any differently than before… it's like you're not cheating, but you're hiding something from me, do you just not want me?" She cried looking up to meet his now clouded eyes.
"Some nights I feel the need to go out and have a drink or two. I know it's hard to believe, but I do have a few friends, they sneak off from their wives and I became accustomed to simply leaving. I have been thoughtless by not thinking to tell you, I just didn't want you to think of me as an alcoholic or something." He could tell by the wide-eyed look on her face that she was buying this crap he was making up on his feet. Good, "I'm sorry, love." He murmured kissing her forehead.
"So… it's not that you don't want me?" she questioned, voice still sounding a bit reluctant.
"I promise you it's not a lack of desire for you," he lowered his lips to brush her ear, "not a lack of desire in anyway whatsoever." he purred into her ear. He new she was worried about her sexual appeal to him, she was young and not confident enough in her looks, especially after what he managed to piece together about her and that Mako boy she once lived with. Korra must have harbored feelings for him at one point, but he chose that Asami girl over her. Asami was beautiful in a more cookie cutter way, Korra on the other hand was unique, quick, and broke the mold of beauty to become something more that just beautiful. Mako's loss.
He could feel her tremble against him from his voice and she blushed moving away from him, unsure what else to do.
"Prove it." She looked up at him with a hunger in her eyes that took Amon slightly off guard. The next thing he knew she was pushing him back, leading him towards her bed.
"Korra, I don't think you want to do this." He voiced, though didn't stop her from pushing him to sit on the bed.
"How would you know better than me what I want?" She asked, unbuttoning the top button of his shirt, her voice low and sultry.
"Because I've been young once, I've thought I wanted things, and then ended up trapped with dealing with the results of what I thought I wanted." He explained, still not protesting. He couldn't lie, it had been torture for him not to lay a hand on her, he truly did want her, badly, but it was going to be up to her.
"I want you. I know I want you." she hummed, kissing along his jawline on the unscarred side of his face, her lips leaving a warm trail her hands still fumbling with the buttons of his shirt, awkwardly. "Why?" she moved away now, to meet him eye to eye, "Do you not know if you want me for sure?"
"It's not that at all, I'm only worried for you. Don't do this if you don't believe that you are the only one I am with and want to do this to keep me interested, that would be a crime. Don't do this for me, this is about you." he spoke resolute, fully putting the decision in her capable hands. He watched as she paused for a second before smiling a huge ear to ear grin, that he missed seeing on her face.
"You are the best!" She squealed tossing herself on him, and knocking him back on the bed, "I think you're the only person who has ever put me first since my family died. Thank you" she murmured into the side of his neck, "But all the same," she sat up, straddling him and getting back to unbuttoning his shirt, "I want this"
She immediately went back to the buttons on his shirt, hands moving faster now, desperate, her face flushed with anticipation or maybe embarrassment from her own desire, he couldn't tell, but…
"But Korra.."
"Whaaaaat?" she groaned, dropping his shirt from her hands and looking at him with frustration.
"I'm still getting a bit sick, you might catch my cold"
"Well then I guess you'll have to tell Nina to make some extra soup, I'm not backing down now!" She exclaimed.
That was all he needed to hear, he had no more protests or questions, he was going to act on desire now, no backing down.
"Good." He smirked. In one smooth motion, he grabbed her by the arms, pulled her towards him, rolled around and pinned her to the bed, "I don't have to hold back anymore."
His patience and desire to wait was dissolved in a moment and the next thing he knew, they were tearing at each others clothes, desperately trying to get them off, in a matter of seconds she managed to get his shirt and belt. His hands where too big for the buttons of her shirt and out of shear frustration, he ripped it right down the middle sending buttons flying everywhere, quickly muttering something about replacing it before taking a moment to take in the smooth mocha colored skin that was hidden under her shirt, running his hands down her sides admiring how smooth it felt to the touch. On sheer impulse, he lowered his lips to her stomach and left a trail of kisses running from her bellybutton, up her chest and up to her lips. He savored the way she moaned under his touch.
"H-hurry up!" she moaned hungrily and he immediately obliged. His hands flew to the zipper on her skirt as he tried to think past how good her hot breath felt on his throat long enough to think strain enough to unzip the zipper.
"To hell with it!" He groaned, flipping the skirt up over her hips and sliding off her underclothes, positioning himself over her. For the first time in his life he realized why people called it "Making love", the way she called his name, the way they moved against each other, the slow long drawl of her moans, it was all lovely. Nothing like the cheap prostates and random drunken one nighters he had at her age, that was all quick pleasure and a rush to get away before you even learned the other persons name. This, this was bliss, this was love, and he was loving this moment he never wanted to end.
Neither of them were sure how much time had passed before the two of them sat in her bed, tired and cuddling against each other in blissful satisfaction.
"You okay?" he asked, stroking her hair back.
"I'm great." she beamed up at him, stroking his scared cheek with her hand. She didn't miss how he stiffened a bit at the touch.
"Ahh, I suppose I still carry the memory heavily on my heart, it's not your fault." he quipped, seeing how she noticed his reaction.
"I see," she murmured, "Well I guess we should work to replace bad memories with good ones." she smiled kissing the scarred spot her hand had previously touched.
He wordlessly smiled at her, pleased with the manner in which she managed to surprise him constantly with her kindness and love. Never in a million years would he have thought he could ever hold someone like her in his arms, he was constantly resisting the urge to just lock themselves away and hide from the rest of the world. Hide from the world that would call him a criminal for loving a girl that was only 17, hide from the world that was unequal that forced him to become the man to fix that from the shadows, to lock that world out and live in a world that was only the two of them. How lovely that would be.
"I'm going to take a shower, care to join me?" Korra asked slipping out of bed and heading for the bathroom connected to her room.
"Sure." he smiled, following her.
An hour later, the two flopped back on her bed, skin humming from the warm water of the shower, spirits humming from the enjoyment of each others company. They talked until they both lulled off in each others arms. It was a risk they were taking, the maids might think something was up, but the risk was already being taken, neither of them cared if they got caught in that moment, it would be worth it.
"Nina!" Amon called weakly from his room, "Nina!"
"Yes, I'm coming sir!" Nina called before entering the door with a tray, closing the door behind her. "I was across the hall bringing Korra some soup, she seems to have a cold too."
"Must be something going around." Amon smirked as Nina placed the soup and a cup of tea on his bed side table.
"Oh please!" she chuckled, "The two of you messing around two days ago, you're lucky I caught on and sent the staff onto the other side of the house and off on chores! If you two are going to be so noisy, don't come crying to me when you get caught." she scolded, but a smirk played on her face.
"Why do you keep it a secret, I'm sure the media would pay you top dollar for a scoop on the tycoon Amon's secret love life with an underage girl."
Nina looked at him with a kind smile, "For years I watched you slip into this dark place where you would only work and drink or slip out at nights always looking empty, looking as if you were on the brink of losing the good man I know you are. I feared for you were going to lose yourself until Korra came along. You instantly changed when you met her, the smile and kind eyes of the man I once called my friend came back. Korra is special to you and I know you two care for each other genuinely. Korra is special to me and you are two, you both are good for each other and if I can help you both stay happy, I will."
Amon smiled as he sipped his tea, "You are a good friend, Nina. I'm quite glad I offered you a job before you went down the road of the life you almost lived."
"I am too. I probably would be dead right now, half dressed and drugged up in an alley somewhere. Who would've thought some little punk ten years younger than me would've stumbled into that alley that night you met me. Any other guy who came to that alley looking for a good time with me would've let those thugs beat me up, you on the other hand saved me several times. I am forever grateful and I want you to know, I will always be on your side until the bitter end, sir." she smiled sweetly.
"Thank you, Nina." Amon smiled back.
"Well, I'm going to go check on Korra again, that girl wouldn't bother me to tell me she was dying, out of concern it might be a bother to me." Nina chuckled before leaving.
Amon smiled again as the door closed. He was feeling happy again. Feeling happy so often was becoming a norm that he very much liked. He had a loyal friend and an amazing girlfriend, he was very lucky, maybe the pain from his past would be made up for now as long as he played his cards right. And he would, nothing was going to take this life that he worked so hard to build into something warm from his cold past, away from him. Nothing.
Tarrlok sat alone in his living room eating cereal and watching television. It was his favorite cereal, the cereal he learned about a month ago was also Korra's favorite cereal. Since then he felt the need to keep more of it than usual, you know incase she dropped by and spent the night again. But she never did. And why would she! She was too busy getting cozy with his stupid brother. Ugh what if she knew that Amon was really named Noatak? What if she knew about the truth of his past? She wouldn't want him then would she!? No, not at all… But that didn't mean she'd want Tarrlok either.
"Argh!" Tarrlok groaned, slamming the cereal bowl on his coffee table. No, she seemed dependent on 'Amon' right now, if he destroyed 'Amon's image, she might get depressed or something…Buuuuuut… What if she became dependent on him instead? Then Amon wouldn't matter, he would't even have to slander his brother's name, she'd come to him on her own free will! It's not like Amon would stop her. After all he let people do whatever they wanted even if he cared for them and knew that only his interfering would help them all along. After all, as far as Tarrlok was concerned, Amon should have forced him to come along with him when he left home. Tarrlok was a dumb little kid, he didn't think how much his brother leaving would change things…. Ugh enough of that. Now was not a time to bother with the past, now was a time to plot for the future.
"Maiiiiiiid!" Tarrlok yelled out, any maid would do after all.
"Yes sir?"
"Call a driver and tell him to get my best car ready. I have a hot date tonight." Tarrlok grinned.
Ahhhh so in case anyone was wondering, Nina used to be a prostitute, Amon went in the alley she worked in for… 'services'…. some thugs popped out and tried to beat her up saying she owed them money and Amon defended her almost getting himself killed in the process. They were reluctant friends since then and he revealed that he had run into some money (never said how) and was planning on getting a big house and asked if she wanted to work there. She said yes. Anyways I will work on the next chapter soon, thanks for reading :3






*Chapter 16*: A Tale from his Coat
Chapter 16
A Tale from his coat
I'm gonna try and release a new chapter every week. I'm surprised I even got this out, I just got Pokemon X and am like geeking out and not doing anything else haha _ 
Nina spent the day looking after Amon and Korra and hoping that she didn't get sick. Heck, if Amon got sick, he'd be taken care of, if she got sick, the entire household would fall apart! Lue may have been the lead butler, but Nina was most respected and had the most authority and everyone knew it.
Nina was just finishing washing the last of Amon and Korra's soup bowls when she heard the door ring. "I'll get it." she called out. Today was the day the attic was being cleaned out so most of the staff was upstairs dealing with that anyways.
Fixing her apron, she walked to the door and put on her brightest smile to greet whatever esteemed guest her boss must have been expecting.
"Hello how may I help…. oh it's you."
Much to her dismay, there was no esteemed guest at the door, only Tarrlok standing there with a handful of flowers.
"Hello, Nina, You look tired today as usual, does Amon not give his staff any breaks? I haven't seen Korra in ages, what is he working a sweet shop over here?" Tarrlok chuckled brushing past Nina.
"Maybe she just didn't have any need or desire to see you." Nina hissed trailing after Tarrlok who was walking towards the living room, "Besides, she and Amon have both come down with an illness. I'll be sure to get these flowers to Amon then, you may leave."
Tarrlok spun around to face Nina a look of horror on his face, "Ugh! The day I buy flowers for a man is the day I lose all of my sanity!"
"So you've done it before I'm assuming?" Nina smiled sweetly, enjoying the irritated look that crossed Tarrlok's face.
"I'll just pop in and give these to Korra then." Tarrlok piped up, regaining his politician calmness.
"You are not going up there, Tarrlock!" Nina called after Tarrlok who was now making long strides towards the staircase. "Tarrlok! I said you are not going up there to see her!" She yelled now, losing her composure that she never allowed to falter for so many years. With one motion, Nina leapt forward and grabbed onto a tail of his powder blue coat in an effort to stop him when ~riiiiiiiip!
It seemed as if time had stood still. Tarrlok immediately came to a halt as if struck by lightening. The flowers in his hand fell to the ground and Nina stood eyes wide in horror as she glanced down at the powder blue fabric in her hands. She'd ripped a tail of Tarrlok's favorite jacket off.
"NIIIIIIIIINAAAAAAA!" Tarrlok exploded, face red with rage as he spun around, his three braids all smacking her across the cheek as he turned. "Do you even KNOW how much this coat is worth?! You couldn't pay it back if you worked this job AND you're old job for a YEAR!" He puffed, walking up on her now so close she could feel his breath puffing down on her forehead as he yelled.
Nina felt as her heart wretched in her chest. He knew of her old occupation… whether the coat was important or not, how heartless could he be to bring that up?
"I-I can fix it. I can fix the coat."
"Just give me that!" Tarrlok puffed, snatching the fabric so quickly from her hands that it felt as if it burned her flesh.
Nina stood there in stunned silence that even now her old profession was haunting her. Her face got hot and she felt as if her ears were ringing as she fought off the urge to cry. The past is the past she told herself, glancing from the flowers to her hands to Tarrlok's back as he stormed to the door. The past is the past she thought again, eyes getting foggy as she sniffled, lifting her hand to her face to wipe away a stray tear. She could hear talking now and hear footsteps but had already been crying too hard to see.
"Apologize!" She could hear a voice groggy voice yelling off in the distance.
She was a few steps away from the back staircase, planning to go to her room to clean herself up, when she felt a large hand come down over her shoulder.
She spun around in shock to find Tarrlok looking down at her, a scowl on his face and anger in his eyes, but words of regret coming from his mouth.
"I apologize for having yelled at you. It isn't very gentlemanly for me to have done so." he said with a strained voice.
Nina peered behind him to see Korra standing a bit further off with a blanket wrapped around her, arms crossed looking quite sick, but face filled with anger.
"And don't ever make Nina upset again! Or you'll regret it!" Korra called out.
"Oh please! What could you possibly do to threaten me?" Tarrlok questioned, voice noticeably gentler now as he turned to face Korra.
"What you ask?" she questioned, coming close to him and narrowing her eyes. Tarrlok felt a pang in his stomach. This girl was special, she' been in bed all day and not because she was with him, her hair was a mess, she was pale and sickly looking and her breath was leaving much to be desired at the moment, but whenever she looked at him with those blue eyes, whenever she got within a foot of him, he felt like a giddy school-girl!
"T-there is nothing you can do to threaten me!" he chuckled hoping no one heard his stammer.
"I could… cough on you!" Korra yelled letting out a big nasty hack at his face.
"Dammit, Korra! I have a t.v appearance in two days! I cannot afford to get sick!" Tarrlok yelled trying to wave away the germs with his ripped coat tail.
"Ugh, I should've known coming here was a bad idea, you people are all insane." Tarrlok huffed turning back to Nina, all of his anger now dissipated, "You said you can sew right? Just fix my coat so I can leave." he sighed, exasperatedly as he took off his coat and handed it to her. Both Nina and Korra seemed to look shocked that underneath his stupid jacket he actually had a good shape.
"Yes!" Nina jumped, rushing off to her room to fix the coat.
"Why did you come here anyway?" Korra coughed as Nina shuffled out of the room.
"Who knows." Tarrlok huffed, rubbing his forehead in frustration.
"Well if anyone would know you would." Korra insisted. She watched as he lifted an eyebrow at her, but didn't answer. "Well fine, if you don't want to answer." She sighed, turning to go to her room. She was still feeling a bit weak, she didn't have the energy to deal with Tarrlok's moodiness, especially when she didn't have to.
"What if I said I came to see you?" He called after her.
"I'd ask why." She called over her shoulder still heading to the stairs.
"Well," He said, now walking to follow her, "I thought maybe you stopped that terrible aversion you have of me when I, I don't know, saved your life." she stopped walking just as she reached the staircase and flashed him a smile so small that he wasn't even sure if it was in existence.
"I don't hate you." then in an instance the smile was gone and she was scowling at him again. "But if you come here and yell at the people that I find important, I will. It was just a coat, I'm sure you could buy a new one" she huffed turning to leave him standing there, but his hand show out and grabbed her wrist, pulling her back to face him.
"It is not just a coat." he rumbled. His face was twisted in a pain that Korra couldn't imagine, his pale blue eyes boring his own sorrow deep into her soul. "I couldn't replace that if I had all the money in the world." he sighed now letting go of her wrist.
"What do you mean?" Korra asked, taking a step closer now, intrigued by what pained the man whom she thought had everything.
Tarrlok turned to face her again and saw Amon standing behind her at the top of the staircase. He was sure he hadn't been there a moment ago, but now there he stood, looking down on Korra and Tarrlok, looking over both of them from a distance, prepared to step in only if Tarrlok overstepped his boundaries. Just as Amon always did.
"My brother gave it to me when he was still my brother." Tarrlok explained, looking back to Korra who was looking at him with curious eyes, "My life wasn't always so nice,my family was quite cruel and my brother was all I had. He left one day, and on the day he left, this coat was left sitting on my bed with a note telling me to never give up so that I can grow into a man that can wear that coat and change the world." Tarrlok said, briefly glancing from Korra to Amon who stood at the staircase looking down at them with his expression unchanged, "My brother didn't know it, but he meant the world to me, when he left, things fell apart, so I left a few years later to come to this city and search for him."
"Did you find him?" Korra asked, eyes filled with unspeakable sorrow. She was an orphan, Tarrlok remembered, perhaps more than anyone else, she knew how it must have hurt.
"No." Tarrlok said, now lifting his head to lock eyes with Amon, "I never did find my brother again. I do wonder what happened to him. He was a great guy, he had a heart of gold and a plan to make the world a better place. It's sad to say, but I think he's dead." Tarrlok could see pain flash across Amon's face, before he turned and walked back out of sight.
Korra spun around to see what Tarrlok was looking back before turning to face him again, "I'm sorry for your loss." she said patting him on the shoulder, unsure what else to do, "I lost my family to street violence, I know the feeling of losing the people you love." she admitted. Tarrlok took the chance to place his hand over hers and to his surprise she didn't pull away. Just like many times before, they were having a moment, but this time, Tarrlok felt no desire to kiss her or anything like he felt before, he just wanted to hold her. Just to feel how comforting she could be.
"oh!" Korra briefly exclaimed in shock as Tarrlok slipped his arms over her shoulder and pulled her so close she could barely breath, but she didn't pull away. It didn't seem like he was trying to make a move on her or anything like that. It was like when she first met Asami, crying and lonely, Asami letting Korra hug her was all Korra needed back then, she just needed something to hold her down to the world, before she floated off and became someone she didn't want to be. Korra could tell it was too late for Tarrlok, no one held him down and he became the man she knew today, but all the same, "You know." Korra started, "I know you have gone down a path in your life that may have changed the man you may have been, but every know and then, I can tell that had your past been different you would have been a very kind and good man. That's who you are, fundamentally right?"
Tarrlok felt his eyes go wide, he was conflicted. Not a soul ever said a nice word about him, not once in his life had he gotten a genuine compliment about his personality, he wasn't sure what to do. Part of him just wanted to run away as fast and far as he could with her, just to hear her call him kind over and over, part of him wanted to prove to her more and more that he was a good man, he wasn't sure if it was true, but if she said it there might have been some truth to it. He wasn't sure what to do, he just knew he didn't want to let her go in that moment, hell he might have never let her go if Nina hadn't come strolling around the corner coat in hand at that moment and locked eyes with him , her own eyes wide in shock.
Tarrlok sighed, letting his arms drop heavily at his sides as he walked towards Nina.
"Y-your coat." She muttered, holding it out to him. He glanced down at the coat. He had to admit, Nina had done an amazing job, he couldn't even tell that a rip had even happened.
"Thank you, Nina" he murmured, voice shaky, he wasn't sure what it was, but for the first time in years he thought he was on the verge of genuine tears, "The flowers, you can have them, please consider it an apology for saying what I said earlier, it was unwarranted." he added, just loud enough for her to hear."I'll be going now." he announced, heading towards the door in a daze. He was going to have to go home and have a glass of wine and really think about his life.
Nina feeling a weird atmosphere bowed out to go get the flowers that had been left sitting on the floor in the other room.
"Okay, see'ya Tarrlok, and don't come over here starting anymore trouble!" Korra called out.
"Only if," he turned and smiled, the first genuine smile Korra had ever seen from him, "Only if you promise to visit me every now and again."
"Why, do rich politicians get lonely surrounded by all of the people swarming to be their friends?" Korra joked. "Yes." he answered, turning to leave without another word. Korra stood in shock, she never actually thought he would admit that he was lonely.
"What was that about?" Nina asked coming back around the corner, flowers in hand.
"I'm not really sure." Korra turned and smiled at Nina, "But you know, I really don't think he's that bad of a guy, he just better not ever make you cry again."
"Thank you Korra." Nina smiled, a warmth spreading in her heart that she all but thought was forgotten.
"Where did you get those flowers? They're beautiful, I've never seen blue roses before!" Korra beamed coming closer to get a better look at the rare flowers. Nina smiled looking at how the blue roses reflected from her eyes and glowed on her skin.
"Tarrlok came here with them, he dropped them earlier, I was going to give them back to him before he left, but he told me to keep them as an apology. I'm sure you're right about him not being as bad as he seems." Nina smiled thinking back to how gentle he was with Korra, but Nina felt conflicted. Nina and Tarrlok never got along especially after she caught Amon calling him his brother and was forced to admit to her that they were in fact brothers, but at the same time she always felt a minute amount of respect for him
The first time she met Tarrlok she was 23 and he was 18. Living at Amon's Estate was great for her, but she wasn't getting enough money at the time and had to go back to her old job a few times behind Amon's back. Tarrlok was a paying customer that night. He showed up with his friends and they were all being rowdy and loud in the alleyway, but Tarrlok stood cool and collected off to the side. They were asking why he never went with them to get any girls and pushed him into paying for a night with her. So he did. They found a cheap shabby hotel and she sat on the bed, feeling ashamed for having to resort to that again, but to her surprise, he sat across from her in the room and pulled out a cigarette. He asked if she wanted one and she declined, saying she didn't smoke, he smirked and put the pack down saying he usually didn't either, they talked for awhile and Nina found herself enjoying the company of this young rebel, almost forgetting what she was there for, until he gently reminded her.
"You're a nice lady," he said with a gentle smile, "You smell clean and perfumed, don't get caught up in this dirty life"  and with that he dropped a huge wad of money on the table, leaving her stunned. That encounter was the sole thing that kept her from ever returning to her old job, and she never forgot him. The reason she disliked him now, was because of the man he let himself become. Once someone that hung in the alleys changing the world for the better in the dark, now stood in the light using old contacts from the dark to do his dirty work, only profiting for himself and at times even asking for Amon's help to move forward. But just now seeing him with Korra, maybe there was something more to it. The honest, gentle way he spoke before he left, was the same as when he was 18 all those years ago.
"Well, I'm gonna go back to bed." Korra smiled, pulling Nina back into the present.
"Okay, dear." Nina smiled, "I'll go put these away."
Nina watched as Korra went up the stairs before turning and going towards the kitchen. She entered the room with a light feeling in her heart before inspecting the flowers, they really were gorgeous. She moved to grab a vase and saw something small and white flutter to the floor. It was a note. Nina picked it up and read it, before dropping it in shock.
I know I am not the best person in the world
I know you have no reason to trust me
But even if every now and again you weren't
A complete ass to me, I'd appreciate it. 
Yours truly, Tarrlok.
So it wasn't exactly a poetic prose, but Nina knew a love letter when she saw one, even if it was subtle and crude. Nina could hear Amon's door closing and was sure Korra was going in there to see Amon.
Two very powerful men with dark pasts, brothers at that, both wanting the same girl, that was a very dangerous thing. Nina was sure that if it came to it, the two of them would tear each other and the city apart unintentionally, fighting for the one pure thing they've ever seen: Korra.
"What was all of that noise about?" Amon called groggily from his bed as Korra entered the room, pretending as if he didn't know.
"Tarrlok dropped by." Korra replied, crossing the room and crawling into the bed next to him, snuggling up close against him.
Amon couldn't help but smile at how adorable she was as he wrapped his arm around her shoulders "And what did he want?"
"Not really sure, but he left anyways." Though his nose was stuffy, Amon was not liking the smell of Tarrlok's cologne that was drifting off of her. Just what happened when he walked away?
