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Summary: 
            Korra, Amon, and Tarrlok have to hide a body together,  in the middle of the episode "The Voice in the Night" (ie before Korra challenges Amon to a duel). Korra gains a new clarity from the experience, while the plans of others are seriously disrupted.
Someone underage having sexual thoughts, also swearing.

          







She Lacks Restraint

Author's Note:
      I think "characters x and y have to hide a body together" is a good prompt. This is just silliness around that, really, and my deep love of writing Amon as one step ahead of anyone else - but also as a terrible backseat driver with a real weakness for family. And the idea that if you know something about someone, that makes them a person to you and not just an enemy.

    


    
    
  Korra


It was all very well for Katara, Korra thought, to say things like "there's plenty of time for relationships" and "you're too young, concentrate on your studies and making good friends instead". Korra had read a history book once, and Katara had been *at most* fifteen when she first got together with her future husband - who'd been at most thirteen. Korra didn't need a husband but, at seventeen, she was definitely curious about kissing and the thoughts were interfering with the rest of her responsibilities. Which, right now, was beating up Equalists with the Task Force. She stomped down the street after Tarrlok, who turned and gave her an encouraging wolfish grin.

She'd wanted Mako. Mako was her age, and definitely her type - graceful and willowy with delicate features - and she was up for going everywhere Jinora's books had covered with him. 

But, she was starting to think anyone would do (ok, perhaps not Bolin, the little brother she'd never had). She'd met the eyes of Mako's girlfriend, the Sato heiress, at the gala and had a mental image of the woman leading her outside and kissing her hard up against the wall behind the bins, with her red, red lips. So, obviously, Korra had been obnoxious to Asami like her teenage hormones were the other woman's fault.

Then there was Tarrlok, who was twice her age and definitely the sort Katara had been warning about, but had also sent her flowers and been nice to her. And Tarrlok smelled good and behaved as if he knew what he was doing all the time, which was dead hot. She was watching his back as he walked cautiously ahead of her, and as backs went it met with her thorough approval. 

"We're here" whispered Tarrlok beside an old metal door leading off the quiet street, and she focused quickly, remembering her nightmares about Amon. Tarrlok had received some kind of tipoff as usual. He swung the door open, into some kind of Equalist training room - this one with desks instead of physical training facilities - and the Task Force started flinging water and ice around.

This usually left the Equalists prostrate on the floor, groaning. This time, however, the room filled with steam and somehow none of the water attacks hit home on the nonbenders. Korra's heart beat loud with sudden, new fear. The Equalists scrambled for the exits, not even trying to fight.

Korra glimpsed a dead white mask with a red spot in the mist, and she flung fire at it. Amon seemed inhumanly fast in the confusion, like he could come from anywhere. She was standing in the doorway and she was pretty sure he was inside, but when someone moved on the street behind her, her reflexes took over and she shot an enormous, hot,  panicked fireball at them.

The trouble was, nonbenders couldn't parry that kind of thing, and they weren't all trained to dodge. She turned around, and a charred corpse and a briefcase fell to the ground over a pair of shiny shoes.


"Oh" she said, in such a dismayed tone of voice that Tarrlok came to her side. The rest of the Task Force was eerily silent. "Fuck" she added.


Tarrlok looked at the corpse, evidently appalled. "Was that an Equalist?" he asked.


"I don't think so" replied Korra numbly. "Just someone passing by. I - I was startled."


"OK" said Tarrlok, recovering his authority. "This can't be the first time this sort of thing has happened on justice missions. The key thing is - nobody needs to know it was you. Or connected to me. Or anything about the case. Actually - we need to make this disappear."


"What?" Korra gasped. "He probably had a family! The White Lotus needs to look after them, at least. I need to apologise. I - I'm so, so sorry."


"Or" offered Tarrlok, "we blame the Equalists for everything - it is fundamentally their fault after all - and get off scot free. We're the good team here."







    Amon
  


Amon was minding his own business that evening, by the standards of someone attempting to overthrow the city government and eliminate entire categories of human endeavour. He was checking in on one of his most secret projects, where the more academically inclined Equalists were learning how to actually run the city.


Meeting Tarrlok, Korra and the rest of the Task Force there was a truly unpleasant surprise. Amon had plans for Korra, but at this point she was most useful to him running around the city demonstrating bad judgement. And he was still hoping he wouldn't have to eliminate Tarrlok at all.


He fought them to give his people the chance to get out, and he succeeded in taking the rest of the Task Force temporarily out of commission. Just Tarrlok and Korra left standing, and apparently bickering. 


The Avatar accidentally incinerating a passer-by would have been an absolute gift for his revolution, except for one thing. The chap wasn't a random nonbender, as the most cursory inspection of his briefcase, shoes, or dental records would reveal. He'd been Huay Lantong, Hiroshi Sato's official second-in-command. He'd been outside a top secret Equalist meeting because he'd been on the speaking roster later in the evening. He'd be missed very much.


Tarrlok and Korra finding that out would be very bad. Amon was not ready for the connection between himself and Future Industries to be made by the city authorities. He also wanted the benders to get out of the building and let his people tidy up the highly informative documents lying around. It would be ideal if Korra accepted Tarrlok's proposal and made the body disappear, and then Amon could make sure the man was not reported missing.


He had an idea of what to do, but it was dangerous and would involve pulling off yet another deception. Oh, well, he was good at that, and people would believe almost anything that they already wanted to believe. 


The Lieutenant would be mad at him for taking the risk, and would probably fuss over him for days. That would be tomorrow's problem, if the plan worked out. Sorry, Huay, for what Amon was about to do to the loyal dead man's memory.



    Tarrlok
  


Tarrlok was getting angry. He'd worked so hard to build his power and wealth in the city, mostly the legal way.  And now the Avatar, of all people, threatened it all with her paranoid and uncontrolled