"You smell like his cologne." He commented off handedly as he picked up the remote for the television across from the bed and clicked on the t.v.
"Oh?" Korra asked sniffing her hair, "Well you've been around him, you know how much of that stuff he drenches himself in, all of downstairs probably smells like him!" She chuckled, looking at the t.v and not meeting Amon's gaze.
She was covering for him, he noted. That wasn't good, that meant she cared in someway about either not upsetting Amon or not getting Tarrlok in trouble with him. Either way, he was going to have to have a little family talk with Tarrlok, whether he still considered him his brother or not.
Tarrlok sat in his car completely silent as his driver took him home. He called the staff downstairs and dismissed them for the day, leaving the only resident there; himself. He listened to the silence bouncing off the walls around him and chuckled as he realized that every friend he ever had since coming to this city, every person he ever told he loved since being here, all of them where in his house at that moment. It was only him after all. In the middle of his living room something in him snapped and he flew into a rage, smashing the expensive vases he traveled the world to find, destroying antiques he paid millions for, wrecking anything in his sight as he came to the realization he was truly alone. His bother had a friend like Nina and was loved by Korra and who did he have? More one night stands than he could count, but no one who would hold him close if he was feeling down, no one to laugh with him when no one else was around. Home truly was where the heart was for him, in fact his heart was just like his home, empty with only him in it and filled with meaningless stuff. Anything that truly meant something to him was hidden away collecting dust somewhere, just as his few good memories in life collected dust in the back of his mind.
He heard someone sobbing so loudly it sounded like they were dying, it wasn't until he felt himself gasping for air that he realized it was himself. His knees gave out from under him and he hit the floor, crying for the first time in years letting out all of the sorrow he pushed to the back of his mind. In that moment he wished that by some miracle Korra would come strolling through the door and just let him hold her as he did before, but she didn't, he had to settle for several bottles of wine to warm his heart instead. He cried alone like that for hours before he finally fell asleep in the middle of his living room, drunk, worn out and alone.
Writing this made me a little bit sad… I feel so bad for Tarrlok, WHY DO I TORTURE HIM SOOOOOOOOO?






*Chapter 17*: Two Weeks Notice
Chapter 17
Two Week Notice
So sorry this chapter is late, I was really sick since last week and had a bit of writer's block, feeling better now though so I finished it.
-Mild language
A few days passed and since then Amon and Korra were both over their colds and feeling a lot better much to their delight. About three days passed happily as the two went back to work. The two of them, sneaking off from work to make out in Amon's private office, sharing Amon's bed at night, chatting over meaningless happy little nothings throughout the day. Amon hated to admit it, but he felt like he was in a simple teenage love that all of the movies went on about, but he was a grown man! He was certain that they were getting a bit too careless about the relationship and wanted to be more careful about things, but the risk made it all the more fun somehow. The thought of almost getting caught, the rush he got from that, he thrived on it, it was like the rallies, a necessary evil. If the city didn't have the rallies, it would fall apart, but what fun was that to do legally? And if he didn't have Korra, he would fall apart and in turn the city would fall apart, the fact that he shouldn't have been able to have her just made it even better somehow. He blinked for the first time in a long time as he stared at Korra who was sitting across from him, busily eating.
"What?" Korra asked looking up from her cheesesteak. Amon had been looking at her for the past 10 minutes only blinking now.
"We need to be more careful," Amon sighed chewing clinking his spoon into his now empty soup bowl.
"Why?" Korra questioned, before ripping another huge chunk out of her meal. Amon never ceased to be amused by her vigor for eating, it made even disgusting food look appetizing… sort of.
He looked around the buzzing food court they had gone to for lunch and sighed heavily, sitting back in his chair and crossing his arms over his chest.
"There's a man walking towards this table now, he's a journalist, he will come over and ask how I am. He will look at you, note that you're beautiful, but very young, putting an emphasis on how young you are. He'll think he's found a scoop." Amon said low enough for Korra, and only Korra to hear.
Korra was just about to laugh and tell him he was being paranoid when, " !" A voice called out behind them.
It was a geeky, lanky looking guy with a camera and thick glasses who came running up to them nearly tripping over himself as he did so.
"Hello, young man and you are?"
"Ohhh, I'm just a nobody reporter…" the man said looking down shyly at Amon.
"No one is nobody, just by existing you are a someone." Amon smiled nicely, anyone who didn't know him better would've thought the smile was genuine, Korra knew him better though.
"I'm Paul." The man smiled, shaking Amon's now outstretched hand wholeheartedly. He clearly had respect for Amon. His eyes flashed over to Korra. "Who is this lovely young lady?" Paul asked, emphasizing the young just as Amon said he would.
"Ah, she's an intern at my office, she left her wallet at home so I told her I would pay for her. Why? Interested?" Amon laughed flashing another fake smile.
"Oh!" Paul blushed fiercely, "N-no, I could never ask out someone so pretty.." he stammered before fumbling for his camera, "Do you mind if I take a picture?"
"Of me or of my assistant?" Amon joked before standing up, "If it's of me I'm afraid I'll have to decline as i have a meeting to get too." he picked up his empty tray of food, "I'll be going now, it was nice to meet you Paul. See you later Miss. Korra." Amon said briefly before walking off leaving Korra and Paul at the table.
"S-so, d-do you mind taking a picture with me?" Paul asked.
"Yes, I do." Korra grumbled before getting up herself and walking off. She was throughly pissed that Amon had just left her! And with the weirdo journalist at that! So being careful was one thing, but to just ditch her! He had some nerve! He would pay for that later… Korra froze where she stood as her eyes landed on someone that she almost didn't recognize.
A hooded figure stood further off in the back of the building handing out flyers so subtly, that Korra almost didn't see it. Someone would walk by casually cross their arms and they'd walk off holding a flyer in the hand closest to him that Korra was sure wasn't there before they passed him. Though it took much straining of her eyes, Korra recognized that the man was none other than Mako.
"What are you doing here?" Korra asked storming over to him.
"Korra!" he hissed. Blood red baggy eyes shot up to meet her. He looked terrible, he hand't shaved his face and a stubble was gracing his features, he looked exhausted and even thinner than she remembered him.
"Everyone's worried about you! Asami, Bolin, myself, hell even Tahno seemed worried, what the hell are you doing?!" Korra demanded.
"Look, Korra, don't get involved okay? Take a step in this world and you might not like it?" He warned before pulling his jacket to his body and turning to walk away, "Don't look for me again Korra, I'm warning you." He cautioned. Korra watched in shock as he stormed away. A small sheet of paper floated down from his coat and she scurried to pick it up before anyone else could.
'Rally tonight, be there to join in on the turning point of the revolution, or be mowed down by the revolution.' the flyer read. Korra could feel her jaw drop, just what had Mako gotten himself into?
She looked up to chase him, but he had already disappeared into the crowd. She knew she had to get back to work, but she needed to let Asami and the others know what was going on…
Without another though, Korra shoved the flyer into the pocket of her jacket before dashing back towards Amon's business at breakneck speed. She flew through the building and knocked hurriedly on the meeting door she knew he would be in.
He answered the door with a strained face, the meeting must have been very important, but he spoke very calmly. "I am very busy now, can this wait." Upon seeing the flustered look on her face, his irritant dropped and he was instantly concerned. "What's wrong, Korra?" He asked, "Did that punk, Paul do something?" He demanded, blood boiling now.
"No, no, it's nothing like that… I just, I have an emergency and I have to go, I had to let you know, I'm going now." she turned to walk but he grabbed her shoulder and stopped her.
"What is it?" he asked truly worried about her.
"I-I can't explain." she stammered averting his worried gaze, "It's something I have to take care of."
He wanted to lash out and demand to know, he wanted to know just what was so important that she couldn't tell him, until he remembered everyone had their secrets, especially him. Who was he to get upset if she hid a few things?
"Go to my office, in the top draws of my desk you'll find my back up cell phone. The number to my personal phone is in there, take it in case something bad happens, and you need me." he looked her dead in the eyes, a look of concern etched on his face. She nodded once before taking off down the hall.
Amon took a deep breath to regain his composure before putting on a relaxed smile and going back to his meeting. "Sorry, the intern has a family emergency, and felt the need to ask me for permission to leave," he chuckled as the men laughed as well.
"Well, she sure was a pretty little thing, well behaved too if she felt the need to ask the boss to leave rather than just leaving. Hell, she should switch places with my wife, that woman has no common courtesy anymore!" the older gentleman joked. Amon laughed but knew that had this man not been doing business with him, Amon would have decked him.
"Anyway, where were we, gentleman?" Amon asked, to get back to business before another comment about Korra was made and he really had to punch someone.
Korra flew down the street like a bat out of hell, nearly mowing down anyone in her way as she made it to Tenzin's dojo, ignoring the people cursing at her for doing so. She exploded into the dojo, face red from running, out of breath and desperate to help her friend.
"Mako's in trouble!" She huffed as she ran through the doors.
"Whoa, whoa what?" Tahno, the only person manning the front asked.
"T-the rally! M-Mako is!" Korra huffed, but she couldn't catch her breath.
"What about the rallies? Hold on, you look like you're going to keel over, sit down and catch your breath, I'll get you some water or something." Tahno offered already walking to get the water, but Korra grabbed his arm and stopped him.
"No time," she said finally regaining her breath, "M-mako is a part of the rallies now, I saw him handing out flyers all secretively and stuff! He told me not to get involved like he would hurt me if i did! Mako isn't like that, I think he's in serious trouble." Korra fished around in her pocket and showed Tahno the flyer, "look at it!"
Tahno quickly read the flyer before sighing heavily. "You're right, he probably is in trouble, he's risking going down a bad path." Tahno handed her the flyer before turning and walking towards the kitchen in the back.
"I know!" She agreed, following him, "That's why we have to go and help him!"
Tahno turned and quirked an eyebrow up at her, "He chose to get into that trouble, no one forced him. You've been to a rally, you know how bad they can get and based on this flyer it seems like tonight will be even worse!" Tahno turned and opened the nearly bare fridge, "I am not throwing myself into danger for anyone." he snorted, taking a swig from a water bottle he found in the fridge.
"You did for me not that long ago! What's the difference?!" Korra demanded.
Tahno almost spit his water out and turned his back to her as he felt his face go hot, "There's a big dammed difference!" He yelled. "Besides, he did chose to do this, even Bolin and Asami have come to understand that, they're sad about it, but they don't wait up for him anymore or look for him. He chose to leave here and no one but him can do anything about it!"
"If we just talked to him I thin-"
"We all tried that! We talked to him and he wanted none of it!" Tahno exploded, turning back to face Korra, "Why do you even care so much!? His own girlfriend is even at terms with the fact that he's long gone!" Korra stared at him in shock, "Ohhhh, or is it because he was your first love?" he watched as Korra stammered around for a snarky remark, to no avail, "You thought no one could tell? I know the look of someone looking at someone they love, or used to love, Koh-rah. You have quite a few people looking at you like that now, don't you?"
Korra felt the blood drain from her face, did he know about her and Amon? "W-what do you mean by that?"
"If you don't know than it's probably better anyway." Tahno leaned back against the fridge and went on drinking his water, "When are you leaving your bosses house?"
Korra's hands felt clammy, he totally knew something was up, "I-I don't have anywhere else to go, I'll stay there as long as I'm needed." she said, hoping her face wasn't betraying her horror.
"Hah! You're never going to leave then, punk."
"Why do you say that?" Korra asked, trying to get him to talk more so she could figure out just how much he knew.
"No reason. Just be careful around that boss of yours. His intentions might not be as pure as you think," Tahno went on gravely before pushing off the fridge and heading back towards the front.
"Amon is a pure and honest man, no way he likes a kid like me!" Korra insisted.
Tahno stopped halfway down the narrow hallway and turned to face her, with cold eyes. "Korra, I know things." she watched in shock as the water bottle fell from his hand and he smacked his hands on either side of her head, trapping her there, "I know you forget, but I'm also a man, and I know what men like, you are quite likable, and I'm beyond certain your boss sees that." Korra's mind was sending off a thousand red alerts but she was frozen in shock as his ice blue eyes locked onto her own,"This is making you uncomfortable isn't it?" Korra's shell shocked brain managed to allow her to nod. Tahno smirked before dropping his hands to his sides "Then stop being so damn naive before you end up in an uncomfortable situation with him, stupid! Don't think he won't do something like that, just to make you question if you like him or not! Then you'll end up being jail bait and he'll be another creepy old guy as far as everyone's concerned." Tahno picked up the water bottle, "And forget about Mako will you? You're not his type anyway, saving him won't change that, let him mess up and learn that mob life isn't for him. I learned that the hard way and I turned out fine."
The shock and horror were expelled from Korra's body as she remembered that she'd come there for Mako. "You're a creep! And if you tell me to forget the people important to me, then who the hell do I count on you idiot! I don't have time for your nonsense!" Korra yelled, pushing him away from her with all of her might before storming down the hall and out of the building. If no one cared enough about Mako to help her, she'd do it herself!
"Well, maybe me?" Tahno sighed as he watched her leave and shrugged, "Anyway I gave it my best shot, I hope she heeds the advice." he sighed, "All of it."
Korra stormed to the address on the paper to where the rally was to take place and scanned the buzzing crowd for Mako, with no luck. The rally was at another abandoned warehouse and twice as many people, if possible, were at this rally than the last one.
"Mako!" She called out, but her voice was drowned by all of the noise. She was shoved and pushed until she was smack dab in the middle of the crowd, struggling to find Mako. Far off across the building, she could see him now, he was standing, face filled with immense anticipation for what the masked man would be saying.
Korra was trying to make her way to him, when suddenly, the lights flickered out and only the stage lights were left on. "Ladies and Gentleman of this city!" the voice of the masked man boomed. The crowd was suddenly still, all breathing almost in unison as they anticipated his words. Korra could feel it, something in the air was different than the last rally, something big was happening.
"Tonight will be the last of these rallies," The man boomed over the microphone, "You all who have stayed with me to see a change, tonight will begin the revolution! Not the law, not the few who oppose us, no one can stop us if we all work together, to bring this city down from the inside." Korra's heart nearly stopped.
"From today out, we, the simple folk who keep this city running smoothly, will take this city down from the inside!" His hand shot up and Korra could see a small vial there, filled with a green liquid. "This is bug, it can transmit information from the biggest most powerful men in town. Men at the doors all have vials, if you so chose to take this next step in the revolution, you will take a vial, put it on or in the vicinity of a politician, a public figure, anyone in charge of this place, put it somewhere were we can get the information we need. The first step of our plan is to listen and collect information, we will find enough about them being corrupt and then force it into the media as our first step in changing this city. We will be anonymous and precise while doing so and together we can being to lead this city and nation to a better place, are you with me?!" The man yelled pumping his fist up into the air as the crowd exploded into cheers.
"Oh no no no." Korra mumbled to herself, all she could think of was Amon. What if someone bugged him? They would find out about her and he'd become another old creepy guy just like Tahno said! This was bad. Korra whipped out the phone that Amon gave her and found his number at the top of the contact list. She was just about to hit send when she thought how upset he would be had he found out that she'd been at a rally. "Ugh, but I need to get out of here!" she grumbled as the crowd bounced her back and looked through the contacts finding business men, a few women's numbers she would inquire about later and to her shock, Tarrloks number. After how weird he was acting before, she was thinking calling him probably wasn't the best idea… Ugh her only choice was to call Amon and face his wrath.
She put the phone to her ear, clutching it for dear life, knowing that if it fell from her hands it was going to be trampled by the crowd. It rung over and over and she held her breath hoping he would pick up with no avail. She called two more times but he didn't pick up, suddenly she was scared, worried she might get into more trouble than she expected by being here. The crowds were getting rowdy, some were getting violent, and Korra wanted none of it. With shaking hands she did what she had to do, she called Tarrlok. It rang once before she heard a groggy voice answer, "I am not in the mood for this Noatak, I don't want to speak to yo-"
"Noatak? This is Korra, I'm using A-amon's phone." Korra whimpered into the phone, hands shaking as she watched the crowd cheering for the masked man who she had nearly forgotten was still speaking.
"K-korra! What do you need?" He questioned, bolting upright on his couch.
"I'm sorry to ask, but I can't get through to Amon, I-I got stuck at another rally, trying to help a friend… I can't figure out how to get out of here and things are getting really serious." She went on eyes darting around for anyone that might cause her trouble.
"What part of town?" he asked, and she quickly told him, "Okay, I'll be there in 10 minutes, just try to get outside if you can, okay?"
"Okay." Korra nodded. She looked around for a clear path to the door, but there was none, she was going to have to make her own way. Taking a deep breath, Korra pushed and shoved her way through the adrenaline induced crowd who pushed against her. She was almost to the door when she felt a man's hand fall down heavily on her shoulder.
"Get off!" She screamed, yanking his hand off of her.
"Ohhh, fire in this one's eyes, why do you leave so early, young one?" The man asked, the man was homeless, she knew the look, he was slightly deranged, she could see it in his cold, empty eyes.
"I have somewhere to be!" Korra protested, smacking the man's hand away from her again.
"Oi! He's just being friendly, little girl!" A man next to him chimed in with a mischievous smile, "What's wrong with being friendly?" The man asked grabbing her wrist, while the first man grabbed her other wrist. She struggled against them, but as some people around her saw what was happening, they joined in, not letting her escape. She screamed at the top of her lungs as they dragged her towards a dark corner in the back of the building. She was terrified, she knew where this was going and she didn't like it at all, she just wanted to go home!
From where Amon stood on stage he heard a very familiar voice, yelling and screaming. He could barely hear it over all of the noise, but it was there. He scanned the crowd as he spoke before spotting the source of the scream. His heart fell into his shoes as he saw Korra being dragged to a dark corner of the warehouse by two men, "You there! You scum with the girl in the back!" Amon boomed over the microphone. The crowd stopped cheering and began to look around in shock. Amon walked off the stage as the people parted for him. He walked briskly to the back of the building to get to them, thinking of all of the ways he would injure those men that were hurting her. He finally reached them in time to find them pulling at her clothes in a futile attempt to get them off, but she was fighting back so hard that they couldn't. "Stay still!" One of the men yelled, lifting his fist.
"No." Amon seethed, grabbing the man's fist in mid air, watching me man turn to face him in shock, "You stay still." He then punched the man in the face so hard he felt the man's nose and jaw bone shatter through his thick gloves. The man fell to the floor as the other man tried to scurry away, but was caught by Amon. "We don't need scum like you at these rallies. We're here to stop the upper class from taking advantage of us, yet you try to take advantage of her? You are worse than politicians." Amon yelled, kicking the man swiftly in the stomach, watching him crumple to the ground. "If I see either of you around here again, I will kill you." He hissed, watching the men limp off out of the building as quickly as they could.
Amon then turned to face Korra. His heart broke, she had a black eye and was crying, looking disheveled and highly upset, but he was glad he got there in time to help her before things really got bad. "Are you okay?" He asked offering him a hand, but she pushed his hand away, much to his surprise.
"Get away! You coward, hiding behind that mask and voice disguiser while you threaten to kill someone, acting like a hero. You're worse than those creeps you know. Asking all of these people to risk their jobs and livelihoods by planting those bugs of yours… They don't have a mask to hide behind like you!" She yelled, getting to her feet. "You make me sick." She hissed brushing past him and to the people around him began to question what they were even doing there upon hearing her speak, began wondering why he never showed his face, "I will show my face in time, it ill be the final blow to taking the city down. I will not allow any of you to go without if you do lose your jobs. You are my people, and I will take care of you." He explained, quickly calming them again. He sighed, as he headed back to the stage, just a few words from her almost brought months of work tumbling down for him… What was she doing there anyway? Was she really okay? Ugh, he was going to have to call Tarrlok to get her really quickly. After smelling his cologne practically oozing from Korra the last time he came to visit her, Amon really didn't want Tarrlok anywhere near her… but desperate times…
Korra stormed out of the building fighting back tears and shaking. "Korra?" A voice called a bit further off, she looked up to see Tarrlok sitting in the back seat of a car across the street. "Oh my god." she could hear him saying as he climbed out of the car, "What happened?" He asked running over to her and getting a better look at her.
"I went to look for my friend, he's really wrapped up in these rallies and I was worried… So I called you, but then on my way to the door some guys grabbed me and tried to…" She stopped, "They couldn't do anything, the leader of the rallies stopped them, he's just as much of a coward, hiding behind his mask." She sniffled, "I just don't want to be here anymore." She was on the verge of tears.
"Let's go." Tarrlok frowned looking at how upset she was , escorting her to the car.
She sat silently as the car rolled along, glassy eyes fixed on the window. "Amon's going to be upset that I went to a rally." She sighed.
"I'm sure he's be more upset that someone hurt you. You both seem quite close after all." Tarrlok replied lightly.
"I don't know." she sighed. She turned and looked at Tarrlok and noticed for the first time that he also looked quite disheveled. His usually braided hair was hanging loose down his back, his eyes looked tired and he reeked of booze.
"Are you okay?" She asked wrinkling her nose at the smell of booze.
"I'm fine." He replied, sitting up straighter now, and trying to look more together then he felt.
"Liar." She huffed, turning away from him again.
"Maybe, either way, this is about you not me. I'm not the one with the black eye." he huffed.
"Right." Korra hummed. And then to his surprise, she started crying. "I was really scared, honestly." she hiccuped. "H-he didn't even pick up when I called! I didn't even have anyone who could come get me!" she hugged her knees to her body, nearly hyperventilating as she cried.
"Pull over driver, I think she needs some fresh air." Tarrok instructed.
Korra burst out of the limo before the vehicle even fully stopped and took a deep breath, trying to calm herself. She wanted to run, she wanted to scream, she wanted the feeling of impending doom that was looming in her heart to go away. Things between her and Amon were good, but with people bugging things, with Tahno catching onto them, she was terrified she might lose him.
She took Amon's phone from her pocket again and tried calling him, not shocked when there was no answer… he must have been sneaking around at night again...
"Are you going to be okay?" Korra jumped upon feeling Tarrlok's hand on her shoulder, and he immediately moved in away, "Sorry."
"It's okay." She sniffled turning to face him, "I just have a lot in my mind." She sighed, slumping down from stress and exhaustion.
"I'll take you home right now. You should rest."
"I know." she smiled bitterly, she was nervous to see Amon. She knew he was a good guy, but how would he react to her being injured and all? She needed to be somewhere neutral, with everything on her mind being at Amon's estate would be.
"Tarrlok?" She asked looking up at him, "I'm sorry to ask but can I spend the night at your place again. I promise I won't make it a habit, but Amon's been having company over lately and their talking keeps me up at night." she lied.
Tarrlok wanted to say yes, hoping she didn't see how happy he was to have her visiting. He then thought of how messy the place had been for the past week. Since leaving Amon's place, he sent away the cleaning staff and had yet to call them back and was only drinking and breaking things in his sorrow; the place was a disaster. "I-I don't know if that's a good idea… my place is a bit messy." he sighed rubbing his forehead in disbelief that he was turning her away.
"You remember where I grew up. Do you really think a mess would bother me?" Korra asked, with a small smirk.
"I-I guess not." Tarrlok chuckled lightly, looking up to meet eyes with her. His stomach flip-flopped the second they met eyes and he almost thought he'd blush or something… he wasn't sure if it was all of the booze he had been drinking or Korra's hold on him, it was probably both.
"Thanks, you're a pretty good guy. Maybe even a friend." She grinned weakly before giving him a brief friendly hug and turning to head back to the car. It took everything in him to be able to let her go. He jut wanted her around, as long as he could have her. Sure at first he just wanted to take her to his bed, but as time past through just their brief encounters…. he wasn't sure anymore, he wasn't sure he had the confidence to kiss her as he so readily was planning to do before, or to hold onto her a little bit longer when she just hugged him. He didn't have the confidence to pursue her because she was unforgiving, she would remember if he hurt her or betrayed the people she loved, she was real, she mattered, and he didn't have the confidence to miss out on or lose someone that mattered. Not yet, but she had just called him a friend. It took him a long time, but he had gone from being a scumbag in her book, to a friend, he had finally leveled up and that was enough for him. For now.
After what seemed like forever, the rally finally ended. Amon stormed backstage and whipped his phone from his pocket. He cringed as he saw how many missed calls he had from Korra. There was no way she was okay, and no way she would just dismiss him not answering as nothing, not after he had to time and time again make up excuses for his sneaking out at night. He was in hot water.
Taking a deep breath, Amon dialed Korra and waited for her to answer.
"Hello?"
"Tarrlok?!" Amon strained not to yell as his followers cleaned up around him.
"Oh hello, how can i help you?" Tarrlok was grinning from ear to ear, even when he was depressed beyond belief, he could never give up a chance to mess with his older brother
"Why are you answering this phone?" Amon hissed.
"Well, Korra was asleep and as I was leaving the guest room I saw her phone lighting up. She isn't feeling well so I didn't want to disturb her, I thought I could at lest handle you for her."
"Don't get in the way brother. I know you are harboring your sick feelings for Korra, but she is not a toy and I will not allow you to try and take her away!" Amon was hissing, sweating under his mask in rage as he paced back and forth, anxiously. He tried not to explode when he heard Tarrlok scoff in reply. "What is so damn funny?" he hissed into the phone, wishing he could take the damned mask off.
"You called my feelings for Korra sick? What about your feelings for her? Is it the age difference that makes me sick? Because as I recall, you're older than me! And as if I don't know you two are dating, it's beyond obvious, so tell me brother what exactly make your feelings so pure?"
"I need her you bastard. She keeps me sane, she is a great person and I care about that person, I don't just want a quick fuck like you do!"
"See, there's where you're wrong brother. I care about the person she is, I wouldn't even dare lay a hand on her because I give a shit about her feelings. You on the other hand want her because you need her? What if she no longer wants you? You're selfish need would'nt let her leave now would it? You wouldn't know how to. I would. I let go of father when he decided to leave mom and I, I let go of mother after she killed herself, struck with all of the loss that she endured, and I let go of you, the person who was the catalyst for the other two people I lost. The person who caused father to leave, the person who caused mother to die, the only person I thought I had left, I let go of!" Tarrlok boomed over the phone. "I don't have a mother, a father, a brother, and was forced to go down this path in life, because of Amon. Amon took everything away. Can't I just take one thing from him?"
"No." Amon replied coldly. Maybe all of that was his fault, but it no longer mattered, not anymore, this was here and now and Korra was most important to him. Tarrlok was mistaken if he thought his words would change that."That may have happened, but I don't keep my eyes on the past, the future is what I concern myself with and Korra will be a part of my future, not yours."
"Are you really going to make me do this?"
"Do what?" Amon snapped, getting increasingly irritated with Tarrlok.
"I've been snooping around since the first time I saved Korra from being hurt at the rallies. It was too odd that you'd call me to get her if you knew where Korra was, whether you had a previous engagement or not. So I asked around." Tarrlok smirked, Amon was dead silent on the other end, in shock that his brother may have know too much, "I asked around and found out no one knew who he was or anything about him, but his patterns all match up with free time in your schedule, what he's fighting for is everything your passionate about, and he's really good at hiding who he i, which means unlike the poor folk coming to those rallies, he had something to lose, money, face, definitely one of those. I know all of the high class people in this town and the only ones that would fight for the poor rather than just talk about doing it would be either you or me, and sure I might steal some money from a few companies and donate it here and there, but I sure as hell am not running those rallies, brother."
Amon took a deep breath and sighed, he was caught. Of course, he figured someone would figure him out, but he planned to call in some people to make them disappear had that happened, he never thought Tarrlok would figure it out, and even if he did, Amon never fathomed that Tarrlok would even have any reason to care! Amon may have been a cold man and he may have looked to the future, but he was very aware that he was in fact the reason for his wicked father leaving and his mother dying, and he couldn't deal with being the end of the only blood relative he had left in this world. "What do you want? A trophy? I'm doing it for this city." Amon groaned heavily over the phone.
"Oh I understand. You want this city, maybe to make it for the better, but I want this city too, and the way I look at it, you can't have both, brothers share right? If you get the red crayon I'll take the blue and all that. So I say, if you want Korra, fine, take her you can both leave and live on some tropical island sipping coconuts, and I'll stay focused only on taking this city by storm and you will stop your rallies immediately…"
"But?" Amon asked, dreading what he was sure Tarrlok was about to say.
"But, if you want the city, to make a change here from the inside, you let go of Korra immediately. She'll stay with me, I'll leave politics and this city for you, and you'll never see me or her again."
"As if she'd leave with you, she hates you!" Amon hissed infuriated that he couldn't find a loophole.
"She called me her friend today, Amon. I'm not an asshole around her, and not because I'm trying to, but because when it get's down to it, she just brings out a better side of me, Amon, a side I thought I lost. She likes that person enough to call me a friend, and if you give her up and she doesn't like me as anymore than that, then I won't push it. I won't make a move on her, I'll just be there for her as a friend and I'd be fine with that."
"You act as if I couldn't do the same for her." Amon seethed.
"I never said you couldn't." Tarrlok sighed looking around his messy house that Korra didn't even mind! "Anyway, I'll drop her off tomorrow, and after that you have two weeks to give me your decision and if you don't I'll expose you as the man behind the mask."
"Tarrlok, listen you-" The line went dead. "ARGH!" Amon yelled, slamming his phone into the ground. He was seeing red. He wanted it all; he wanted Korra, he wanted the city, he wanted his comfortable life, he wanted his company, he wanted his brother to stay his brother, but know his place. Who was Tarrlok to take that away from him?! He was going to find a way around this, he had to! He wasn't going to lose a damn thing if he could help it
Tarrlok made his way to Korra's room to put the phone back next to her dresser with a smile playing lightly on his face as he switched it to silent and placed it down on the bedside table. He smiled even deeper looking over at how wildly she was sleeping, he feet and arms kicked out in all directions. Tarrlok knew there was no way the ever so logical Amon could give up something he had been working on so long for the city, he would have to give up Korra. Though Amon would hate him, he was sure it would be for the best. His brother had a way of hurting the people closest to him, Korra would be best kept away from someone like that anyway. Tarrlok, strolled over and carefully placed a chaste kiss on Korra's forehead, mindful about avoiding the bruising. "Soon, you won't have to suffer because of my stupid brother's pet projects anymore." he sighed looking over her bruised face with a frown, "I already gave him a two weeks notice."
I feel so damn bad writing Tarrlok the way I did (I never expected him to become so meaningful or even important to the story (I don't plan when I write… what's going to happen in each chapter is as much as a surprise to me as it is to you guys)), I think I want to do like a short spinoff for poor Tarrlok, but I'm not sure if that would go over well or not, but if anyone real wants a spinoff I'd be glad to make one. _ anyway thanks for reading






*Chapter 18*: One for the road
Chapter 18
Was A Good Day
No clue why I had such bad writers block, I wrote this over like 3 times before it made sense...
Korra awoke in the night, face throbbing and hands gropping for anything that looked familiar. "W-where am I?" ornately decorated walls were all around her, a large window looking out over an unfamiliar place, and oh, how her head was killing her, "Where am I?" She demanded now, screaming in a panic as she tried to get to her feet in the dark, "Amon?!" She called out now, desperately holding her head, "Amon, where are you?" she looked around, hoping, praying that he would walk into the dark room and turn the lights on, give her a big kiss and tell her everything would be okay.
"Relax, Korra! It's okay just calm down!" A voice was telling her, but she couldn't see him, she couldn't see anyone, it was too dark.
"Who are you?" she sobbed trying to make out the face in the darkness.
"It's me, Korra. It's only me, just Tarrlok." He replied softly as he came closer to Korra, slowly, as not to scare her, "It's only me." he repeated.
Korra squinted as her eyes began to adjust to the darkness, "O-oh, I'm at your place.. I must have forgotten, sorry… I'm just… just a little confused at the moment."
"That's perfectly alright." Tarrlok smiled gently, as sat next to her on the bed. His smile fell off of his face as he looked at her now. She looked totally distraught, she was still holding her head in pain rocking gently, eyes barely open even as she was looking at him. Something was terribly wrong. "Korra, what's the matter?" he asked now, voice full of concern.
I-I don't know, it's my head, it was hurting earlier, but it's killing me now, I-I slept a bit, but the pain… the pain woke me up!" she cried, face scrunched up in agony.
"Let me see." Tarrlok went on gently, watching patiently as she slowly moved her hands from the side of her head. It was very very swollen, he didn't know how he hadn't noticed before! He was so busy plotting on his brother, that he hadn't even noticed her discomfort, he could've kicked himself for that. "What happened?" he breathed sadly, "Your head is very swollen."
"I-I guess when those men at the rally pushed me to the ground, when they tried to… I guess I hit my head on the floor." she paused a beat, a single tear dripping down her face, "Tarrlok, it really hurts, I'm a bit afraid." she admitted stammered.
"I'm taking you to the hospital, right now Korra." Tarrlok boomed, scooping her up into his arms, he didn't miss the was she flinched at his touch, as if she were afraid, "I won't hurt you, Korra, let me help." he assured her softly, as she nodded. Then he was moving, flying down the stairs and to the garage. He was furious, but he kept it composed for her sake. Amon and his stupid rallies did this. The stupid selfish rallies were the reason that this amazing young lady was now whimpering in fear of being touched, and crying in pain. Whether his brother wanted to let go of Korra or not, he couldn't help but wonder that if he did choose Korra over the city, what new pain he would bring to her life, and what new fears she would develop because of him.
Tarrlok helped Korra into the backseat of his car before running around to the front seat and peeling out of the driveway. City lights blinked by in a flash, buildings blurred into each other as he sped on far past the speed limit to the hospital while Korra whimpered in pain in the back seat. He was seething thinking about his brother and the pain he caused the people around him, seething that he was always left to pick up his older brother's pieces just to be left with nothing but the ashes of what once was when it hit him. He never had anything important but himself, and not that long ago, he was destroying himself all by himself. The drinking, the random hookups, the career and livelihood risking moves he made, all destroyed him slowly… if that's what he did to himself with no one else to blame, just what would he do to Korra? he wondered somberly. The hospital came into view and Tarrlok shook the thought from his head, surely, nothing could be worse than his brother, right?
The doctors immediately rushed Korra inside, worried about her condition,while Tarrlok stayed behind to call Amon and inform him that he was at the hospital with Korra.
"What do you mean the emergency room?" Amon demanded, running for to the door in his pajamas.
"I mean, she got hurt at the rally she said some guys pushed her down, I didn't know how badly she was hurt until she woke up screaming, I had to bring her to the E.R." Tarrlok sighed, sitting down in the waiting area, rubbing his forehead tiredly.
"I'm on my way, I know the hospital, I'll be there shortly." Amon said sternly before ending the call. He stormed down the stairs, past Nina and Lue who both were coming to see what the yelling was about, out the door and to his car before speeding to the hospital. He was furious, he was going to get the scum who hurt her, he would track them down and end them if he had to! And he would! But through his anger a little voice in the back of his head was blaming him. Blaming him for getting upset that Korra was not trusting him fully because they both knew he was hiding something, blaming him for starting the rallies in the first place, blaming him for not getting to her sooner that night. blaming him for everything that ever went wrong. He wondered, only for a moment, whether it would be better to send her away with Tarrlok. After all, Tarrlok said it himself, he would drop everything and leave with her, he wasn't absolutely positive that he could do the same. The hospital came into view and Amon dropped the thought, he knew when the time came, he would do what he had to, what he knew was best in the long run.
"You've arrived." Tarrlok said, getting to his feet as Amon rushed into the E.R. Tarrlok was shocked to see Amon in his pajamas, eyes tired and wild, full of concern, full of anger. Tarrlok could see it, he really did care for Korra, maybe even more than he knew.
"Where is she, is she okay? Have they told you anything?" Tarrlok was assaulted with a barrage of Amon's questions all of which he answered, 'I'm not sure'.
"We both have to wait and see." Tarrlok sighed, sitting down in the stiff hospital chair. Amon looked at Tarrlok who was looking quite disturbed by everything, by Korra being hurt, perhaps even from not noticing her pain sooner. Amon, for a split second, recognized that for the first time in a very long time, they had something in common; Korra. Reluctantly, Amon sat down next to Tarrlok.
"This is my fault." Amon sighed, dropping his head, "I should've been more diligent." Tarrlok was shocked to see his brother letting down his defenses, for once, accepting the blame.
"It's just as much my fault, I was so busy fussing over taking her from you, I didn't even see her suffering right in front of me." Tarrlok sighed, slumping as well.
Amon let out a dark laugh, "I've done that as well." he went on, with no further explanation, but they both knew what he meant. His innate ability to cause pain to the others around him and never even know how much he was hurting them, for the first time, he saw it. He saw it, and for the first time in so long, he felt afraid. He was so very afraid, to break the one stream of light that poured in through a crack in a wall to bring light into his dark world, so scared to lose Korra.
"Are you the man that came with that girl, Korra?" A doctor asked, getting both of their attentions.
"Is she okay?" They asked in unison getting to their feet on the blink of an eye. "S-she's fine." The doctor stammered a bit caught off guard by their sudden movement, "She has a mild concussion and scratches and bruises all over her, but nothing too series, but we will keep her overnight, just in case." The doctor said. Tarrlok let out a sigh of relief, but Amon could see there was something else the man wanted to say.
"What else?" Amon demanded
"Well we've looked this girl up, the last record we have of her was when she was four. I remembered seeing her on the news years ago. Little Korra whose parents were killed right in front of her, but she was never found." shock flickered across Tarrlok's face as the doctor spoke, he knew none of that, "How odd it is," the doctor went on, "That the first time she turns up in all these years, she is with the respectable and the politician Tarrlok. I wouldn't even have thought you two knew each other." They could hear suspicion in the doctor' voice.
"Are you trying to accuse us of some ill doing?!" Tarrlok demanded incredulously "if you saw a young lady in trouble would you have just let her be, in the middle of the night, alone?! I was on a drive when I saw her and helped her, is that a crime?!"
"Well, no… but what about , he's have no reason to be here." the doctor insisted.
"Hmm? Oh, I was on my way to meet Tarrlok when he called and told me what happened and to meet him here." Amon lied cooly, as the doctor stared at them, disbelievingly.
"Really? You went to meet Tarrlok, who is in his pajamas, somewhere, in your own pajamas?" The doctor questioned.
"SO WHAT? YOU'VE NEVER WANTED TO HAVE A DAMMED SLUMBER PARTY? I was never allowed to have them as a kid, and he was the only person kind enough to agree to it, now can you go do your job as a dammed doctor and stop playing detective? A patient might need you or something!" Tarrlok exploded, face red with anger. The entire room went silent and stared at the before the doctor looked at him as if he were crazy before shuffling out of sight.
Tarrlok took a few breaths to calm down before slumping back down in the chair. Upon his sitting down, everyone went back to what they were doing.
"Oh god." Amon sighed, sitting next to Tarrlok, "A slumber party? Of all of the- Can you imagine what tomorrow's headlines will read? 'Tarrlok's slumber party with Amon; How it ends at the E.R in P.J's'"
"Well, I was just angry, I don't know it just came out! It wasn't even a real lie, I wasn't allowed to have slumber parties, mom would've killed us, remember?" Tarrlok groaned, thinking how bad it would be if that really was the headline.
"But still! Of all of the excuses, you come up with that, crap?" Tarrlok expected Amon to yell or be upset even, but now as he looked over, he saw he was laughing. Amon, his brother was truly laughing for the first time he'd seen since they were children. Tarrlok wasn't sure what it was, but the next thing he knew, he was laughing too. They both laughed like madmen for a few minutes before calming down.
"Ohhhhh." Amon chuckled, trying to end his laughing fit, "At least if that is the headline, no one will even think to include the bit about Korra."
"Indeed." Tarrlok agreed with a smile.
"It's been awhile since we laughed together, Tarrlok." Amon went on lightly, staring off at nothing in particular.
"It has. I wish we could've done it more often."
"As do I." Amon thought of the day he left home, the day he left Tarrlok in his father alone in the frozen tundra, tired of his father beating them, tired of the endless training he forced them to do. Yakone, their father, wanted them to own this city, and the world from the underbelly and he trained them endlessly so that they one day could. He taught them how to fight, how to kill, how to lie, basically he taught them how to lose their own humanity. Tarrlok was a kind kid, never could do that heartless stuff well, but Amon as a child, was skilled at anything he did, logical, not very emotional, until the day Yakone hit Tarrlok so hard that the snow was stained with his blood. Amon snapped all those years ago, knocked their father down and left asking Tarrlok to come with him. Tarrlok wanted to stay for their mother's sake… he should've made Tarrlok leave with him. Maybe then, Tarrlok wouldn't have seen their father leave, or their mother die… maybe then, this rift between them now, wouldn't exist.
Amon was just about to say everything on his mind, when he saw a familiar figure scuttling up to them.
"Mr. Amon!" The found man called out, camera in hand.
"What do you want Phillip." Tarrlok asked dryly.
"It's Paul." Paul scowled, "And I believe I was talking to here!" Paul beamed, patting Amon on the shoulder in friendly manner.
"Not to be rude, "Amon went on trying to be kind as to uphold his public image, "but I am sitting in an emergency room in my pajama's surely looking stressed. May I ask what made you think asking for a picture or interview would be a good idea?"
"Oh! I wasn't going to take picture or ask for an interview or anything, I just take this stuff everywhere just incase!" Paul smiled, putting his stuff away, "I only came over because I heard Korra's name and saw her go back. Is she okay? She looked injured." Paul frowned.
"You met her for maybe ten minutes at most, I'm sure your concern for her well being is not warranted. Sorry, Paul." Amon mustered all of his patience into that sentence.
"I know I know it's just." Paul looked around the room as if he was about to disclose top secret information, "Those rallies that spill into the street that are always on the news? I go to them, to hear the masked man speak, he's an inspiration! A bit off his rocker, but I think he means well…"
"The point is?" Tarrlok asked unimpressed.
"The point is, I saw her there, she was trying to leave, but these two men stopped her and pulled her into the corner… trying to… you know… do stuff… She got pretty messed up." Paul went on calmly, "They slammed her head into the floor and hit her and pulled at her clothes and hair, but before anything could happen, the masked man saved her." Paul said, impressed.
"And what did you do? Cower in the corner while they hurt her?" Amon hissed, "If you could watch that and do nothing, I am ashamed to have someone like you respect me enough to bother me two days in a row now. Get out of my sight." Amon went on voice full of anger. Paul looked shocked and looked over at Tarrlok who also looked at him disapprovingly.
"You heard Amon, beat it Patrick."
"It's, Paul…"
"I still don't care!" Tarrlok snorted, watching as Paul scampered off with his tail between his legs.
"How do you know that punk?" Amon asked, calming down.
"Oh, he followed me around for awhile, something about my crazy life outside of politics. I had some of my friends from the old days go pay him a visit. He knows not to look my way anymore now." Tarrlok explained, staring up at the clock ticking on the wall, "What about you, he's been bugging you lately?"
"He was asking about Korra the other day." Amon felt around his pajama collar and pulled off a small chip before throwing it to the ground and crushing it, "He's curious so he bugged me, they were handed out at the rally, you might want to look out for these. The rebels are collecting intel for a bigger plan, bugging the higher ups is the way to do it."
Tarrlok shook his head, "Just what are you planning?"
"I can't tell you that. Just watch out for these." Amon replied slipping the remains of the device into his pocket.
Tarrlok asked no more, afraid to break what was left of the familial moment they were having before Paul showed up, instead they both just looked up at the clock in silence, neither knowing what else they could say. They just watched as the hands went around and around the face of the clock just thinking for hours. Thinking about what was going to happen next, about Korra, about themselves, thinking about how things could've been, should've been, just thinking, until they finally went to go see Korra, just as the sun was beginning to rise.
They entered the room Korra was in slowly, both not sure how they would react to seeing her injured. Not sure how to react to feeling that it was partially their fault. They both nearly cringed upon seeing bandaged head and bruised gently smiling face.
"Hey, why are you two in your pajamas? You two had a sleepover without me or something?" She joked, clearly trying to lift the frowns that set on their faces as they entered the room.
"Something like that." Amon forced a smile as he walked over and sat at the foot of her bed leaving Tarrlok standing in the doorway, watching enviously at the way her hands flew out to grab Amon's hand and her face lit up upon seeing him. "Are you okay?" Amon asked, true concern tangled in his tone. "I'm okay." She smiled weakly, but he could tell she was still shaken.
Tarrlok almost thought to leave. No one was paying him much mind, and he was beginning to wonder if he even had a chance to make his way into her heart. He almost left until he thought about it; he'd only have as much as a chance as he made for himself.
"We were really worried Korra." Tarrlok chimed in, now crossing the room and sitting on the foot of her bed across from where Amon sat and grabbing her other hand, "I should've paid better attention and took you straight to the hospital!". Amon threw him an angry look while Korra only looked at him slightly confused for a brief moment before smiling gently at Tarrok, much to his relief.
"It's okay, I should've spoken up. Actually, who knows what would've happened if you hadn't been so vigilant." She slipped her hand away from Amon and pat Tarrlok's hand, now. "Thank you." she smiled.
Amon looked between the two of them in shock, what the hell was this? Since when did they get so close? He looked down at his now empty hand and thought how lately Tarrlok has been therefor her while he was busy with his rallies… He never thought of how that would affect Korra. She was already losing trust in him… who could blame her? With all of his obvious lies, but he couldn't stop now, and she hates the masked man who changed her friend Mako and hides behind a porcelain mask… His lies pushed her away, and kept her from leaving him all together. He felt his heart fall a bit, he wondered if he should just leave now, forget the 2 weeks Tarrlok gave him to make his decision and just leave Korra with him now. She seemed fairly fond of him anyway… But he couldn't, despite it all, he really did love her, he was sure without he in his life, he would have been void of all humanity that kept him in line. He would fight for her, to the bitter end.
Amon felt a sharp slap on his arm before snapping back to reality. He looked up to see a shocked Tarrlok staring at him and Korra glaring angrily at him with tears in her eyes. "What?" Amon asked, thoroughly confused.
"You know how many times, I called you that night? You gave me the phone and said to call you if I needed you, and I needed you and you didn't even answer!" she yelled, voice cracking as she fought back an onslaught of tears.
"I'm sorry." he said, still shocked that she hit him.. and that it actually hurt.
"You're always sorry! Stop doing things that will make you sorry, idiot!" She shrieked, throwing her arms around his neck and letting all of her anger out as she pat her back slowly, still not sure what exactly was going on in her head, but glad to have her close all the same. Her warm breath on his neck, tears and snot seeping through the back of his clothes, the nearly neck breaking way she clenched her arms around his neck, it was uncomfortable, but it was her, so he didn't mind one bit and put his arms around her and held her close. Just taking it all in.
Tarrlok sat forgotten again, watching the peaceful expression on his brother's face as he held her close, enviously as he got to his feet. He needed a smoke. Tarrlok made his way through the blindingly bright hallways before finding his way to the door and making his way outside. His hands fumbled for his pocket before he grabbed his lighter and a pack of cigarettes. His hands were shaking so severely that he could barely light his cigarette. He was seconds from giving up and slamming the blasted things to the ground in frustration until a gentle hand came up and took the lighter from him and lit the cigarette in one smooth motion.
"Looked like you were struggling." Nina said smiling gently at him, holding the lighter out to him.
"Thanks." Tarrlok puffed, irritatedly, before it crossed his mind how odd it was that she was even there.
"Amon called for a change of clothes." Nina explained, seeing the curiosity looming in his eyes.
"Of course he did." Tarrlok snorted rolling his eyes.
"You don't have to be so hateful towards your own brother you know." Nina scowled in the motherly way she always managed to.
"Easy for you to say, you don't know him like I do." He sighed, blowing out smoke and watching it dissipate in the air.
"I've seen him at low times and I've seen him get quite scary." Nina insisted, putting her hands on her hips.
"You don't know what him being scary is like." Tarrlok stated matter-of-factly, now meeting her eyes for the first time, "When he gets really scary, people around him suffer, some even die, and the worst part is, he never even knows it because once he's got his mind set on being destructive in order to get what he wants, he won't look back to see the casualties." Tarrlok watched the brief look of terror that flashed in her eyes before turning his eyes in the sky again, "I've been a casualty of war with him, I've suffered greatly, and the worst part is, you can never really hate him, because he doesn't even mean to hurt you in the slow torturous way he does."
Nina watched him intently and she could see it. Sure she was loyal to Amon as always, but she was looking at the empty shell of a man who was way off track with his life because of Amon. Frankly, she did know Amon pretty well and the way Tarrlok described him just now, wasn't too hard to believe, even for her. Every now and then, she could see an unbridled, self consuming darkness in Amon, one that she only saw eliminated once Korra was in the picture. Now speaking to Tarrlok, she wondered if Tarrlok had once been so bright and cheerful and if this deep running sorrow and path of self destruction that Tarrlok was now trying to escape was because of his brother. Nina always thought that keeping Amon and Korra together was what was best for the both of them, but now… she wasn't so sure.
Nina snapped back to the present before snatching the cigarette from Tarrlok's lips and putting it out, "Well then, if that's the case, then don't smoke."
"I'm, a grown man, Nina, I can do as I please." Tarrlok nearly snarled.
"Oh please, you never liked smoking, I bet you're only doing it out of stress caused by Amon." she insisted, "Cigarettes cause lung cancer, he'll destroy you with the stress if you let him." Nina winked before sauntering into the hospital.
For a second, Tarrlok thought she was teasing what he had just told her, until he thought about it. Maybe, just maybe, she was beginning to see things his way.
Nina walked into Korra's room to find Amon and Korra chatting happily as he sat at the foot of her bed. Nina was still trying to shake her conversation with Tarrlok as she entered the room. Taking a deep breath she put on a smile and knocked lightly on the door, "Knock knock, clothing delivery." Nina smiled lightly.
"Nina!" Korra called smiling up at her from where she sat in the bed.
"Thank you Nina," Amon smiled, getting up to get the bag from her.
Korra looked confusedly around the room, "Where's Tarrlok, wasn't he just here?" she asked.
"He was outside having a smoke." Nina replied, feeling a bit sorry for Tarrlok that no one had even noticed his absence.
"I got so caught up yelling at Amon, I forgot to tell him something." she said fiddling sadly with her hands
"I'm sure he'll be back soon." Amon smiled. He was feeling pretty good, Korra hadn't even noticed Tarrlok leave, maybe he was over analyzing her actions towards him, maybe she really only saw him as a friend, in which case, Amon knew Korra would refuse to leave his side, whether Tarrlok liked it or not. Though Tarrlok and himself may have made a deal, there was one important factor that Tarrlok seemed to be forgetting; Korra's wants. Amon glanced at is watch and sighed irritatedly, he would've liked to stay here a bit longer before going home and maybe taking a nap, but he had a meeting, "I have to go, I'll be back tonight, Korra." He walked over to her and leaned down, placing a soft slow kiss on her lips before rushing out of the room leaving Korra blushing.
"You'd really think he'd be a bit more careful in case of nurses coming in or something." Nina scoffed, "but he's probably just too happy that you're okay to care." she smiled moving to sit at the foot of her bed.
"You think so?" Korra asked, still blushing.
"Definitely, he cares about you, a lot of people care about you; Amon, your friends from the gym, I do, Tarrlok really cares too." Nina added, trying to gauge Korra's reaction to her talking about Tarrlok. Nina had been around awhile, there was definitely something between Tarrlok and Korra just as much as there was between Amon and Korra whether Korra recognized it or not and whether Tarrlok acted on it or not, Nina was certain that they both felt it too.
"I guess I'm lucky." Korra chuckled lightly, "I do feel a bit bad for not noticing Tarrlok leave though, he's actually been pleasant lately, who would've thought he could be pleasant?." Korra frowned deep in thought. She felt a weird knot in her stomach talking about him, like some uncomfortable unidentifiable lump, for no reason at all! How odd…
"Why do you think that is?" Nina asked, catching Korra's frown.
"I think Tarrlok's lonely." Korra said looking up to Nina now, with a sad smile on her face.
Tarrlok was just entering the room and stood behind the curtains as not to be seen as he heard his name being spoken.
"What do you mean?" Nina asked.
"I don't know, he just seems like he wants to be close to people and doesn't know how to do that genuinely. It's weird because I think deep down he's a good person, I think he just got hurt and doesn't know how to connect to people anymore. I was like that too, before I met Amon and you and everyone else. I think that's why I like hanging out with him now and then, he's like me." Korra smiled gently.
"Oh, you know me so well." Tarrlok called walking into the room, "You really should listen for when your door opens, I could've been some creepy sick old man trying to peek in on you." Tarrlok joked, trying to hide how touched he was that Korra thought even that highly of him as a person.
"Oh! You mean your not?" Korra yelled throwing a pillow at him.
"Now now Korra, you're still hurt don't go working yourself up." Tarrlok chided, catching the pillow just before it hit his face just before walking to put it back behind her head.
"He's right." Nina smiled patting Korra's hand, "You look tired, you probably didn't get much sleep last night, you should rest." Nina suggested.
"But talking with you guys is more interesting." Korra smirked, before a yawn escaped her. She was pretty tired, her head was aching and throbbing so much that she could barely sleep that night.
"We'll be here when you wake up." Nina promised with a smile.
"No, I'm not that sleepy, I'll just stay up." Korra insisted. She didn't want to admit it, but she was scared to be alone. She was still a bit shaken by the men who tried to push her down and was a bit afraid to go to sleep and have it brought up in a dream or something. She always dreamt of the things she was afraid of no matter how much she tried to push them out of her mind, whether it was her parents death or her friends leaving her behind, the things Korra feared the most always came to haunt her in her dreams.
Korra watched as a nurse walked in and did something with her IV, before smiling at Korra.
"You're daughter is lovely ma'am" Korra could hear the nurse saying to Nina, but her eyes were getting heavy and it was getting hard to make out what everyone was saying.
"Oh, she- thank you." Korra heard Nina saying with a smile, and for a second, Korra felt a warmth spread in her chest, happy that Nina was willing to call acknowledge her that highly. And then, Korra blinked.
Though she blinked only for a second, when she opened her eyes, moonlight was pouring in through the shades and the hospital bed was much softer than she remembered, the smell of antiseptic cleaning supplies gone and replaced with lavender wafting in the air. She was wearing a beautiful dress with hair beads, in fact it was the blue dress she saw when she first saw Pema's shop, she was certain it was the dress she fell in love with. She looked around the room wondering why the room had changed so much, and just as she was about to get up, she felt familiar arms slip around her waist and pull her close to the thin body they belonged to. She didn't remember turning, but she was suddenly facing Mako, who was smiling kindly at her. "It's been so long Korra! I've missed you!" He enthused holding her close.
"I've missed you too!" Korra squealed throwing her hands around his neck, thrilled to see him looking like the good old Mako, she knew and loved. She moved to pull back to get a better look at him, but he wouldn't let her. "Mako, let go." She chuckled nervously, immediately picking up that something was off.
"I'd rather not, dear." He yanked her into arms length of him now and she saw his face as she last saw him, tired hungry, nearly crazed and his hands were wandering to her hips.
"Run away Korra!" Korra could hear Tahno yelling somewhere off in the distance, but she couldn't see him as her eyes scanned the now dark room.
She fought against Mako trying to get him off when the masked man suddenly appeared behind him, grim mask now plastered with a lewd smile as his hands also grabbed out at her. She screamed as their hands tore at her dress and scratched at her skin before she finally managed to slip away and run towards the door, but just as she got to the door, the man who pushed her at the rally appeared and grabbed her by the shoulders pushing her back into the masked man and Mako. She felt herself crying as they pushed her back towards the bed and pushed her down. She slammed her eyes shut just as they pushed her down with one last scream before falling. She felt herself hit the bed and keep falling; through the bed, throughout the sheets, through the floor, and she thought she may have woken up but she dared not open her eyes. She felt herself in strong familiar arms again, she heard her name being called soothingly further off. She was so confused so unsure what was even happening, her heart was racing, her ears were ringing, she just wanted it all to stop, she just wanted to be somewhere calm and soothing, to be a part of the voice to make it all go away. She was certain that the voice was Amon, it had to be, he was the only person who would ever catch her when she fell, and he was the only one who ever could be. With a sob and not another thought, Korra's hand lifted and grabbed out for the smooth side of his neck, pulling his face towards hers and kissing him hard and desperate on the mouth, eyes clenched shut as tears of panic ran down her face.
He didn't react at all at first, didn't even move, but then he kissed her back just as hard, just what she needed right then. She just needed to be close to someone she knew cared, not some stranger, not some masked man, not someone who cared once upon a time. She needed someone who was here and now, and caring. Though they shared some hot and heavy make out sessions, it was never like this before. She never felt him kiss her so desperate to convey his feelings. Though he always told her how much he cared and how much he loved her, she never felt it like this before. With her free hand that wasn't connected to the IV she pulled at his shirt collar, trying to turn the kiss into something more, but he wouldn't go for it. Instead he kissed her deeply, cupping her face in his hands as if she were made of glass, his lips left hers and the fire in her chest calmed as he kissed her hands, then both of her cheeks then her forehead, before placing his forehead against hers and holding both of her hands in one of his, while the other hand wiped away her tears."Amon," she murmured reaching for him, but just as her hands lifted to reach for the scarred side of his face, she felt him jump up and her eyes flashed open without even seeing him disappear behind the room divider and leave the room.
She frowned. What had she done to make him leave like that? She told him he could just tell her not to touch the scars if he disliked it, but he never did, so why was he running away now? With a sigh, Korra sat up and looked around the room. She had fallen asleep and now the room empty all but her and was bathed in the orange light of evening. "You didn't have to run away, Amon." she sighed suddenly feeling lonely as she glanced down at her hands he had kissed only minutes ago.
Tarrlok rounded the corner hands over his mouth and eyes wide with shock at what just happened. He really thought she meant to kiss him at first, but she only thought he was Amon. He should've known. but still, he kissed her. He probably should've stayed behind and let her see who it really was who just kissed her, but he didn't think she would've taken that well… at least not yet. He could've smacked himself for thinking about giving up on her and just letting Amon have her earlier. She was a dammed good kisser and if that wasn't extra incentive, he didn't know what was. Tarrlok watching with a smirk as Amon entered the building, walking tall and proud, totally unaware that his little brother had just kissed Korra. Amon looked questioningly at Tarrlok, "What are you smirking for?" he asked, eyebrow quirked with curiosity.
"Oh nothing, just a lot of hot nurses here you know?" Tarrlok smiled, eyeing a nurse as she walked by.
Amon rolled his eyes, "How can you even think you can take care of Korra when you still ogle any pair of breasts that walk by? You don't know how to treat a woman." Amon scoffed before walking to enter Korra's room.
"Riiiight?" Tarrlok nearly snorted before entering the room in time to see Amon give Korra a quick kiss on the lips.
"You leave me with that last amazing kiss and run off and you think I want this little peck?" Korra smirked before seeing Tarrlok standing in the doorway. "O-oh hi, it's not what it looks like!" She insisted.
"It's alright he knows and he won't talk." Amon explained before Tarrlok could speak, "but I didn't think that kiss I gave you before I left was so great, I could do better." Amon smiled cheekily.
"Oh, I don't think so." Korra blushed.
Amon looked up at Tarrlok who was grinning from ear to ear and glanced back at Korra who was redder than he'd ever seen her. There was no way that.. But she wouldn't mention it unless she didn't know it wasn't.. "Tarrlok!" Amon boomed getting to his feet as Korra looked up confused.
"Oohhhh, I gotta go, business meeting and all that." Tarrlok chuckled before leaving a quick kiss on Korra's cheek "One for the road!" he sang, leaving the room.
"I'm gonna kill him."
"What? Why? Tarrlok's a friend right?" Korra asked looking from the door Tarrlok just left out of and the now fuming Amon.
"More like a fiend." Amon seethed.
Tarrlok left the room with a grin on his face and his chest puffed up. He had just kissed Korra, pissed off his brother and found out from Korra herself that he was a better kisser than his brother. "Today wasn't all that bad,"
Okay, long chapter I know, I'm not too sure about how I feel about it, but please review if you don't mind.






*Chapter 19*: Wine and Discovery
Chapter 19
Wine and Discovery
I'm going to be wrapping up this story soon, it is reaching a climax. I won't have much time to write it, and as much as it pains me to say, the part of my life I liked Amorra is ending and I am leaving it behind with a brief nod of appreciation for the fun times we shared before moving on in my life. That said, I will finish this story. Can't leave loyal readers hanging :)
Oh and this chapter gets a bit hot and heavy… you have been forewarned.
Amon took Korra home from the hospital the next day, still bothered with wondering if Tarrlok might have kissed Korra in the hospital, the whole time they drove back. Though the rational side of him, told him that as long as she stayed by his side and had no feelings for Tarrlok, it didn't matter, but most of him didn't care and wanted to punch Tarrlok for even suggesting the idea, with his little 'One for the road' statement, he let out before leaving. Amon looked in his rear view mirror as he drove to peek in on Korra's peaceful sleeping face and shook his head. In the hospital she assured him it must have just been a dream, and she was a good person, if something happened, she would have told him, she was trust worthy, unlike himself.
Amon sighed tiredly as he pulled the car into the driveway and moved to lift the still sleeping Korra from the backseat. The second he picked her up, the extra maids were standing in the window staring enviously at her, and questioningly at him. He rolled his eyes as he watched them whispering to each other. He had actually been thinking about firing the staff other than Nina and possibly Lue, but then he thought they might find it suspicious if he did while they were suspecting something was up, so they remained employed. For now.
The maids scurried around as they pretended to be busying themselves as they watched him carry Korra to her room, before heading straight into his office, and slamming the door shut. He sat down in his chair and tiredly leaned back letting out a huge sigh of frustration. He could hear his head pounding in his ears. He was stressed out about the rallies, and about how his actions with Korra may have been affecting their brief relationship. He had made up his mind on Tarrlok's deal, he was not going to give her up… he would spend this next two weeks making sure that he would be able to tell Tarrlok he chose his rallies, but have Korra as attatched to him as he was to her, so that she wouldn't allow anything, even Tarrlok's stupid threat to take her away from him…. But Korra was getting pretty close to Tarrlok… Maybe she would chose to run away from him to be with Tarrlok regardless, he just could't be sure.
Amon jumped up as he heard his door open and rolled his eyes as Lue walked in with a disapproving look on his face. Since the beginning, Lue had been Amon's greatest ally in the revolution he was planning for the city, and his biggest opponent when it came to having Korra in the house at all. Needless to say, Lue was not informed about Amon and Korra's secret relationship, but Amon could see now, the silent storm of rage floating in Lue's eyes as he looked at the esteemed leader of the revolution, and his boss.
"Sir, the maids are talking about you carrying in Korra, people might get the idea that you two are particularly close!" Lue exploded in an urgent, desperate whisper as the door shut behind him.
"Lue, she is an employee that was hurt, would you have carried her in?" Amon asked looking tiredly at Lue's irritated face.
"W-well no! She's a pest, a stain on this household!" Lue puffed on, but immediately calmed down as Amon threw him a look that chilled him to the bone.
"Lue, I trust you to do your job as my right hand man in this house and in the rallies, I respect your opinion, but in the end, I still call the shots. Okay?" Amon huffed, trying hard to keep his composure.
"Yes sir." Lue mumbled, remembering his place, but still not liking the situation, "I may be totally against her being here, but I will keep my opinion on that to myself, if you feel so very inclined to have her stay." he went on bitterly.
"Did you come here for just that? If so, you can leave now." Amon sighed, swiveling in his office chair so that he was now gazing out of the window.
"Well.. no, I came here to give you a few transcripts from a few bugs that some maids that were hired earlier today at a major politicians house planted. I thought you'd be interested in this so I brought it especially to you, he speaks of Korra often."
Amon felt his ears perk up and he spin to face Lue with a sly smile, "And who might that be?" he smirked, just knowing that it was Tarrlok.
"It's Tarrlok sir, the same man who has been troubling you all of these years. I think Korra might be a spy collecting information to give to Tarrlok." Lue explained.
"Or, he's just a old man with a thing for young ladies named Korra." Amon smiled. He had him, he had Tarrlok in a trap, all he had to do was to continue to get Tarrlok to talk about Korra in his home, with information he had on Tarrlok's affections for her and recordings of him constantly speaking of her, he could take it to the press and have him in so much hot water that he would have no choice but to to skip town and leave him, Korra and his rallies alone. Amon didn't want to have to do this to his brother, he really wished they could have repaired their relationship and have been a family again, but he threatened to take away someone who had become the most important person in his life. "Lue, send someone this moment to bug that house to the brim." Amon smirked.
"Korra." Through some medicine induced foggy state of mind, Korra could hear her name being called. Her eyes fluttered open to meet with two crystal blue eyes peering down at her with a smiling face. She smiled back as she moved to sit up.
"Hi Amon." she smiled weakly taking his hand. She was still feeling a little groggy, but she wasn't going to let him know that, then he would leave.
"Hello, Korra, how are you feeling."
"Oh you know, same old same old." Korra joked, "can't complain really, I mean the world has finally stopped feeling like it was spinning so that's a good sign." she chuckled.
"Indeed it is a good sign." Amon chuckled bringing her hands to his lips and kissing them gently. "Korra," he went on, his tone suddenly grave.
"Korra looked at him worried by his tone, "Yes,?" she asked hesitantly.
"I'm sorry, I didn't answer when you called. It's my fault." he sighed, dropping his head, unable to meet her eyes. It had been bothering him, that it was really his fault more than she would ever know, that she had gotten hurt in the first place.
"It's okay, I know you were probably busy." she said, trying to gently lift his face to look at her, but he wouldn't move.
"Korra, you are so important to me. Being busy or not… it's no excuse." he went on gravely "I should be able to drop everything for you when you need me, to be there for you." he lifted his head finally to meet her gaze, "From now on I will, I won't put anything or anyone before you, okay?" he went on, cupping her face in his hands and stroking her face with his thumb.
She stared at him in gleeful shock. Though she hadn't said anything, she did think he was being a bit secretive up until now, and though he always told her he cared about her, she didn't really know how much until now if he really meant what he was saying.
"Okay." she smiled brightly, taking in the warmth of the moment.
Amon froze as he heard an odd rustling from outside. Amon sprung up and rushed to the window, looked around and saw no one.
"Amon?" Korra asked, questioning his sudden movement.
He was positive someone had been there, hiding amongst the trees and bushes, spying on them…
"I'll be right back Korra." Amon blurted, zooming to the door and down the room to check the security videos to see who indeed it was.
Korra watched his back as it went out of sight and felt her heart sink a little. She loved him, she cared for him, she barely ever complained when he messed up, which in their brief relationship, was a lot, and she never complained because she knew he really did care for her… But lately… she was wondering if just caring was enough. She didn't mind having to be careful, so much as she hated him always lying, but she cared so much that she ignored it, despite feeling that most of their relationship she had been watching his back as he walked away from her.
She closed her eyes for a second and took a deep breath. "I can't take it anymore." she sighed, exasperatedly. Many times he said he would tell her the truth when they were in private, and many times she believed it.. But he wasn't there when she really needed him and now they were back home and he was scurrying all over the place again. At that moment she thought, he had not the time for her, and not the capacity to make time for her, and not even the desire to tell her what it really was that was taking up so much time. She loved him, she didn't want to leave him… but right now, he was making her heart hurt and she just needed some fresh air.
Amon ran to the room with the security footage and looked over the tapes frantically. He had been correct, someone was at the window, but just for a brief moment. For less than half a second, slight framed young man that looked oddly familiar stood in their window. Amon paused the tape and watched closely as he studied what little of the young man's face he could see. It was bugging him as he flipped through the pictures of faces he had seen, but just couldn't place it.
"Who are you?" Amon fumed, suiting at the screen. Well first thing was first, the young man was probably a part if his revolution, he would just remove the bug from he window ledge before destroying it.
Amon got up and left the room to find Lue right outside the door. "What is it Lue?" Amon snapped, but Lue remained unaffected.
"I've had the insiders set up a bug in almost every room of Tarrlok's home just now, in case he decides to fire all his staff again." Lue smirked, clearly pleased with himself.
"Good man. Anything said in that house is to be written down and given directly to me." Amon smiled sternly as he began walking down the hall, Lue trailing after him. Amon made it back to Korra's room and looked at the window to find nothing there. Amon felt his heart drop to his his stomach. If the man hadn't been there bugging the place, just what had he been there for?
"Korra, I'm going," Amon turned to look at where Korra was before he left for the security room to find her bed empty. "Where'd she go?" Amon asked, concerned.
"Couldn't tell you sir." Lue rolled his eyes, clearly not liking the topic of Korra they stumbled on.
Amon pulled out his phone and called her, but she didn't answer. With a sigh, he put his phone in his pocket, more than anything, he wanted to go look for her, but more than anything, he needed to find out who was in her window and why.
Feeling torn, Amon left the room and headed for his closet in his own room to get his mask and jacket. He would have to hope that Korra was okay in this moment as he went off to make sure she would be safe in the near future.
Korra wandered around outside as she thought about where she should go. She thought about going to see Asami and Bolin, but most likely Tahno would be there and after last time when he cornered her, she wasn't so sure that was a good idea. She thought about going to the park as winter was coming to a close so it wouldn't be so bad, but she was still feeling too weak for that. Korra sighed as she walked to no where in particular. Before leaving she probably should have thought about where she would go.
"Korra!" a voice called out.
Korra's head snapped up and she looked up to see Tarrlok calling at her from his car, "I was on my way to come make sure you were doing okay, shouldn't you be resting?" he called out.
"Yeah. I should!" She smiled back.
"Well then go home!" he laughed.
"I just needed some fresh air." she smiled.
"All alone? How come Amon didn't go with you?" Tarrlok asked genuinely curious.
"Who knows where he is." Korra sighed exasperatedly.
Tarrlok felt his face light up despite himself, at this rate, with Amon ignoring her feelings for his logic, Tarrlok wouldn't even have to work to steal Korra's heart. "Well," Tarrlok started, hoping for the best, "Would you like some company?" he asked. He was certain his heart skipped a beat when she smiled and said:
"Sure."
Half an hour later Korra and Tarrlok sat on his couch awkwardly. Since she was still weak, he didn't want to drag her around outside, his staff was gone for the day, it was quiet and for some reason, being so close to Korra was making his mouth dry and his quick wit evaporate, so instead they sat in awkward silence.
"Soooo…" Korra began, trying to fill the silence , "You used to have a t.v here, what happened to it?" She asked. Watching t.v would be better than this silence.
"O-oh! It fell from the wall." Tarrlok stammered. In reality, the night he trashed his house in sorrow, he had yanked it down and smashed it himself, and his new one had yet to arrive, but she need not know that.
"Sucks." She smirked.
"Yuuuup." he agreed.
" Indeed." she added, before the room fell into silence again.
"I can't take this anymore." Tarrlok sighed getting up," I'm gonna light the fireplace and go get a deck of cards, before this silence is the death of us."he smirked.
"Good, cuz this was terrible!" Korra laughed, sinking back in her chair making herself comfortable. Tarrlok chuckled watching her finally genuinely laugh for the first time in a very long time.
Korra watched as he lit the fire before scurrying off to get the cards. She stared intently at the fire as she thought of Amon. He was always working, always busy, always slinking off, he made time for her always to held her close and tell her how much she meant to him, but he never took the time to laugh with her or do things with her… not like this she sighed. She sat up as she realized what she was saying and shook the thought from her head. No, things would get better, she just needed to be patient, then maybe he would make time for her and do things with her…
Her thoughts trailed off as Tarrlok entered to room again with a deck of cards, two wine glasses, grape juice and a bottle of wine. "You're staring at that fire as if it held the meaning of life itself." He chuckled sitting next to her on the couch.
"Oh, just a lot on my mind, she chuckled, eyeing the wine.
"None for you." he laughed pouring her a glass of grape juice, and himself a glass of wine, "I don't know if I can handle you being drunk." he smirked handing er the glass as she threw him a mock dirty look.
"Oh please, I'm a tame as a kitten." she smirked sipping her drink before snatching up the deck of cards from the table before he could reach for it. "You know how to play poker right?" She smiled.
"Of course, do you?" he asked surprised, as he poured himself a glass of wine.
"Darling, I may as well have invented the game." she smirked placing her glass next to his before shuffling the deck, "shall we begin?"
The two played two rounds and Tarrlok was losing terribly, he would have never thought she would have been so good at this.
"I win again!" Korra giggled happily, throwing her arms in the air.
"Yeah yeah." he smirked, finishing off his drink just to find the glass was almost empty again. He had filled his glass several times already and was almost finished a bottle and a half, but he couldn't actually remember drinking that much. He looked over at Korra's glass that was still half full as he took a swig from the bottle itself. He was sure she finished her drink already, how come her glass was still full? Niether of them had refilled it as he recalled, but he couldn't tell. He glanced at her flushed face and glassy blue eyes that were illuminated by the fire place when it hit him. All this time she mistakingly drank from his glass all this time.
"Korra?" he asked suddenly concerned.
"Hmmm?" she replied gleefully smiling up at him.
"I think you've been drinking my wine." he hummed. He was actually a bit drunk himself and couldn't express how concerned he knew he should've been. He thought for a second that he should take her home. He was drunk, she was drunk and he had a thing for her, before something happened, he knew he should have sent her away, but he was the only one there, and he couldn't drive whilst drunk.
"Ooops!" Korra giggled tipping to the side a bit, "No wonder I felt so warm and nice." she laughed, almost knocking herself over while doing so, Tarrlok grabbed her arm and sat her up right.
"Not good , Korra." he frowned.
"No. Not good!" she waved her finger in the air, and smacked herself on the back of the hand, "Bad Korra!"
Tarrlok burst out laughing at how out of character she was.
"Don't laugh!" Korra chuckled reaching over to smack his arm, before almost accidentally barreling into him.
"Careful!" he yelled, catching her by the shoulders just before she hit him… and then he froze. He wasn't sure why he froze, he just did, maybe it was the smell of her shampoo, maybe it was the look on her face as she glanced up at him. maybe it was because he was so drunk he didn't have the sense to let go… but he held on, and just when he was about to let go, she shocked him.
"I know it was you." she said, still staring him dead in the eye, suddenly serious.
"I-it was me what?" Tarrlok stammered, racking his brain for whatever he may have done.
"In the hospital, you kissed me." She said matter-of-factly as Tarrlok felt his heart pound hard in his chest, but he couldn't think of a thing to say to that. He couldn't lie to her, "I thought it was Amon at first, but it wasn't, I knew it wasn't a dream and you were the only other person I can think of that was there. It was you right?" She asked, blue eyes piercing through any lie he thought up… he couldn't bring himself to lie… he couldn't bring himself to let go, all he could do was avert his eyes and say.
"I'm sorry."
"Don't be." she breathed, reaching over to stroke his face much to his surprise, "Amon is always sorry… because he's so sorry… he's never there when I need him, but you're always there, and you're never sorry, so don't start now." she smiled gently before dropping her hand. Her common sense was telling her to stop it, stop it because it was wrong, even if Amon snuck off every night, even if he wasn't there for her, even if it hurt her, she still loved him and she couldn't do the same to him. But something at the back of her mind… something else was telling her that the man who was in front of her that made her smile, that made time for her, that was never distant, something told her, there was nothing wrong with liking him in this moment.
"Don't ." he started, telling himself that he needed to push her away now before things went too far. He didn't want to hear this from her drunk when she could take it back, he needed to hear it when she really meant it, but he may not have had the control to wait that long.
"Why?" She asked easing closer. But he couldn't answer, "Why?" she asked again, trying to look at his downcast face, bringing her own face centimeters away from his.
He looked her in the eyes, and moved one hand from holding her back to stroke her cheek. He was shocked when instead of pulling away, she just closed her eyes, leaning into his palm. He let his thumb wander to her lips and to his shock again, she still didn't pull away. With a long hesitant pause, Tarrlok slowly lowered himself so that his lips would touch hers before pulling away to look at her.
Korra felt guilt eating away at her, this was wrong.. this was very wrong, but she couldn't deny that this was what she wanted. She wished she could blame the alcohol for making her this way, but she knew that it wasn't. It was her.
Tarrlok searched her eyes for any sign of anger or regret or hatred, but there was none, so he leaned down and kissed her gently on the lips again, cupping her face in his hands just as he did at the hospital, and she eased closer as he slowly deepened the kiss, one hand holding her face as the other traced her body; down her beck, her butt, her thighs before coming back up and settling at her waist. She kissed him deeper now lifting herself to her knees, leaning down as not to break the kiss, her hands stroking his face before sliding down his firm chest. She felt his hands playing at the fringe of her shirt and she sighed contently against his lips.
Her lips kissed along his strong jawbone and down his neck, against smooth skin she wasn't used to feeling. Tarrlok's hands slipped under her shirt and undid her bra, wondering briefly after doing so if he was going too fast, but she didn't stop him at all, but instead began undoing the buttons on his shirt.
He sighed huskily, his lips against her throat, hands exploring the smooth soft skin underneath her shirt. With much effort Korra finally managed to unbutton his shirt to reveal the muscles and smooth skin that glowed in the light of the fireplace. For a politician, she thought, he was built damn well.
She had mere seconds to appreciate what she saw before he was lifting her own shirt over her head, taking a moment to appreciate what he saw as well before pulling her on top of him and leaning back against the couch arm, capturing her lips with his own. They lay there just exploring each other for some time before Korra, began quickly fumbling with his belt, huffing angrily as she couldn't get it to unbuckle.
"Struggling?" Tarrlok smirked with a husky voice.
"A bit." She smiled as he undid it himself before sliding off her sweat pants and underwear in one swoop. He glanced at her and she slid off his boxers. For a girl that grew up on the streets, she sure had quite a bit of muscle on her, he never imagined he would be in a situation where he could appreciate her form this much.
The second she threw his boxers aside, he was on her, pushing her gently back, as his hands explored her body with new vigor and no restrictions as she did the same.
"Tarrlok," she moaned, glassy eyes looking hungrily up at him. He didn't ask another question or affirmation before he hovered over her and entered quickly falling into pace.
Korra let out a little gasp, before falling into the motions. She wasn't sure, about tomorrow, but right at that moment, she felt contented for the first time in awhile.
-Meanwhile-
Amon had been darting around the slums of the city for some time asking if anyone had seen the man he found in the security footage, and he finally found the old run down apartment complex that the man was said to live in.
Amon marched up the stairs, keeping an eye out for the man and looking for apartment 13, where they told him the man lived. Amon strode calmly through the dimly lit complex, ignoring the smell of urine and the rodents that occasionally scurried across the floor before finally finding apartment 13.
Taking a deep breath behind the mask, preparing himself for a fight, before lifting his fist to knock on the door, but before his hand could make contact the door swung open and a shocked looking thin man appeared, the man he had been looking for.
"Wait!" The man yelled, throwing up his hands, "The man I work for has been waiting for you!" he blurted.
Amon slightly lowered his first, wondering who it was he worked for. His eyes widened behind the mask as he finally place the man's face. It was Korra's old friend, the one with the spiky black hair, Mako, his name was. With his beard and hungry looking appearance, Amon almost didn't recognize him. Part of him wanted to ask what a shrimp like him was doing working for some shady guy, but he instead only nodded and followed him into the dank apartment, pulling in the door behind him.
The inside of the apartment was bare, and dark, something was odd, Amon stayed on constant guard as the boy walked him up to a closed door with blue lights seeping out from the cracks.
"Please enter." he said, opening the door slowly. Many screens came into view. Screens that he recognized nearly immediately as he saw them, after all they were the screens he watched constantly in his free time. They were the screens from the devices his people planted throughout the city.
Amon was about to ask who it was that had stolen his footage, when one by one the screens changed to show the same image in many different angles, and Amon felt his heart fall to his shoes. For a moment he wasn't Amon, or Noatak, he was a man whose heart was breaking as he recognized the people on screen as Korra and Tarrlok…entangled upon the couch in Tarrlok's house.
Amon fell to his knees, his mouth suddenly dry.
"Looks like Tarrlok grew to be quite the ladykiller." a voice called out, somewhere from the darkness, "Who wouldn't thought he had it in him to take your sweet Korra out of spite, eh Noatak?"
Upon hearing his birth name, Amon spun around violently, slamming the man who spoke against the wall. "Who are you!?" He demanded, his eyes still adjusting to the darkness.
"Now, I know it's been awhile," the man started, and as Amon's eyes adjusted, his grip on the man fell, "But can't you recognize your own father?"
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*Chapter 20*: Monster
Chapter 20
Monster
Amon glanced from the man claiming to be his father, back to the screen which Korra and Tarrlok were on, back to his father, then back to the screen, not moving again. His father, he expected a man as foul as him to hurt him, but seeing Korra with Tarrlok, that didn't just hurt, it burned. It burned so badly it disintegrated his very soul in the process. He wanted to cry even, but his ability to do so stopped long ago, instead he gazed at the screen watching Korra so enthralled, screaming out a name that was not his own, and knowing it was his own fault.
He pushed her to this, he was hiding and hurting her without intending to and it drove her to Tarrlok. He should have told her the truth from the start, surly she would understand, he would tell her the truth when he saw her next… But Tarrlok… Tarrlok whom he was just beginning to want back in his life, Tarrlok would have to suffer and Korra would need to know he was suffering because of her actions so that it would never happen again. He would punish them both, but first…
"What have you come here for, Yakone?"
"Oh, my son, you have done well here, I have only come with an offer… And to ask a favor." Yakone replied with the harsh jagged grin Amon knew too well from his childhood. That smile he prayed as he left home as a teenager, he would never know again, was back staring him in the face.
Korra awoke to an unfamiliar room and a headache. "Ugh." Korra moaned, sitting up and looking around. A naked Tarrlok lay next to her, arm around her waist as he slept peacefully next to her. Korra felt her face get hot as she remembered the night before, she wasn't so sure how to handle this now that she was sober.
As if feeling her burning glare on him, Tarrlok woke up and flashed her a groggy smile, "Morning." he grinned happily.
"Morning." she replied, forcing a smile hoping her wouldn't see how uncomfortable she felt. He did though. He knew immediately, she didn't know what to make of all this, just as he worried she would once she sobered up.
With a sigh, Tarrlok reached out and stroked her cheek affectionately, noticing how she jumped a bit as he did so.
"Korra," he started, knowing he wished she didn't have to say this, "You're young and all of this is probably confusing. I won't hold you to anything, I won't ask you to choose me over Amon or even to cheat. If it's what you want, you can write it off as a mistake, I won't hold it against you." he murmured softly, before placing a gentle kiss on her forehead.
Korra stared at him shocked, he was being really selfless right now, it made Korra feel even worse about her torn emotions. "I don't know." she murmured, pulling the blanket closer to her bare chest.
Tarrlok was shocked, he expected her to immediately thank him and hurry off to Amon, but she didn't, not yet at least.
"I didn't expect you to stay, so don't feel bad, Korra." he started, but she threw him a confused look that cut him off.
"W-what happened last night wasn't just because I was drunk… I think… I think I like you, but I l know love Amon… I don't know what to do…"
Sensing a once in a lifetime opportunity, Tarrlok took a deep breath before saying; "Well what if you grew to love me?" the question clearly threw Korra off as she shred up at him in confusion.
"What?" she asked sitting up now.
"Hear me out!" Tarrlok stared, worried she would leave if he messed this up, "I-I think you at least have the right to know… Do you remember when I told you about my brother and how he hurt me, and how I said he was long gone now?" he watched as Korra slowly nodded wondering where this was going, "My brother is not dead, I simply lost him to the man he felt he had to be in order to fix this city, I lost him the same way I lost myself." Tarrlok explained, grabbing Korra by her bare shoulders, "We both saw a glimpse of who we could be for the same reason; you."
"I never met your brother." Korra snorted, pushing Tarrlok's hands off, she was pretty sure he was crazy. She barely did anything for him, and she never met his brother, she's pretty sure she would have remembered meeting someone that sounded as insane and selfish as Tarrlok's brother.
"That's the thing!" Tarrlok insisted, "When my brother moved here, he was attacked and bullied regularly, for looking different, for moving here alone and young." Korra's eyes snapped up to meet Tarrlok's, his brother was sounding a lot like how Amon described first coming to this city, "My brother came here as Noatak, but shortly after his shack he lived in was burned down by bullies, he changed his name to Amon."
With a gasp, Korra's jaw dropped, that was Amon's story of moving here, he told her earlier that year about it! T-they were really brothers!
"I have to go," Korra stammered fumbling to grab her clothes from around the sofa.
"Korra!" Tarrlok barked grabbing her by hher bare shoulders again, "My brother is caught up in some bad business, I promised him I wouldn't tell you just how bad it is, but if you ever see him sneaking around at night, it's to handle his second life that he hides from you. He will hurt you, Korra."
"He would never-!"
"He would never intend to hurt you! He never intends to hurt anyone, not my family, not me, and he won't intend to hurt you, but he will! Please Korra, you've got to get out while you still have a chance!" taking what he thought would be his last chance, Tarrlok pulled her into a tight hug and held her close.
"I-I understand." Korra replied still stunned by what she had just found out, "I understand, I'll be careful, but I have to go back to the house, it's my home." Korra smiled weakly.
Tarrlok stiffened, he knew Korra was a sharp girl and she was really going to look for Amon's mask, she may have caught on that Amon was the masked man and gone snooping. It was too dangerous, but he couldn't tell her no, it would be even more suspicious, but he had to try.
"Korra, I told you, he's very dangerous right now! Please, just stay here.. We can leave this place and go somewhere safe until this all blows over."
With a sigh, Korra pushed him away, "I told you" she started, looking him deep in the eyes, "I like you, I like you a lot, but I love Amon… I can't just leave him like that."
Tarrlok felt his heart drop, though he knew he shouldn't have been surprised, he was always second best to his wretched brother, Tarrlok had always come to accept that. But not this time. This time it wash;t just the two of them they threatened to tear apart in their selfish ways, this time there was Korra. For Korra's sake, Tarrlok wouldn't let Amon just do as he wishes as he had before, he wouldn't just roll over and play dead. This time, he would take Korra and make Amon see that there were consequences to his actions, and this time the consequence would be losing Korra to him, never to see her again.
"Korra, you may go, but please consider moving here. I promise you, bad things are going to start happening in that house if Amon continues his ways and I don't want you to get hurt. Amon won't let you go, because he loves you, but his love will kill you if you don't get the nerve to end this. Keep that in mind." Tarrlok said, and with that he left and went upstairs, leaving Korra alone in the living room to get dressed, while she was all the while panicking on the inside.
An hour later Korra was bursting through the front door of Amon's mansion, desperate to find him. Something in her gut was telling her something was wrong. The nights Amon would sneak out, Korra knew all along that they were the same nights the rallies took place, but she told herself, he would never be someone that detestable, she figured he was just attending, but now, now she wasn't so sure after what Tarrlok told her. She had no time to waste and stormed past the other maids, Nina included as she dashed to Amon's room. He would be at work by now, she would look for the mask and clean up if nothing was there. If the mask was indeed in his room, she would urge Nina to leave no matter what and she too would leave that same day, never to return. She'd go with Tarrlok and try her best to forget about the man she loved, who hid something so dangerous from her.
Imagine the shock on her face when she exploded into the room to find Amon standing calmly behind his desk. "Hello Korra." he smiled, but in his tone alone, she knew something was wrong.
"Hi." She replied trying not to let her nerves get the better of her. She could feel her heart pounding as he crossed the room and held her chin between his thumb and forefinger before pulling her into a rough kiss, dominating her, almost trying to get something out of her. She groaned in pain and he immediately let go, only to pull at her high collar on her shirt and close his eyes in dismay. Korra scrambled to hide her neck.
Amon wanted to scream, he wasn't sure what he expected t find. He'd seen Korra and Tarrlok with his own two eyes, but he didn't really believe it until he saw the purple and red marks on her throat and chest.
"It's not what you think!" Korra burst out, though she wasn't sure what else it could be than what he thought… "I-I was drunk and I-I'm sorry." she cried. She felt sorrow for the hurt that she saw cross his face, but she also felt fear, by the way that sorrow suddenly turned to laughter.
"This is all my fault!" Amon laughed, a half crazed laugh. Perhaps it was full crazed, he was feeling a little crazy actually. He just wanted Korra and if he had to get rid of her new love interest; fine, if she wanted to know what it was he was so busy with; so be it, but he was not going to lose the woman he loved, whether she liked it or not.
Amon dashed to his closet and pulled out his coat and mask, tossing them onto his bed. "Is this what you wanted to know about?" he smiled grimly as he watched the look of horror creep onto Korra's face.
"Y-you!" She yelled in wide eyed horror. For a moment, her heart froze in her chest, and she knew she needed to get out of here. With a deep breath, Korra turned and ran for the door.
"NO YOU DON'T!" Amon boomed, leaping over the bed, grabbing her and slamming the door shut just as her finger tips touched the door handle.
"Let me go!" Korra cried out, slamming her firsts against his unyielding chest, right before being tossed onto the bed along with the mask and the jacket.
"Korra, I love you." Amon said suddenly gentle, tears leaking from his blue eyes as he pinned her to the bed, "I love you and know it's my secrets that pushed you away, that drove you to do it… but with Tarrlok? My own brother?" He sobbed.
Korra gasped, Tarrlok had been telling the truth about everything… even that she would have been safer staying with him rather than coming back here. Now she wished she had listened. How did Amon even know it was Tarrlok though?
The doorbell rang repeatedly, but Amon almost didn't seem to hear it as he looked at her with sorrow filled eyes. "Until I'm done with this world, until it's the way I envisioned it to be, until everyone is equal, we can live in peace, together.
A this point, Korra realized he'd hit his breaking point. Perhaps the man she'd fallen for, the man she'd loved, the gentle, kind, secretly loving man she loved was somewhere deep inside this monster, crying.
The doorbell went on ringing in the background and in a sudden fit of rage, Amon slammed his fists onto the bed on either side of Korra's head, cursing under his breath. "That little brat from Tenzin's gym has been coming here for days now asking for you." Amon hissed, suspicion now entering his eyes, "Did you sleep with him too?" he asked with a grim smirk.
-Smack- Without thinking, Korra slapped him across the cheek in anger, "I am not like that!" she yelled.
"Oh aren't you?!" Amon demanded, yanking her from the bed, to her feet and pulling her to his chest, looking down at her, "Then tell me how could you, with my brother! How could you?!"
"You act as if I knew he was your brother!" she yelled, shoving him away, "I'm only 17, I've never experienced love! Until now I've never really experienced kindness and it's confusing to me! I don't know what to do!" She screamed now, backing away from him.
For a moment, the rage cleared from Amon's features, he was a fool to be angry with her, she was still young after all, unexperienced with love, how could she know what to do with two men being so kind, so gentle, so caring to her, both pining for her affections? She couldn't have known what else to do. The fury in Amon's heart cooled as he realized what he had to do.
"Korra, I get it now, and I am so sorry for being upset with you, I now see what must be done." he smiled walking towards her with open arms.
"W-what might that be?" Korra asked cautiously.
"I have an island, a private island, while I take care of things here, why don't you just stay there, I'll visit you as often as I can, I can even send Nina to be with you so you won't get lonely, how does that sound?" he asked, gently smiling.
"Sounds like you want to lock me away." Korra seethed. Amon's smile turned to a scowl.
"So that you won't be confused again, you can live somewhere were there is no one to confuse you." he yelled, snatching her by the wrist and pulling her to him again, "I don't want to lose you Korra, and if having other men around is confusing to you, than you can either go live where there are no men, or stay here, and I'll eliminate the competition. I can't lose you Korra, I love you, and don't want to see you go away, or get hurt, just let me take care of you." he pleaded. Korra stared at him on horror. That was it, that was the breaking point, the man she knew and loved was gone, and a selfish monster remained. It may have come from a good place, but his methods were wrong. Korra glanced down to the death grip he had on her arm and sighed, it was just as Tarrlok warned her; he'd never mean to hurt her, but he would destroy her.
Just then, Nina came bursting into the room, "There's a man named Yakone here, I don't know how he got in, he was just sitting in the living room drinking tea and that boy from before is here too an-" Nina paused as the situation she walked into hit her. Korra was crying and Amon looked crazy, holding her close as she tried to back away. "What's going on here?" She asked, glancing briefly at the mask on the bed. Her heart skipped a beat as she thought back to what Tarrlok told her at the hospital, Amon always hurt the ones he loved without meaning to.
"I've business with Yakone, leave him, I'll deal with him shortly. As for that annoying brat Tahno, have Lue tell him that Korra went on a trip for awhile." Amon glanced at Korra with eyes full of affection and a soft smile playing on his features. She was scared, she wanted to puke.
"Where is Korra going?" Nina asked, putting her hands on her hips. Whether Amon was her boss or not, she was not about to have the girl she regarded as her own child be taken away. She wasn't up for losing a second daughter.
"Well she's going with you of course!" Amn sang, pulling Nina in under his other arm, and hugging her and Korra.
"What?" Nina exclaimed, pushing was sure he'd lost it, she could see it in his eyes… in his strange actions.
Amon laughed heartily as he squeezed Korra's cheeks together with his hand, turning her face towards Nina, "Korra here got drunk and f*cked my brother." he chuckled ," Several times last night actually!"
Nina glande at Korra in horror, "what?"
"It was a mistake!" Korra yelled pushing Amon's hands from her face, "I didn't know what I was doing."
"Korra, that house was bugged." Amon sighed tiredly, walking over to his desk and slumping down into his chair, "I saw everything. I heard you say you liked him."
"Then you heard me tell him how bad I felt and how much I loved you and couldn't do this to you!" Korra exploded slamming her hands on his desk, "You saw me leave and tell him this was my home, this place with you and Nina! That's why I left, because I loved you!"
For a moment Amon felt his sanity returning, he felt himself wondering how he could be acting so irrationally, and then he realized she said, loved. "Loved?" Amon asked cautiously, looking up at her like a dear in headlights.
"You are acting insane! I understand you being angry, I understand if you don't trust me, but to lock me away? To even hint at getting rid of anyone who may look my way…. How could I love someone like that?" Korra asked, tears streaming down her face. "I'm leaving." she declared straightening herself up and trying to regain her composure, "Goodbye, love." she placed a gentle kiss on his cheek and turned to leave.
Nina stood in shock as she took everything in. Just what madness was going on here?
"NO!" Amon snarled, jumping over his desk and grabbing Korra's arm forcefully, "You aren't leaving me! You can't!" He felt himself losing control, he could see the terror on Korra's face, the fear and disappointment in Nina's eyes, but he couldn't live without Korra. Seeing Korra looking at him terrified of him, even if he didn't like it, was better than never seeing her again, and he didn't care how anyone shred at him because of it.
"HELP!" Nina was suddenly screaming into the hallway." this was not her friend, this man was insane, to get her friend back, he dear old friend, she was going to have to hurt him a bit, "Amon's gone- mmph!" she was cut off by Amon clamping his hand over her mouth.
"Shut up, Nina." he hissed, eyes bulging, "I'm going to call in Lue and he as well as a few other associates are going to take you to the island, where you are going to stay, and like it!" he nearly yelled.
A few minutes later, Korra and Nina were both handcuffed in the corner with duct tape over their mouths as Amon rang for Lue.
Korra and Nina glanced at each other both of them wondering how the hell they were going to get out of this as Lue entered the room.
"Sounded as of you needed help, sir." Lue smirked, looking down at Korra and Nina both of whom Amon was still restraining. Lue never liked Nina, she was too well respected by the other workers and they always went to her for instruction, despite the fact that he was intact head of the staff. Knowing that both Korra and Nina would be gone was like killing two birds with one stone.
"Take Korra and Nina to the island, cut all lines of communication. I'll be to the island later to deal with this more appropriately." despite herself, Korra felt fear run through her from the way Amon glanced at her as he said that.
"Most definitely sir." Lue smiled, snatching them both up.
Minutes passed and Amon sat behind his desk still staring at the mask on his bed. This was for the best right? Korra would forgive him, she'd come to understand eventually right? Ugh, he didn't know anymore and all the thinking was giving him a headache. At least that door ringing brat seemed to have left, Amon couldn't handle that blasted noise on top of everything else.
Tarrlok sat in the office in his home with his head on his desk like a school child. He couldn't get Korra out of his head. Even though he was drunk last night, he couldn't forget it. Her soft curves and even softer brown skin, her little gasps she let out as they made love, her soft lips, her touch. More than that he laughed aloud now remembering her laughter at his stupid jokes that night, the red glow from the fire playing on her features… or how nice it felt to hold her close. With a sigh he sat up, where was she? It had been hours. Perhaps she'd reunited with Amon and she'd forgotten about him…. Or she was in trouble. No, no, she knew what she was doing she was probably fine… Tarrlok's eyes landed on his car keys…. just to make sure… he'd just go pop in to see his big brother for a minute.
Tarrlok was a block away from Amon's house when he felt a pang of guilt. He was really about to go try and walk into his brother's home and act as if he hadn't done it with Korra? He paused at the stop sign lost in though when bang bang bang!
The noise shocked Tarrlok out of his daze and he looked up to his passenger side window to see a icey blue eyed kid with a long swirly side bang frantically banging on the window.
"Uhh, sorry I was a little lost in thought." Tarrlok laughed, lowering the window a bit, "I'll move no-"
"Forget about that!" The boy yelled, "You're Tarrlok right? You care about the people's right's right?!" The boy was demanding.
"Well if you want my autograph you can just as-"
"I don't want your freakin' autograph, I just came from Amon's estate, my girlfriend was living there as a maid he wouldn't let me see her the last few days, so I snuck around back to see if I could get in and I saw a man dragging her and another lady out of the house all tied up and throwing them into a car! You have to help my friend!" He demanded.
Tarrlok felt his mouth go dry. This couldn't be happening, "W-what was your friend's name?" Tarrlok asked hesitantly.
"Her name's Korra!" The boy yelled, frantically.
-
Authors note:
This is the third to last chapter I have planned. Maybe fourth to last. Depends. I'm going to do the spinoff thingy since it was requested ^_^
Don't be confused as to why Tahno called her his girlfriend, it'll be explained next chapter. Please review if you don't mind. The reviews are much appreciated and all really help me shape the story and motivate me to write… heheh, thanks for reading.






*Chapter 21*: Show your Cards 210
Yes this is a half chapter not a full chapter, I wanted to get something out, but didn't want to shove too much into one chapter and rush the story. So this is part one of chapter 21, Enjoy!
It was dark, and loud. There was noise everywhere, but Korra had no idea where she was or what was even happening. Her hands were tied behind her back, but even so, Korra still stretched her finger tips feeling around for Nina, but all she felt was the cold cement under her fingertips. She couldn't speak, duct tape held her mouth shut, she couldn't see, as cloth was tied over her eyes, but she could feel tears leaking on her face. She could still feel her heart breaking over what happened with Amon.
If only she hadn't have been with Tarrlok! If only she hadn't have down that, her and Nina wouldn't have been in this situation, she could still be wrapped up in the arms of the man she loved at home under the thick blankets of his bed… But then, if she hadn't done that, she would have only grown more and more unhappy as she watched Amon become a monster as that masked man he felt he had to be. Even in this urgent situation, Korra's mind was torn over her first real love turning into such a heart ripping thing.
She could hear herself crying now, muffled, it was making her dizzy it was hard to breathe well with her mouth tied like that.
"Shut up!" Lue was yelling now. A sharp pain shot through her side as his foot made impact with her ribcage.
Had her arms been free, Korra would have beat the living daylights out of him, but tied up like this, all she could do was fall over and whimper in pain.
"So like I was saying," she could hear Lue saying to some unknown person, "My employer, who shall remain unnamed, needs these two lovely ladies to disappear, you understand? Make it look like a tragic crash on the way to the island or something."
"'Ey, Lue I've known you since we were kids, and we've been working together for a long time. I've done some crazy shit for you and your employer, but never killing pretty little ladies like these! He'd never asked for a lady or kid to be hurt!" Korra could feel a hand stroke her cheek, she filched away as the man hacked a laugh, "You sure it's your employer that wants them dead, and not you?"
"My boss wants them gone, he just doesn't know it yet. "
"Ohhh, look at you stepping out on your own, little Lue's grown up." the man laughed again and Lue cursed at him and sounded as if he were walking further off, "but say," the man started, "Since they're going to be 'gone' soon anyway, you mind if I have a little fun?" Korra could hear Nina let out a shocked, muffled scream next to her as the man laughed. She felt sick.
"Hands off." Lue replied, "The first rule in the line of work we do is to never mix business with pleasure, you'll lose your head and make mistakes. And if you make a mistake, you'll lose your head, by my hands." Lue hissed. The entire conversation was making Korra sick, she was wishing this was all a bad dream and she'd wake up, in her own room, no! Even at the shack she used to live in, before she met Amon, that would be better. The man she once loved, the man she still wished she could love, she now wished she never met him.
_
Amon was weighing his mask in his hand, staring down at it as his father was pacing the room, speaking in a lively manner as he spoke of his plans for the world. He couldn't stop thinking about Korra, he just wanted to hold her, to love her, but if he kept making her hate him more and more, he couldn't do that… But if he let her make her own decision now, he was sure he'd never see her again. The look of terror on her face as he forced her and Nina down and tied them both up played over and over in his head as the empty eye slits of the mask stared up at him accusingly. Judging him.
With a frustrated yell, he beamed the mask across the room, and into the unlit fireplace. His oldest friend, as well as the person he claimed to love were being hurt because of him. He'd heard Tarrlok warn Korra once that he always hurt the people he loved without meaning to, and now, he was seeing it too. He let himself become a selfish monster, and now, he knew it too.
"Son." Yakone was calling from across the room with a scowl on his face, "That mask is precious for the plan, don't get so upset about what we had to do to that child that you lose sight of the plan.
Amon was unsure what to say. His father's plan to take over the city by sheer force, through some people he'd planted in high up places along with Amon's under belly business was brilliant. In fact, if things went accordingly they could rule the state in less than a month and begin working on the world before Amon hit 50, but what victory was it if all he had to show for it was the approval of the father who he wrote off years ago? What did it matter if this time, for good, his brother wrote him off, if Nina would no longer be a friend to him, if Korra could no longer love him. Ruling the world would be a big shiny gold trophy that was locked along with him in a fishbowl that his father regulated.
"She's not a child, father. if anything, she's far wiser than even I can be at times." Amon murmured, eyes cast down at his folded hands.
"I doubt it, all she's ever been is a pain. Thought she may have grown to be beautiful, wise is not something I would call her."
Amon 's eyes flew to his father, "You speak as if you've known her a long time, father." he replied cautiously.
"I've kept an eye on her awhile, son." Yakone smirked wickedly.
"There's something your not telling me."
"Oh please, like what?" Yakone barked a laugh holding his arms out.
"I don't know, but I trust in her more than I trust you and there is no deal between me and you without trust. You want me to trust you? Tell me what you know." Amon demanded.
Yakone laughed again, "After what you saw her do with your brother, you trust her more than me?"
"You've down far worse." Amon hissed watching the smile fall from Yakone's face.
"Fine, you want to know, I'll tell you." Yakone sat across the room from Amon, cold faded eyes on him the entire time, "Her parents were detectives, they were trying to bring down some thing I was working on to make this big plan happen. They got too close to one of my men that was working his way up after a looong time, so one night I followed them, waited until they were somewhere nobody could see and took them out." Amon felt his face drain of blood as Yakone spoke, "The little girl got away, so I told one of my men to go after her and bring her to me, but she ran off, and we never saw her again, so it didn't matter. We thought she was dead" Yakone smirked, "Who would've thought I'd come back to find both of my son's pining after that kid?" Amon was feeling sick.
His family, his own existence, everything he was, was taking the life out of her and after hearing what his father just told him, he wanted to make it right. He had to let her free even if it killed him.
"Don't forget that plan, son. Don't let this girl get to you so much that you lose sight of what's important!"
"She is important, Yakone!" Amon snapped, jumping to his feet, staring at his father with half crazed eyes.
Yakone looked up at Amon from where he sat, in shock, he really loved her? Well love was making him weak. "I see." HE would have to handle this situation with this girl, himself.
It had to have been at least an hour since Korra and Nina had been thrown on the small airplane together, and she dreaded every minute. The cabin was small, so while Nina sat in the back seat, Korra was forced to sit in the front seat next to the man. The entire ride, he rested his disgusting hand on her inner thigh talking about whatever, but Korra couldn't hear him over the sound of her heart in her ears.
This was how she was going to die? Not on the streets like she'd always thought, but in an aircraft with her friend and the sweaty palm of an annoying murderer caressing her thigh. She could put up with it at the moment though, because as long as he was preoccupied with being a creep, he wouldn't notice the shard of glass she'd been clutching since snatching it up while he was talking to Lue, she'd been working at the ropes since he sat her down.
"Oh now doll, don't cry, I told you I won't let it be painful or anything, it'll just be like a bee sting," the man chuckled, "I really big bee sting!" he laughed.
Korra thought she was going to puke, she had to get out of this somehow, "So you do this a lot?" She tried to ask calmly, but it came out as muffles as her mouth was still held shut by duct tape.
"What's that? I can't hear you darlin." the man ripped the tape from her mouth and Korra felt her eyes water, but she didn't scream. She was too nervous to really feel the pain.
"I asked if you do this a lot." she repeated calmly.
"Ohhh, you have a pretty little voice there sweety." he cooed stroking her face, "It makes me curious what those eyes of yours look like." he chuckled, "But to answer your question, I've been around."
"Oh, I see." she sighed in the most seductive way she could manage,, "Must be hard." Just district him enough to get free she told herself.
"Hah, my job's not the only thing!" He cooed, rubbing his hand up and down her thigh, "But I'm also not stupid, I've been doing this a while little girl, I'm hurt you think you can trick me that easily, though this thing is on autopilot, you keep messing with me and I might have to take my risk with Lue's threat." his hand moved away and relief surged through her as she felt the ropes loosen around her arms.
"Good," the ropes fell from her hands, "Cuz I'm not that type of girl." Just as the man was turning to stop her she knocked him out with a hard right jab, thankful for the years of training. Without another thought, she turned to untie Nina.
"What happened?" Nina asked scurrying up to the pilots seat and shoving the man to the back of the cabin so Korra could tie him up.
"I just didn't want to die like that." Korra smirked, as she tied the man up so that he couldn't move before joining Nina at the front.
"I'm going to have to land us, we'll be coming up on Amon's island soon.
"We can't go to the island! If we do, we'll still be at Amon' s mercy. Do you know how to take us back to the city? I know someone who can help us." Korra insisted.
"Though I may live in the city now, when I was little I grew up on a farm, one of the first things I learned was how to fly a crop duster. I can take us as far as the gas tank allows." Nina assured her, turning the plane around.
"Good."
"Where the hell are they!?" Tarrlok was yelling as he slammed his hands on the steering wheel of his car. He and Tahno had been running around from airport to airport, from bus station to bus station driving anywhere Tarrlok thought his brother might have sent Korra to get her out of the city. If he knew his brother, he knew he would have sent them to his private island, so that no one could interfere with his plans.
Tahno looked over at Tarrlok with a scowl. Tahno did need Tarrlok's help to find Korra, but why was Tarrlok so distraught by Korra's disappearance, just who was he to her? "You seem really upset about her missing, almost like you know her."
"Something like that." Tarrlok scowled, throwing the car into drive before peeling off to check a train station that just popped into mind, "What about you?" Tarrlok asked, "When you ran up here you said she was your girlfriend, I didn't know she was dating anyone."
Tahno looked away, embarrassed that he had told Tarrlok she was his girlfriend, "Well, she's a girl and is my friend. I don't take well to people hurting my friends." Tahno hissed.
Tarrlok glanced over at the cold look in Tahno's eves,. This kid was pretty serious, despite what he said, he clearly liked Korra. "When we find Korra," Tarrlok started, unable to believe what he was about to say, "Most likely Amon will retaliate, I'll take care of him, but you'll have to help Korra and the woman she was kidnapped with escape."
Tahno snorted a laugh, "Yeah? And go where, Amon has eyes everywhere."
Tarrlok glanced over questioningly, "How would you know that?"
Well at this rate, Tahno figured he had no choice but to trust Tarrlok, and he knew that what he was about to tell him, might help Tarrlok bring down Amon, "A few years ago, I was working for a guy who knew a guy. All these rallies that had been popping up? Yeah, I worked for a guy who was friends with the leader of those rallies, some guy in a mask was all I ever thought of him as. The guy in the mask, never spoke, he always wrote his messages and burned them, and he never took off the mask, but one day he slipped up. My boss was supposed to deliver a letter to The Masked man one day, but he was sick so he sent me instead. I showed up where we were supposed to meet and in a reflection, I saw the man without his mask; he was Amon." Tarrlok's eyes went wide, "I got outta there before they saw who I was, so they assumed my boss did it, and they killed him. After that our group fell apart and I went down the path of the straight and narrow, become a fighter instead. I never had interest in revenge or anything, but I always kept an eye on Amon, just in case things started looking bad and I had to make a run for it."
"Listen, if things go bad when I have to face Amon." Tarrlok said urgently, "You have to find some way of telling the authorities everything you just told me as carefully as you can and get out of the city. Write a letter, use a smoke signal, morse code, it doesn't matter, you have to tell them without them knowing who you are. I know Amon too, and if you have Korra and are keeping her from him, he will do everything to try and get her back. Keeping him in prison might be the only way to even give you a sliver of hope of escaping his wrath."
Amon was pacing the room back and forth waiting for the call that Korra and Nina had arrived safely at the island. Yakone had left awhile ago after seeing a message on his phone, he said he had to go 'start his planning', leaving Amon to his thoughts.
Just as he was certain to go mad with anxiety, the phone rang. "Hello! She arrived safely yes?" Amon was asking with a smile on his face as he answered the phone, not giving the woman on the other side a chance to even say hello, "Let me speak to her!" Amon was demanding. He would apologize to Korra, he'd go fly out immediately to find her and make things right. He'd hold her close and make everything better again and-
"S-sir," The woman stammered nervously.
"I said let me speak to her!" Amon yelled, panicked now by the woman's tone. Something went wrong and he knew it.
"W-we were calling to ask if there was a problem, we saw the plane, but then it suddenly turned around, was there a change in plans?" the woman asked meekly.
Amon's heart fell to his toes. He slammed down the phone and ran to get his jacket. He didn't know for sure where they were going, but there were only a few places he could think of either of them coming up with. And if he was right, while he was going to get Korra, he would wring Tarrlok's neck while he was there.
"Hello?!" Tarrlok was yelling into his phone, it had been ringing for awhile, but he had only just noticed as he and Tahno pulled out of the train station they were searching for Korra at.
"Yes sir, umm, I don't know how to say this, but there's a small plane out in the field behind the house. Should we call the police?" the maid on the other end of the phone was asking in a small voice.
Tarrlok was speechless, "N-no, don't do that. Don't do anything, I'm on my way!"
"What is it?" Tahno asked upon seeing how frantic Tarrlok was.
"I think I found her." Tarrlok grinned, "She got away from him." he smiled as if his face would split.
"Where is she?!" Tahno demanded, sitting up in his seat upon hearing the news.
Tarrlok laughed, "We were dumb to come looking for her, I should've known she'd come to us. Korra escaped and fled to my place. The second we get there, you take Korra and run okay? I'm sure Amon must have bugged my place, which means he's probably on his way there now. I'll handle him, you take care of Korra." Tarrlok instructed, looking at Tahno with dire seriousness.
Tarrlok wasn't sure how this was all going to play out, he wasn't sure if he would see Korra again after today, but if even in this little way, he could help, he was contented with that much.
Just as the maid got off of the phone with Tarrlok, the doorbell rang, "Oh, he's awfully fast today!" She chuckled, scurrying to the front door. "Coming!" She called before swinging the door open. She froze upon seeing the hardened smiling face of a stranger.
"Hello, I'm Tarrlok's father," He pulled out a gun and held it to the maid's forehead, "Do you mind if I come in?"
So I'm hoping to end this at chapter 22 and then I've decided to do one standard ending and then 3 spin off alternate endings as separate one shot stories, so look out for that once anti reality is finished. Also thanks so much for all of the kind reviews, it really makes me happy that people enjoy this story and I'll work hard to make the ending worth it :)






*Chapter 22*: On The Line (21 part 2)
 Chapter 21.5 Tarlok sprung out of the car and ran to his mansion, leaving the keys in the ignition and Tahno to catch up. All he could think of was getting Korra out of there, before anyone else could hurt her. "Wait!" Tahno was yelling behind him, but Tarrlok couldn't stop, he went barreling forward toward the front door nearly running into someone who seemed to have the same idea. It was Amon. "Out of my way-!" Amon yelled, shoving Tarrlok aside, our father is in there and I know you would rather not see him, so let me handle this. From further off, Tahno watched Tarrlok and Amon standing in the doorway, his feet twitching as he wondered what to do. He could see the perplexed expression on Tarrlok's face as well as the concern in Amon's, but he couldn't hear what they were saying. All he knew was that there use have been something else going on in the house for Tarrlok to have stopped so suddenly on his flying dash to the door. Thinking that he should take a look just in case, Tahno slipped over the fence that headed toward the back of the mansion unnoticed. The thought of Korra tied up and helpless shook him to his core, he didn't want to see that again, he had to get her to safety so the sick feeling in the pit of his stomach. He didn't have time to waste watching two reckless brothers fighting. "What do you mean father is in there?" Tarrlok asked, dumbfounded. "I mean our father is in there and Korra is in trouble so move!" Amon nudged him just hard enough to push him away from the door before he dashed inside without once looking back. Tarrlok stood near the door heart racing and feet frozen where he stood. He tried to command his legs to move, but they wouldn't listen, the thought of seeing his father shocked him to the core. He was a child again, afraid to face his father, afraid to see the look of disapproval and hatred cast down on him by the old man's eyes. Korra's face flashed in his mind and his heart lurched. This time was different, this was not about him, he was no child. Tarrlok was suddenly flying in the house after his brother. This time, Korra was on the line. Tarrlok could hear yelling from the living room as he approached in and barged into the room. His eyes flew wide with shock. Nina was tied to a chair at one end of the room with terror in her eyes and bruises on her face as she looked at what else was happening in the room. Amon's back faced Tarrlok, but he was hunched over someone who he assumed to be Korra. Though Tarrlok couldn't see her face, he knew it must have been bad. Amon was crying his eyes out, yelling incomprehensible words, as he clutched her to his chest. All he could see of her was her hand limply lying on the floor covered in blood. "Hello son, what a lovely reunion we are having here." Yakone smiled as he turned to acknowledge Tarrlok standing there. "W-What have you done?" Tarlok was asking. His tongue was heavy in his mouth, his ears were ringing, his body felt numb, he was going to be sick. Tarrlok watched as Yakone wiped his bloody knuckles on the couch, "Well, no greeting for me?" he chuckled, but the smile vanished quickly, "I had to get rid of a distraction." Yakone said coldly, "I did what any parent would. My children weren't doing their work well so I trashed the game that was taking up all of their time. "MURDERER!" Amon was yelling, now, practically foaming at the mouth as he said the first thing Tarrlok could understand since entering the room, "MURDERER! MURDERER! MURDERER!" he sobbed, bowing his head down now to rest on Korra's limp body. Only now did Tarrlok see her face, battered and bruised all over, bloody and vacant. Now he puked on the floor, sick with the sight. "Oh shut up, Amon, she's not dead." Yakone huffed in an exasperated tone before whipping a gun out from the holster that was previously hidden by his long coat and pointing it at Korra, "But I promise you I will remedy that issue if you two don't do as I say for the next few hours." Yakone threatened. Amon looked up at Yakone with hatred in his eyes. He knew he had no choice but to do as his father said for Korra's sake. It was like being a child again, he did what his father said to protect Tarrlok, when he left, it was to avoid destroying his father for his timid brother's sake. Amon's eyes fell on Tarrlok who was looking at their father with the most sickeningly horrified expression that Amon had ever seen. Only now was he realizing that he should have ended his father all those years ago. He never would have left home, he never would have this rift that formed between himself and his brother, sure he never would have met Korra, but looking at her now, he knew she would have been better off had she never met him. This was all his fault. 'Sorry' would fix nothing now. Placing Korra gently on the floor, Amon slowly got to his feet, "You know that we will do as you say. We have no choice" he growled, but in his head he added silently 'and when what you have planned for us is done, I will tear you limb from limb, for the havoc you have thrust on all of our lives'. "Good!" Yakone chuckled twirling his gun around his finger and placing it back in the holster, "Then let's get to business. Amon, fetch me your mask, Tarlok call your campaign manager, we have work to be done." - Tahno was outside of the living room window watching in silent horror as Amon and Tarrlok stared at this man who Tahno had never seen before, but his eyes were on Korra. His heart was in his feet as he watched her lying unconsciously on the floor. He wondered what the hell Tarlok and Amon were doing?! They should have taken her out of there already?! These old men and the games they dared to play with their words as Korra's life was hanging in the balance. He wished he could break through the glass, that he could snatch her up and get out of there, but once glance at the thick windows and he knew he couldn't break through. They were on the phone now, each of them making phone calls, all of them signing papers. Tahno was going mad staring at Korra's limp body laying forgotten, so close to him, yet so far all the same. He glanced around the yard, looking for something heavy, anything heavy… he just couldn't bare to watch this madness anymore. A/N: The end is near my friends. 






*Chapter 23*: End Game (Amon's End)
A/N:
Sorry this has come so late, I've been soooo busy, mostly trying to keep my head above financial waters, but I have to finish this series, bah! I'll explain more at the end of the story if you wanna know, let's get to the good stuff that's what you're here for right? :)
Amon's Ending:
Amon held the mask in his hands, it was heavier than it had ever felt before and he couldn't help but wonder if it was his own hatred filled gaze that fell on the mask that made it so heavy.
"Hurry now, son. My trigger finger is itching." Yakone called from the other side of the room. The gun was still pointed at Korra, Tarrlok had already given Yakone everything he asked from him, all Yakone wanted now was the mask. All that Amon had worked for up to this point, all that he worked for to get equally, everything he risked for it was in his hands right now, and he was about to hand it over to his 'father'. His eyes fell on Korra again. He was about to give all of this up for her because he loved her, he couldn't imagine life without her at this point. A low frustrated growl escaped his throat as he realized this was the end of his work as the Masked Man and that his father would ruin all that he worked for now.
"At least I'll still have Korra…" Amon reminded himself under his breath, his knuckles white as he clutched the mask tighter, but then, a little voice in the back of his mind wondered; 'Is she really worth it?'
Amon almost dropped the mask to the floor in shock as the thought flittered around in his mind. 'How could I think that?' He wondered to himself.
"Amon? I am growing impatient!" Yakone snapped, yanking the barely conscious Korra up by the hair and shoving the barrel of the gun against her forehead.
'Is she worth it?' the thought crossed his mind again, his head was spinning, his heart was racing in panic.
"Amon, give him the mask…" Tarrlok called from the corner of the room, his own eyes filled with doubt, as if he could see the question dancing around in Amon's mind.
'Is she worth it?"
"The mask or she dies, son!"
'Is she worth it?"
"Give him the mask!"
'Is she worth it?"
"THE MASK! NOW!"
'Is she worth it?"
"GIVE HIM THE DAMMED MASK, NOATAK!"
'Is she worth it?"
'Is she worth it?"
'Is she worth it?"
CRASH!
Before Amon can answer his own question, the glass behind Yakone shatters making him jump back in shock, Tarrlok runs towards Yakone, a dark streak comes flying in through the window, and BANG! The gun goes off.
"-orra"
"Korra?"
Korra's eyes flutter open and a dull aching pain came settled down on her body as she stares up at the dark ceiling of a vehicle.
"W-where am I?" She stammers. With all of her might she tries to think back to what happened. Foggy flashes of being a child, living on the streets, her friends living with her, meeting Amon falling in love with him, and an odd memory of her being in pain and a man named Yakone while Amon holding something with a torn look on his face, then glass shattering and then nothing, she couldn't remember much from before that either. It bothered her. What exactly happened? How long had she been out? Who was Yakone and what was the thing Amon held in his hands with that sorry look he threw her in her last memory.
"Korra!" Amon calls excitedly, stroking her face so gently that she's not sure if he's even doing it at all, "You're back!"
"W-where was I?" she asked groggily.
"There was a terrible accident, there was an earthquake you see, the house fell apart, the city was wrecked, a lot of our friends didn't make it, you almost didn't either…."
"An earthquake? I don't remember that…" Try as she might, Korra couldn't remember that at all, all she accomplished as giving herself a headache.
"You're room entirely collapsed, you were buried for a full day, you were so beat up we weren't sure you'd make it…. But here you are." Amon smiled, his eyes watering as he spoke.
"B-but Yakone!"
"Who?" Amon asked looking generally confused, "Who's Yakone?"
"I- I can't remember… But he's important… right? He was someone important to you… right" she hesitated for a moment, struggling to think back, when she remembered, seeing Amon speak to Yakone, calling him father, but she's still perplexed, why is she on the floor in her memories, why is she in so much pain? "Y-yakone is your father right?" she asks.
Amon stared at her with a shocked expression for a full minute before holding her to his firm beady. A sense of relief flooded through Korra as he did so, her panic shrinking as he pulled her into the place she remembered that she'd always felt safest; his arms.
"What is it?" Korra murmured, her face half buried in his shoulder.
"C-calm down, it's not good for you to move around so much," Amon warned, laying her back down, "I didn't mean to upset you, my love. It's just that none of that really happened."
"W-what?"
Amon sighed heavily, but his kind smile still stayed on his face, "The doctor said this might happen…"
"What might happen?" Korra asked, suddenly concerned.
"You were unconscious for a few days, the doctor warned that the whole time you might have been dreaming, and that when you awoke, you might confuse it with reality… I think that's what happened…"
"H-how?" Korra stammered. It all seemed so real though. The more she thought on it, the more she remembered, Tarrlok was there too, he was crying, he looked sad, there was someone else, but she wasn't sure who it was, but she still couldn't remember what Amon was holding or what exactly was happening.
"I'm sorry my love… I wish you had woken up in the hospital so that the doctor could explain, but after the earthquake, they needed more room in the hospital and they had limited supplies, not enough to take care of you, so I opted to drive you to a hospital a few towns over to look after you."
Korra sat in a stunned silence. Was Yakone real? What was true? Amon wouldn't lie about Yakone, he wouldn't lie to her if something happened… right?
"Korra." Amon hummed, brushing his mouth gently against her own, "You don't know how happy I am that you're okay." The warmth of a tear dropped down on her face as he spoke.
How could he lie about this? He was crying and everything, there was no way he could lie, the way her heart still soared from his touch, she had to trust him, her 'memories' weren't even that clear, it didn't even feel real, she must have dreamt it all… right?
"I-I'm glad I survived if I got to see you again." Korra smiled, wrapping her arms around Amon as the car zoomed on. Thought she loved him in that moment, thought being with him felt so right she couldn't help but feel a pang of doubt in her heart from his words, she couldn't help but feel like there was something Amon was hiding.
Three Years Later
"Hurry up, Henry! Your father is waiting for you inside!" Korra called from the doorway of the large home that she had become so familiar with.
"Okay!" The little boy piped up, running over to Korra with his blue eyes bright and his arms open, expecting her to pick him up.
"Let's go, then, daddy will be here any minute." Korra cooed, swinging the little boy up in the air, his own glee filled grin infecting her face. She couldn't help but smile whenever she hugged Henry, he was such a happy kid, she couldn't imagine how anyone could frown when seeing him smile.
Swinging Henry on her back, Korra ran with him towards the door of her home, airplane sounds effects and all, when she bumped smack into Amon who happened to walk in the hallway at the same time.
"Oh!" Korra gasped, falling back a step, "Sorry, I thought you were still out." She chuckled, planting a kiss on his cheek.
"Ahh, why? Hoping I was away so that you can steal all of Henry's attention?" Amon laughed lightly, tickling the jolly little ball of energy that still clung to Korra's back.
"Maybe." Korra smirked.
Amon smirked back at her and looked as if he was about to say something when the doorbell rang.
"Oh, I'll get it then." Korra laughed, walking around Amon and to the door.
Korra swung the door open and greeted the man at the door.
"Daddy!" Henry sung, reaching out for his father.
"Hey there, spud, how was your day with Korra and Amon?"
"They were great! I love it here!" Henry sang with his usual grin.
"Good to hear, Bud." Henry's father chuckled before pulling out his wallet and turning to Korra. "Thanks for taking such great care of him, I feel bad for having to drop him off so much lately, but my wife and I have been working so much and-"
"It's fine." Korra chuckled, tickling Henry's chin, "Henry is a fun kid, you're lucky to have him." through she meant to sound cheerful, the sorrow in her voice still rang through loud and clear.
"Hey, you're young! You'll have your own soon enough, and when you do, the Mrs and I will be glad to bring Henry over for a play date." He laughs, "But hey, I have to get going, see you later Korra."
"Yeah okay!" Korra smiled wearily, waving as Henry and his father go down the walkway. With a heavy sigh, Korra closes the door behind her, leaning her weight against it as she does.
Korra and Amon had been living in this new city for three years now with Amon. It was hard for her the first year they moved there, Amon had gotten a new job and was away working a lot of the time, leaving her alone in their new big house much of the time. Though he always went out of his way to be extra caring towards her, though he went out of his way to spend time with her while he could, it was still hard for her since she couldn't see her friends anymore. From what Amon told her, her friends had been in Tenzin's gym practicing together when the earthquake that knocked her out hit, they were buried in the rubble, and not as fortunate as her to make it out. Amon was always so careful about talking about it, which she was thankful for, since three years later, not being able to see her only friends and family, was still making her heart ache. All she wanted since finding out she'd lost the only family that she'd ever known, was to be able to start a new family with Amon, which is also what he wanted, so they got married and decided to start there own little family, but….
"I guess babysitting Henry is all I can have in this life, huh?" she mumbles to herself.
"What was that?" Amon calls from the hallway next to her, making her jump up.
"O-oh! It was nothing I was just thinking how much I have to do around here!" she said with a forced chuckle, "I mean it's been two years since we got married and I still haven't finished unpacking all of our presents, what's up with that?" She laughed and started to walk away, but Amon caught her by the wrist and pulled her into a hug before she could escape.
"Korra… Are you still blaming yourself for not being able to have kids" Amon asked gently, stroking back her hair. She gave no response as he pulled her closer. She could feel the warmth of his breath on the back of her head as he sighed, holding her in the embrace. He'd told her countless times it wasn't her fault, but it still bothered her, and it bothered him more that she felt bad, he hated seeing her sad more than anything.
"If you're still worried about that, don't. I love you just the way you are, it's not your fault, okay? Don't blame yourself. When we married I said for better or worse and I meant it."
"I know, but still…" Korra mumbled into his chest, "I know how much you wanted children and I… I can't even."
"Korra…" Amon murmured gently into her hair, "I don't blame you, I never could and never would. If we decide that we want a child in our lives, we can always adopt." he comforted her, "but" he went on, tone changing to a mischievous tone as his hands dropped to her waist, "If you want to keep trying for a child, I have no qualms about that." he laughed, playfully nibbling her ear.
"Amon!" Korra chucked, backing away to look him in the eye. She let her smile fade into a serious face as he looked at her with what she knew was his 'did I do something wrong?' face, before smiling again, "You better meet me upstairs in 10 minutes if that's how you feel." she smirked before heading to the stairs.
"Believe I will." he smiled, eyes lighting up as he watched her go, "Just let me lock the back door and I'll be up." he said, jogging off towards the back of their abode.
Korra bounded up the stairs, giddy as she ran into their bedroom. She sprawled herself out on the bed, before looking down at her boring khaki pants and blue t-shirt and deciding to spice things up a bit, she'd wear one of his ties… and only his tie.
With a smirk, Korra runs over to his dresser, which she knows he always insists on organizing alone, but she figures, he won't mind if it's for this occasion. She flings open the drawer and starts riffling through ties when her hand hits something cold and smooth at the bottom of the drawer.
"What's this?" Korra asks herself as she pulls it out. A flash of cream porcelain and red greets her as she yanks it out of the drawer and she gasps as she almost drops it in disbelief. She is holding a mask.
The second she sees the mask, she remembers it all; Yakone, Tarrlok, her friends, Tahno, Nina, the city, being kidnapped, what she did with Tarrlok, what Amon did to her, what happened on the day she could never remember clearly. She remembered it all now, she remembered Amon hesitating to hand over the mask even after Tarrlok had done all that Yakone asked to save her, she remember Tahno by the window, she remembered Amon mouthing the word 'sorry' before it all went black and she woke up in Amon's car, and he lied to her. Her life until now was all a li-
"So I see you've found it." Amon's voice came from the door and Korra almost died of shock. His face was calm, but it gave her no comfort to see that. If he lied to her all of this time, how far would he go to keep her living in this lie?
"F-fo-found what?" Korra stammered hiding the mask behind her back.
"The mask." he growled, snatching it from behind her, "Aww, come now don't look so frightened." he cooed, peering down at her. His face still held in to that gentle smile, but his eyes were wild, unpredictable.
"You lied to me!" Korra boomed, hiding her fear "You lied about everything!"
"You lied too, we're even."
"How are we even?!" she demanded, as he moved in closer, so that just to get space, she was bent slightly backwards over the dresser.
"Well, I've been taking care of you all of this time, I've loved you genuinely despite the fact that you slept with my brother. I forgave it though, you were only a child, you were confused, and I forgave you and moved on, I've forgotten about it until now actually, now it's your turn to forget, Korra."
"I've spent years forgetting! I've spent years living my life not knowing what I forgot! For how long!? What happened to me?!" her head was spinning, she felt dizzy, it was too much. Were her friends alive? After years of being told they were dead… and Tarrlok! Where was he?! Was he doing well? So many questions blasted through Korra's whirling head as Amon came closer and closer.
"Oh fine, you want to know so badly?! I'LL TELL YOU THEN!" Amon boomed, tossing the mask to the wall, shattering it into a million pieces, before grabbing Korra by the shoulders and lifting her to sit up on the dresser, standing between her legs as he came even closer to her, dominating what little room she had left, "That day, I hesitated, it was hard to chose; a life with you, or the life I'd dreamed of, I didn't get a chance to make the choice because your little friend who was always buzzing around Toeno or Toenail or whatever-"
"Tahno." Korra snapped.
"Like I said, whatever. He came busting into the room and distracted my father, my father shot the gun at him, and it hit him in the face." Amon cringed as he spoke, he may have been speaking bluntly, but it was because he had hoped until now that he wouldn't ever have to think back to that time, that he could leave their past behind them and build a happy future, but Korra's eyes were filled with a horrified look.
Korra cringed as she remembered how kind Tahno had been to her until then, and thinking that he died helping her was just…
"Anyway," Amon went on, "while my father was distracted, Tarrlok and I ran for you, Yakone saw Tarrlok before me, and shot him too, I got to you and got you out of there. I thought it might be better for you and for us if you didn't remember those painful things… I- I just wanted to have a family, Korra." he pleaded as he saw her face harden over, "I- I was wrong to hesitate, but I wanted a family with you, I wanted Tarrlok to be there too, he would have never given up on you, and I wouldn't have cared if that's what made you happy, as long as I was who you came home to at night is what I decided. I didn't want any of this to happen the way it did, I didn't want anyone to die like this, all I wanted was to fix the city! I wanted you and Tarrlok at my side, I wanted you to be happy with your friends, and I ruined it all!" He grabbed Korra's shoulders even harder, shaking her slightly, trying to get her to understand that he was telling the truth, but she only started at him with a cold expression as if she had iced over and left him out of that arctic she had created.
"Then why did you hesitate? Tarrlok would have left you if you'd let me get hurt, I would have been dead… If this family that you speak of is what you wanted, then why did you hesitate?" She asked coldly.
"I-I wasn't sure what I wanted at the time, my plan was older than you and I'd worked so hard," Amon stammered, ashamed by his past actions, "I was wrong, and I know now what I wanted all along was you!" He reached to stroke her her cheek, but she turned away.
"Amon, I am going back to my city. I am going to see my friends." Korra said coldly, facing the window, so that she wouldn't have to see Amon's face.
"W-will you return?!" He pleaded, face contorted in desperation as he moved to try and get in her line of sight, but again she turned her head away from him.
"Probably not. My family is in that city, they are worried for me. Asami, Nina, Naga, Tenzin, Bolin, Mako, all of the people I thought were dead, that I know now might be alive, I am going to see them." she looked Amon in the eye now, letting all of the rage she felt for being kept from the people she loved show on her face now, "You wanted to bring forth a revolution in that city, you started the riots and then you left because of your father, you left that city in turmoil in order to keep me under your little illusion and now I'm done living that lie, Amon."
"K-korra!" He pleaded, attempting to hug her, but she shoved him away, "You'll leave me for that city? When your friends left you I was there, remember!? That's how we met!"
"Yes, it was and you lying is how we started to fall apart, it was you lying that made me look for comfort elsewhere, this is the last lie I can handle, Amon, I refuse to live a lie!"
"Comfort elsewhere?" Amon snarled, "You mean when you slept with Tarrlok, don't you?!"
"At least he was always honest with me! Even when he was a creep, he was honestly a creep! Who and what the hell are you!"
"I AM YOUR HUSBAND, WE SAID FOR BETTER OR WORSE AND WE MEANT IT, KORRA!" Amon boomed, shaking her harder now, "Are you going to forget the great three years we've had here?! It would be better for both of us if you'd just forget that dammed mask!"
"Yes." Korra replied coldly, blue eyes filled with a set determination.
Amon stammered for a moment, before letting a lethargic calm set over him. If she wanted to be that way, then fine. Things hadn't changed that much, he couldn't and wouldn't live without her. "You want to leave? Then give me back everything I gave you: the hair accessories," he snatched the hair ties from her hair, letting it tumble down her shoulders, "the clothes," he tore her shirt open, ignoring her yelling and ignoring her clawing at him and batting him away, "give me back the last years I've spent loving you more than I loved myself! I can't live without you Korra!"
"I can't live with you killing me with your lies!" She shrieked, managing to slip off of the dresser and between him arms, dashing to the door, holding her torn shirt together.
She had to get out of there! He was only going to force her to live a lie and she didn't want that at all!
"Get back here!" He boomed from behind her as she ran out of the bedroom door. Her heart was racing as she ran for the stairs so that she could run for the front door. She was almost at the staircase when she felt a sharp tug on the back off her shirt. She spun around and saw Amon, with a look of shock on his face as she felt her foot slip on the carpeting of the stairs. She heard him calling her name, his scarred face twisted in horror as the world dropped out from under her and then it was dark.
"-ould be waking up now I think she's fine now that I've taken a look it seemed like a minor injury, but you should bring her to the hospital later," Korra heard someone saying as bright lights assaulted her eyes.
"Oh god, Korra." A voice called from her side as she felt someone stroke her hands, "I'm so sorry, I'm so sorry, I-"
"Amon?" She mumbled, barely above a whisper as she came to.
"Yes Korra, I'm here, I'm so sorry." He stammered again, stroking her hand. There was no way he could expect her to forgive him now, how could he make her stay. Did he really want her by his side hating him? Maybe if he moved back to the city with her, she could forgive him and see that he was at least trying. It was his fault that she was hurt again, even after all of these years, all he was doing was hurting her still, and not letting her go. Even when the doctor he'd called arrived and Amon told him that Korra fell down the staircase, he saw the look of doubt in the doctors eyes once the doctor saw her torn shirt and disheveled state, but still the doctor said nothing. Now as he looked at Korra laying there looking confused, he wasn't sure what to do, how to let her make her own choice or if he even could let her leave, he was seconds from telling her he would be okay with her going if only she visited now and again when she spoke up.
"What happened? I remember cleaning the chandeliers in the house and then nothing." She mumbled, reaching for her aching head.
"What?" Amon asked, a week ago Korra had been cleaning the chandeliers in the house, she fell from the step ladder, he came running to see her, but she was fine, so what was she talking about? Was this a test? He looked at the lost look in her eyes and saw she was serious, she had no memories of the last week. She looked around the guest room of their home with confusion. Amon had just sent the doctor he'd called to check her out away, the only one who knew now what really happened was himself, and he realized then, that he had one last shot at keeping his wife that he loved so dearly the life he'd always wanted for them.
"You were cleaning the chandeliers and then you fell, that's all, they say you're fine now though." he smiled kindly, stroking her hair back as he always did.
"Oh, I'm such a klutz sometimes." She laughed, sitting up to look at him. "What's wrong?" She asked seeing the perplexed look in his eyes.
"I-I just, I feel bad, i don't think I spend enough time around the house to help you out, had I been there more, you wouldn't have so much work to do around here and you wouldn't have fell, had I been better, you never would have to hurt." He said. His eyes stung with tears as he realized the only way he could keep her was to keep lying to her, he didn't want to, but her leaving would be life shattering and she had nothing to her name, if she left him, she might fall back to living on the streets and he couldn't bare the thought of that, even if she thought it was fine.
Korra watched as tears ran down the peaks and valleys of his scared skin before reaching out to cup his cheek, "It's not your fault, Amon. You work hard so that we can have a good life, how can I hold that against you? I just wish I could do more." She smiled, sending a pang through Amon's heart. Korra leaned over and gently kissed his cheek thinking how lucky she was to be with the man she loved, how lucky she was to have him by her side.
"I love you Korra, don't ever change." he smiled lightly, kissing her on the lips, "Never ever."
"Couldn't if I tried." she smiled.
That day was the beginning of their happily ever after. Amon's business grew and he became a well known society man in their new city, known for having his lovely wife at his side and their small daughter whom they'd adopted. Amon spend more time with his family and never took them for granted as their happy little lives flourished. Korra never really did change, she stayed cheerful, headstrong and witty all throughout their life together and Amon took a page or two from her book, letting his hair down every now and then.
It was hard to believe the way they had met, even when they watched the news at night and watched their old stomping grounds of Republic City on the news and saw how the riots had torn the city, Korra would always remind him, that she couldn't believe that they'd met on those war torn streets, and Amon would never admit that he cause war to tear down those streets between the social classes, that he lied to her for years, that her friends lived among the war torn streets, perhaps even to this day. They lived a good life thanks to Amon's darkest secret of his past, though everyday when he rolled over in bed and knew that he didn't deserve to have her next to him, everyday he looked at their adopted child he knew he never deserved the love he received from his family and every night Korra crawled up next to him with the seductive little smile on her face and her warm kisses showering him, he died a little bit inside for having to lie. For years, more and more the old him died a little more inside and he buried that man who once wore the mask, he buried the man who lied for a better life, he buried that man inside of the lie that he had created in order to enjoy his new life and even convinced himself that the lies he had told up until that point were all true. After years of turmoil and inner struggle, Amon convinced himself that he was actually telling the truth about it all, and that he deserved his loving family, that he would never lie or hurt them, and he took time everyday to tell them how much he loved them, and they showed him more love than Amon had ever dreamed of knowing as a child.
Every now and then Korra would wonder what would have happened had she never tried to rob the man she met in an alley when she lived on the streets when she was young and she couldn't imagine life without him, but still no matter how much she loved him, every bow and then she would feel weary of him, which was silly because he had always been so good to her, right? After all thanks to him, she got to live out something she never could have dreamed of as a child, Korra got her fairy tale life, her knight in shinning armor, her castle and her happily ever after, and she never knew that it was built on a lie.
End
A/N:
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*Chapter 24*: Tahno's End (PART 1)
End Game (Tahno's ending)
A/n: Figured I'd do Tahno's ending first, since his fate was the most up in the air and he didn't really get a lot of attention in this story. Please mind that all of the endings are like 'what-ifs' so you find out different truths and learn different things about everything that happened in up until now.
The ringing, the ringing was filling his whole head, it was unbearable, why wouldn't it stop? Why wouldn't it? And where was Korra? Where was she!? She was just on the floor, she was just bleeding to death on the floor and he was just outside of the window watching an old man, Amon and Tarrlok yelling at each other while Korra suffered on the floor and cried as the old man held a gun to her head. What happened next? Something important, something big? He was trying to remember, but his head hurt so badly. Oh! The crashing! He remembered now, he saw them yelling and then he heard a window crashing… Did he do that? He broke in a window for her? Wow, that was pretty bad assed when he needed to, but there was something else…. The bang. It was all starting to come back now, memories were oozing into his mind like a sludge, sitting heavy on his brain and making his head ache. There was a bang, and then his face hurt, he fell to the ground, he remembered grabbing his face in disbelief, and that there was blood, but he wasn't sure if it was his blood or Korra's at that point since both of their blood was splattered all over the floor.
The sludge of memories went on, but the ringing was starting to get sharper, but there was something else, a voice?
"ano"
"Tahno!"
"…yeah?" Tahno called groggily as he came to his eyes flashing open, or at least he tried to flash them open, but only one opened for some reason.
"You're awake!" He heard a familiar voice calling as a warm hand stroked his own and a warm liquid hit his flesh. Tears? He turned his head to see who was speaking to see Korra standing next to his bedside, stroking his hand, and eyes overflowing with tears. "You're awake." She said again smiling, with some sort of disbelief.
"I've been asleep?" He asked, he was shocked to hear how weak his own voice sounded. Though he had to admit seeing Korra the first thing when he woke up wasn't too bad, though he wished she wasn't crying. It took him about a good minute of staring at Korra before he saw the heart monitor next to her and realized that he was in a bed. A hospital bed.
"What happened to me Korra?" He asked, slowly, his own tired voice not even able to begin to portray his panic as he realized his face that hurt in his sleep awhile ago, still hurt, but was worse now. He looked her over, she her face looked thinner, more tired than he remembered, but her blue eyes still danced, still filled with kindness, though her skin was covered in the ghosts of bruises and scars in places that he remembered were bruises pitch black and were cut badly by the old man holding the gun to her head the other day, he wanted to ask how she healed so quickly, but one question at a time.
"Y-you saved my life," Korra said with a light smile, "And I'm so thankful for that, but if I knew that doing that would have put you in a coma for two months I never-" Tahno's heart monitor beeped loudly as he felt his heart race. He was out for 2 months?! He looked up at Korra's suddenly panicked face, she was saying something, but the ringing was back, what was she saying? All of a sudden nurses were in the room, they were poking at him, Korra was now looking panicked, asking something, the doctors were pushing her out, he reached for her, tried to tell them to let her stay, he wanted her to hold his hand longer, he wanted her to talk with him more. When she spoke with him, the ringing was gone, when she held his hands, the hospital room didn't feel as deathly cold as it did now. As it did for two months. Tahno felt his thoughts drifting as and watched the doctors faces melt and swirl together he forcibly fell back into a pool of memories and dreams.
He was remembering again, he remembered now. He had gotten shot trying to save Korra, he didn't remember where, but at the time he didn't feel it, he was busy managing to get to Korra while the old man tussled with Amon and Tarrlok. Korra had escaped with him through the back window he'd crashed in through. He had his phone on him, he called the police, but he was getting dizzy, weak from holding Korra up and losing blood, why was there so much blood? Was it his or Korra's? He hoped it was his. He stumbled down the path with Korra fighting for consciousness when he heard sirens, knowing it was the police, he told her to wait for him to come back, he told Tarrlok he would get the other woman in that room and he planned on it. What he didn't plan on however, was that the old man would try to escape and pass him on the way out, for a moment he met eyes with the old man, then there was another bang, and then darkness, and ringing.
Tahno could feel his eyes flutter open again after sometime.
"Korra?" He called weakly. He wasn't sure why he was calling her, he couldn't see her, so how could she be here? And what did he want to see her for anyway? As much as Tahno hated to admit it, even in his own mind, he wanted to see her, because he was afraid. How long was he out this time? Two years? Why wouldn't his eyes open? Was she okay? Were they safe from Amon? Safe from the old man? Did the woman he went to save escape? Was Tarrlok alive?
"I'm here." He heard a groggy voice call from the side of the room he wasn't facing. In a matter of seconds she'd gotten up, crossed the room and stood in his line of vision now, reaching to gently grab his wrist.
"Was I in another coma?"
"No," She smiled gently, "It was only a night,"
"You were here the whole time?"
"Yes, as soon as they said I could come back in the room, I did." she smirked a small mischievous smirk, "I k-kinda said I was your girlfriend so that I could look out for you, and since no one else showed up to claim you as family..."
"W-why? There are better places to spend your time than watching some comatose guy." He asked suddenly curious. Tahno always knew if he ended up in a hospital that no one would claim him, his parents kicked him out when he was 12 and never looked for him, he didn't have any good friends so why would she stay when she didn't have to spend all of that time with him, especially if he'd been out for two months.
"When I arrived, no one else was here, they said you didn't have any parents to show up…" Korra paused, eyes glancing out of the window as she spoke, "And well you saved my life. How could I leave you here to wake up alone when I would have never been able to wake up again if you hadn't gotten me out of there."
Tahno pulled his hand out from under hers, disappointed, "So it was out of obligation, if Amon or Tarrlok had saved you, and I was in a coma, you wouldn't have visited me."
"No!" Korra blurted, "I would still be here. You were my friend are my friend. You warned me about Amon first, and I didn't listen and we all ended up getting hurt." she said with a forlorn look. He immediately knew something happened.
"What happened to the others?" He asked suddenly, worried what the answer might have been.
"Well," she started, her eyes now downcast, "Yakone, the old man? He got away. Nina was hurt too badly and… didn't recover, Tarrlok was shot as well that day, he lived, but he's in a coma, he… hasn't woken up yet..."
"And Amon?"
"…." Korra looked dead at the floor and bit her lip with a look of hurt and frustration as she spoke two little words "He ran." Tahno could see the look of disbelief on her own face as she said it, as though even though she knew he left, saying it, was totally different, she still couldn't believe that he'd left her. Tahno's strength felt like it came back all at once as he saw the hurt look on her face, as he remembered how fiercely loyal she had been to him, how she smiled when she spoke about him. Tahno personally hated the guy, Tahno knew that Amon was bad news from the start, he knew, he warned her, but once he saw she had no intention of changing her mind, once he saw how happy he made her, he gave it up. 'So long as he never hurt her.' he told himself, 'So long as she's happy it's fine', he said, but now she was hurt and alone and now he'd hurt her, he was gone and she was…alone.
"I'll kill him." Tahno growled between gritted teeth, Korra looked up at him shocked as he clenched his fists, "He dragged you into all of this and then just left? Was it to protect who he really was? Did he leave you for a chance to keep up this whole 'rebel leader' act?" Tahno demanded, but Korra was staring at him, shocked.
"Y-you knew?!" she stammered.
"Yeah, I'd always known, I thought you knew who Amon really was until that night you showed up looking to help Mako by the dojo. If you knew who Amon was, you would have told him to tell Mako to quit, not come looking for help at the dojo." Tahno sighed, "I used to live a bad life, got caught up in some unsavory things, up until Amon had my boss killed for seeing his identity, but as it turned out, I saw him, not my boss, but since my boss died, I cleaned my act up, became a fighter."
"H-he killed your boss?" Tahno could tell that part of her believed it and part of her wanted to say he would never do that, he could see part of her still loved him.
"When he first started out, he was reckless, violent, but then he became more diplomatic. I kept an eye on his doings, just in case it ever came to mess with my life. Who knew I'd end up meeting a girl he'd tricked into loving him?"
"Tricked?!" Korra snapped, eyes full of rage. Yup, part of her surely still loved him, "What we had was real!" She insisted.
"And what you have now is real too! You have no home again do you? You lived with him and he left you! He left you to deal with the press didn't he? No one else made it out alive and I was in a coma, he left you hurt and bruised and with less than you had before! Compared to him, you're a child! You knew nothing about that world of his going into it and he let you be chewed up and spit out, not even being there to help put the pieces back together!" Tahno yelled, angry that she was still holding onto a piece of shit like Amon, "I mean look at you!" He looked her over and he could tell she hadn't slept in days from a single glance.
Tahno instantly regrets his words as he watched fresh tears pool up in Korra's eyes again. "I-I'm sorry I just…" he stammered, hands reaching weakly towards her.
"No." She sniffles, holding back the tears, "You're right. He left me, and I have nothing, I've been staying with Tenzin and Pema who were kind enough to let me stay in their guest room, but I can't sleep comfortably there knowing it's my fault that you're here, that Tarrlok is here, that Nina is gone, I-"
Tahno reaches out and grabs her hand gently, taking his turn to comfort her, "I'm sorry, I spoke a bit rash. I know it must be difficult."
"No, you're right. If I had listened to you and Tarrlok from the startl, you wouldn't be here … It's all my fault." she sighed sitting down on the side of the bed, "I should have listened to you, I should have listened to Tarrlok, if I hadn't gone back that day maybe he'd still be here for me to tell him that he was tight and have to listen to him rub it in my face." She laughed lightly imagining him teasing her about it, the way he tended to tease her about everything. "Even now when I go to his room and tell him that I was wrong and he was right… he doesn't even laugh at me…."
Tahno sighed as he watched her, wishing there weren't so many damn tubes attatched to him, that he wasn't so tired, so that he could hold her close to him, so he could wipe away her tears. He wished he could see her smile rather than looking so wilted. He wanted to take her pain away. He highly doubted she got over what happened to her between Amon leaving her, hurting her, and with spending all of her time in the hospital looking after himself and Tarrlok… Let's just say, the sleepless nights were clear on her face and in the way she slumped over, like a wayside plant.
There were no words he could say could make her feel better, but he could support her, even if it was in a little way. Reaching out to her, he slowly, cautiously wrapped his arm around Korra's shoulders and pulling her slightly closer without a word. There was nothing words to fix what had fallen apart around her, but he could support her to the best of his ability, and from the way she leaned into him, the way she looked at him he knew that all of this time, she hadn't been able to tell anyone what really happened between Amon and herself, she had been suffering all alone, no one knowing just how much it was killing her inside. Until now.
"Korra…" Tahno started as a fat tear ran down her cheek.
"I'm sorry, I didn't mean to cry, this isn't like me." She laughed a laugh that was so forced, it hurt to hear as she wiped her tears and started to pull away.
"Korra, when I get outta here, it'll be different okay? I won't let the reporters harass you, if they want to speak to someone they can speak to me, you won't have to visit Tarrlok alone, I'll go with you, he wasn't too bad of a guy, I don't mind. I know Pema and Tenzin don't feel like you're a bother, so don't worry about it." he sighed, letting her pull away, but still resting his hand on hers. Even if he could shoulder a little of her burden and help her return to herself, to her fiery, rude, crazy, weirdo, stupidly charming self, he'd do anything… Even help her face the past. "When you came to me at the gym and I warned you, it's because I was pretty sure something was going on between you and Amon, and the tired look on your face that you didn't have when I first met you, I knew that relationship put more stress on you than you let on. You looked more lonely the few months before he left than when I first met you and you'd lost your friends and you tried to fight me." they both chuckled lightly as they remembered that moment. "I guess what I'm trying to say is, I'm tired of watching you struggle alone, from now on, I'm on your side. I know it's not very promising to hear this from a guy in the hospital who was knocked out for 2 months, but when I get out of here, I promise you, I will be the ear you can speak to when your want someone to listen, I'll be the shoulder you need to cry on, and only when you need me to be. I'll be anything you need from me, cuz right now, I think you need that much."
She didn't say anything, her expression was empty, but tears poured down her face as she clenched his hand in her own, her stoic expression quickly turned to one of agony as his words sunk in. Tears poured down her face in a torrent, she threw her arms around his neck and sobbed so loudly she was sure he would have to get an ear exam after this, but he merely hugged her gently patting her back and telling her it would be okay, not complaining that her grip on him was digging the many needles poking him further into his flesh, because they both understood at that moment that'd she'd finally what she needed to hear her entire life; 'You're not alone'.
Still upset that Tahno's character wasn't explored in depth in the show when he was set up to be so interesting. Like where is he now? Twirling his hair with a stick and some spit wondering if Korra ever go Amon for him? Dafuq? Anyways I had to break this up, his ending was longer than I thought it would be since he had a smalle part in the bulk of the story and more had to be explained, so part two will be Tahno's continuation of their future 2 years from now and then finally Tarrlok's ending before Anti Reality is finally complete.






*Chapter 25*: Tahno's End (PART 2)
2 and a half years later
I own no characters :) …. :(
"Korra, can you please stop, its getting really annoying."
"No way, you look cute."
"… What am I supposed to say to that?"
"Nothing. You're not supposed to say anything, that's the point, then I get to keep doing it."
"Brat."
"You love this brat, you swirly haired dork." She smirked at him playfully batting his nose.
It was a lazy day, his favorite kind of day lately. They spent the whole say laying outside in the shade of the large tree on the hill behind their house talking about everything and nothing, having a picnic and watching the clouds drift by and were simply enjoying the company of the person next to them until, Korra had taken to picking blades of grass and braiding them in his hair. Perhaps this was the joy of a simple life in the mountains. They had moved there to take care of Tahno's health which had taken a turn for the worse after his coma since he'd sustained many other injuries at the time of the accident, and Korra was more than happy to get away from the town that was covered in the memories of Amon. Her spark coming back to her personality was a long process, one that required much patience and care that Tahno shocked them both by showing he in fact had that. He wanted to move somewhere far away from the bad memories and give her a chance to get better emotionally by keeping herself busy and staying healthy physically, so he opened up a gym up in the mountains to help train people of all ages as well as keep the both of them healthy.
Tahno looked over at Korra as she continued braiding his hair and gave her an exasperated sigh that she rewarded with a big goofy smile. A smile played at the corners of his own mouth as he saw that. When they first moved here all she did was sit in her room, in the same broken state that she was in when they were at the hospital, but after some time, she left her room more, would come and talk to him, would help him at the gym, would scold him for not taking the medicine for his health, and slowly but surely, the old Korra he knew and loved was back and better than ever. From the start he'd only planned on being by her side, not pushing her into a relationship after what had happened, but after a year of living together and depending on each other, their relationship was taken to the next level and they started dating. A year and a half after that they were still together and actually happy, blissfully happy actually, the kind of happy he'd always told himself was nothing more than a fairy tale, but sure enough he found that happiness with her. Tarrlok, who woke up from his coma a few weeks after Tahno, came to visit them often, jokingly scolding Tahno for stealing Korra's heart while he was busy trying to clean up the city they'd left behind, Mako had gone missing after Amon's disappearance, but Asami, Bolin and the others from the gym visited gym they managed together was doing well, Korra no longer had nightmares about Amon, she no longer jumped at every sound, her fire was back in her eyes, she was a challenge, she was a mystery, she was the woman he loved. A contented sigh escaped Korra's lips as she finally stopped braiding his hair and gazed down at him with a gentle smile that warmed his heart whenever he saw it. Her blue eyes were as brilliant as the sky above them, but the love for him that he saw when he looked in those eyes made them all the more breathtaking. Loving, being loved, he told himself since he was a child living in his hell hole of an abusive household that it didn't exist, it was fake, yet right there in front of him, swimming in two orbs of brilliant blue, wrapped up in warm cinnamon skin and sass, right there in that spot, there was love and after all this time of their dating, he'd decided he didn't want to let it slip away; he was going to marry her. He gently grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her face down into a gentle kiss. She gave him a questioning look, but said nothing as her smile only deepened on her face, to him, the moment felt absolutely perfect.
"I left something down at the house I'll be right back." Tahno announced suddenly grunting as he got up.
"Oh, I'll come with you!" Korra sang, about to jump to her feet.
"No!" Tahno jumped. She couldn't come with him, the ring was at the house, he wanted to surprise her, "I'll be right back."
She eyed him suspiciously and he started to sweat, had she found the ring he'd hidden away? He'd purposely hidden it under the pots and pans knowing she'd never in a million years look there, but maybe a miracle happened?
"You…" she started as he held his breath, "You're gonna go crap aren't you? You don't have to be shy about it, we've been living together all of this time after all." She snorted grinning at him like she'd figured it out.
"Ehh.. sure." He smiled as he started off down the hill. Only she would think that rather than him trying to surprise her, he was going to take a crap. Typical Korra, it made him smile despite the knots in his stomach.
In all of his anxiety to get the ring, to figure out what to say, should he get on one knee? Stand? Was the time right? With so many questions in his head he'd reached the house faster than he thought he could, he was shocked to see the form of a man in a long coat standing at their door. He figured it must have been someone inquiring about the gym or something.
"Can I help you?" Tahno called as he walked closer to the house, but his steps slowed as the man turned around and he stopped in his tracks, all earlier questions gone as a man with a gaunt face, sad eyes and deep swirling scar tissue on his face turned to look at him.
"Hello again, I uh… I know this is a bit sudden and late but I came to apo-." the man said quietly. The words went right past Tahno, never even touching him as his shock turned to rage, and his rage to blind fury as he recognized Amon's face.
Without thinking Tahno had closed the space between them, grabbed the man by the collar and slammed him against the stone exterior of his home with all of the force he could muster hoping to knock his soul from his body. He may have been sickly, but all of the time he'd put in at the gym kept him strong, and he wanted Amon to know that to his soul.
"Ah… this reaction is… justified." Amon chuckled sadly, but Tahno wanted to hear none of it.
"What the hell do you want?" Tahno hissed, his words so hot with rage on his own tongue that he'd almost wished that it could burn Amon. How dare he come here? This was the place they came to escape, this is the place where the nightmare's Korra had about him coming after her, about him leaving, about his betrayal, this is the place where those all died, so who was he to try to bring them back? And with the pitiful look on his face too! Tahno wanted nothing more than to wring that look right off of his twisted face in that moment.
"I… I know it's been awhile, and I have no right to want to see her after what I did but…"
"You want to see her?!" Tahno yelled, in disbelief, he spit out a laugh in Amon's face, "You should have went to see her when reporters knocked on the door everyday, when she cried every night missing you, when she had no one to tell what really happened. She kept your dammed secret and you just ran! Like a fucking coward!" Tahno exploded, spit flew from his mouth as he spoke, he slammed Amon against the wall between words, his rage was consuming him. This man who once looked so intimidating to Tahno when he'd found out what Amon did to his old boss, who looked so powerful as the masked man, who was the mighty businessman Amon, the man who had it all, who had Korra, he seemed like an ant now as he looked at him. Amon left all of that behind when he fled the city, now he looked hollow, thinner, tired, anxious, like a drug addict looking for their next hit and if he was looking for that hit from Korra, Tahno was going to hit him until he'd forgotten who Korra was.
"I can't stop thinking about her, just let me see her!" Amon was demanding, he was fighting back now, pushing back swinging, but he was no match for Tahno's utter rage at this point, while Amon had grown weaker in the time he'd been away, Tahno had grown stronger, "I made a mistake, if you cared about her you'd let her see me and make her own choice!" Amon insisted.
That was when something in Tahno snapped "'If I cared about her'?" Tahno punched Amon across the face so hard that his knuckles bruised, "You have some damn nerve saying that!" he boomed, hitting him again, "She made her choice when she stopped having nightmares about your dumb ass! She made her choice when she moved on and chose me, and you made your choice when you ran!" Tahno kept hitting Amon until his hands hurt too much to continue, before throwing him to the ground in a fit of rage and kicking him once hard in the side. Amon looked up at him, eyes wide with shock as if he truly thought things would play out differently by coming here, which made Tahno more furious. People like that thinking they could come and go as they please, damn the feelings of the people they leave behind? No, he had to make sure Amon never came back, never saw Korra again.
With labored breath, Tahno leaned down and picked up Amon by his collar, his voice deathly cold as the next words left his mouth, "When I wear younger, I ran away from home and worked doing some pretty shady shit, but my boss was a good guy, he was like a father to me, looked out for me and stuff, but you had him killed because you thought he saw your ugly mug, you're the reason Korra suffered so much and now you, you think you can just prance back in here and see her because you want to? You thikn I'll let you hurt someone important to me again?" Tahno stared Amon dead in the eyes trying to ingrain what he was going to say next into his very being, "If you ever return here again, you won't have to think about Korra ever again because I'll make sure that you never think another thought again, and I won't do it mercifully either. Maybe you think you can try and pull some power bullshit, but you need to let her go, because I will protect her until the very end, and I will make sure that even if I die there is someone to keep you away from her because she deserves better than a little shit like you!" With one last yell Tahno threw a stunned Amon into the ground. Tahno could see in Amon's eyes that he knew Tahno was dead serious.
"T-this was a mistake to come here now…" Amon murmured, gingerly touching his hand to his swollen face as he began to limp away. Tahno said nothing as he watched him go, but only tried to calm himself.
Taking a deep breath, he remembered Korra was waiting for him, he had to go back quickly before she came down and saw Tahno's bloody knuckles and the coward who was running away yet again. Going inside of the house, Tahno washed Amon's blood off of his knuckles and wrapped his hand, before grabbing the engagement ring and splashing water on his face, looking himself in the mirror. The madness that Amon brought on was gone, he looked normal, but stress still strained his face, part of him feared that if she saw Amon again Korra would leave him for Amon?
"Tahno?" A small voice was coming from the bathroom doorway. Jumping, Tahno turned to face Korra who stood there perfectly still, concern etched on her face as her eyes darted from his bruised hands to the small bruise left on his face from Amon fighting back.
"Oh! Korra,," he chuckled lightheartedly trying to come up with an excuse, he could never tell her that he met Amon, "Sorry I kept you waiting, I just-" He was cut off by her flinging her arms around him and crashing into him, burring her face in his chest. "K-korra?"
"I saw it… I saw the whole thing." She said, her voice soft and gentle, but panic surged through him, she'd seen Amon? Was this a hug goodbye so she could go find him? An apology that Amon was still in her heart after all of this time? Unsure how to feel about the questions running through his mind, Tahno did all he could think to do, he wrapped his arms around her and held onto her like the world would end if he let go. "Thank you." she murmured gently, the warmth of her breath seeping into his shirt. She lifted her head to look him in the eyes as he gazed down at her with shock on his face. She wasn't leaving him? As if she could see the question on his mind, she reached up and kissed him gently on the lips, a silent assurance that she'd stay.
"Y-you saw the whole thing?" Tahno stammered still in shock.
"Yeah, I was coming to meet up with you but when I arrived I saw you had him pinned to the wall… I honestly was a bit afraid to see him again, so I hid around the corner, but I heard everything. I heard what you said." She gave him a grateful smile, "I'm not really the kind of girl who's into prince chartings or knights in shinning armor, but dammit, you got me." She chuckled tilting her hear and resting her cheek on his chest. As she did this, something caught her eye, something shinning that was resting on the bathroom sink.
"I wouldn't let him hurt you again." He said wholeheartedly as he buried his nose in her hair. She still smelled like outside, like freedom.
"Tahno?" She started
"Hmm?"
"What's that ring on the sink?"
Tahno's eyes snapped open as his hand shot out to grab the ring from the sink. knowing full well that it was already too late.
"I-uh, found it?" He stammered, pulling away from her as she eyes him suspiciously.
"Are you asking me or telling me?" she questioned, closing in on him like a lioness on the prowl.
"Telling?" He replied unsteadily, his back hitting the wall as she continued moving in.
"Really now?"
"Yeah?" he could tell from the mischievous look in her eyes that she wasn't going to give up so easily and he let out a sigh, too tired from fighting Amon to continue trying to come up with a lie, "Fine Korra you caught me, it's an engagement ring."
Her eyebrows nearly shot up to her hairline. Sure she'd already known the answer, but hearing it, hearing that someone actually wanted to spend their life with her was crazy. The time they'd spent together had been great for her, but, he'd left his home behind for her, gotten hurt for her, spent so much time helping her back up, and what had she done for him? "Why would you want to marry me? All I'll ever bring you is trouble…. I can't give you any bright family filled future or anything." that's right, she'd never told Tahno about that…
"What are you talking about Korra?" he, the ring in his hand suddenly weighing a thousand pounds. The happy times they spent together… after all of that, was she rejecting him?
"I mean, you put so much work and effort into making me feel better, I spent so much time when we first came here only thinking of Amon, you protected me when I couldn't protect myself, you cooked and cleaned and worked at the dojo despite your health all that time, for me, and all I did was bring you trouble…. Even now," her eyes landed on his bruised knuckles as she spoke, "even now my past is giving you trouble."
"Korra." He sighed pulling her in, "Don't be stupid. I was spent my whole life alone all the cooking and cleaning and working, I would have done it anyway, leaving Republic City? I had no real reason to stay there, I'm a drifter, Protecting you? I wanted to do that, I'd never protected anything but my own ass before, and sometimes it was hard, but seeing you smile, being able to stand here with you now, I know without a doubt it was all worth it. You think you do nothing for me? I couldn't manage the gym alone, or deal with this house alone, I couldn't be half as happy alone. We've been together for awhile and I know what I'm getting into. You're a little punk sometimes, but you're my punk and I love you." He said with a reassuring smile, but she frowned back.
"Yeah, but, what if you change your mind..." She said somberly.
"Korra." He said softly in her ear, "Even if things are just you and me forever, that would be more than I could ever ask for. Change my mind? No, I want you in a lot of ways and for always." he murmured in her ear.
She looked up at him with a gentle smile, but his eyes weren't on her anymore, he was looking out of the bathroom door and into the bedroom, and though his words were sweet, his eyes were full of mischief and she couldn't help but give him a mischievous smile of her own.
Without a word, she took him by the hand and dragged him to the bedroom, "What are you doing?" He asked, but he made no move to stop her from pulling him.
"All that heavy talk isn't right for what was supposed to be our lazy day," She smirked, spinning them both around and landing on top of him as they dropped onto their bed, "since I saw you deck Amon back there I couldn't help but think you looked really hot, why else do you think I came to find you so quickly?" she purred into his ears, sending a shiver down his spine.
"Why didn't you say so sooner?" His intense ice blue eyes cut playfully to meet her own as his deep voice poured into her ears like silk. She loved these moments, he was always so sweet with her, so gentle always, but when it came to their bedroom, he was anything but, and she loved that.
The sunlight from the warm afternoon poured down on them through the slits in the window as they tumbled in the sheets, pulling hair, biting, laughing, and making love until they could only lay next to each other, breathless, happy and glowing in each others arms.
"I'm hungry." Korra murmured as he fiddled with her fingers.
"Me too," he replied, "You going to get up?"
"Nope." She smiled yawning and scooting closer to him.
"I see", he scowled his hand clamping over her fingers, "then this is quite the situation. If neither of us get up we might starve." He joked, "How about I trade you, I'll give you something nice if you get up this time, deal?" He offered, but she rolled her eyes.
"What could you offer me that would make me get up? I-" Her words trailed off, forgotten as she he let go of her hand and the ring from earlier sparkled brilliantly in the sunlight on her ring finger.
"I can offer you a future together." He smirked, clearly pleased with her reaction and not trying to hide it. Her mouth opened and closed silently in shock as she stared at the ring. He must have put it on while they were doing it, sly bastard, but she couldn't help but smile at how right the ring felt on her hand.
"You're so corny." she snorted rolling out of bed and tossing the sheets in his stupid smiling face as she did.
"Hey, if I'm so cheesy then give me back the ring!" He yelled jokingly as he watched her while she threw his shirt and some underwear on, suddenly feeling the urge to call her back to bed and pick up where they'd left off.
"No!" She laughed as she walked for the door, "And stop staring at my ass!" She laughed over her shoulder.
"You know me so well, my love~!" He laughed as she disappeared from sight.
That day there was a light feeling in their home, a light feeling that never really went away. That feeling followed them to their wedding day where Tarrlok cried profusely claiming he never had a chance to win her back, it carried on through the gym burning down in a freak accident, to it being rebuilt and becoming even more successful, it carried on through the good times and the bad times as they both worked hard side by side to preserve their peace they'd found together. Even when Amon turned up again, attempting to attack Tahno, claiming he set their gym on fire and that he wouldn't let them live their lives together until he could take her back, Tahno took measures to protect their home, their livelihood and his expecting wife, and after that run in, Amon mysteriously disappeared in what Tahno told himself would be his secret as he finally closed the chapter of their time in Republic City and Amon. The two lived a good, honest life a life where Korra no longer had to fear Amon returning, and their daughter could grow up having the stable future that neither of them had as a child. The warmth that flooded their home on the day he proposed, remained with them for their lifetime.
And that's Tahno's end! So close to ending this series I can taste it, it's bittersweet.
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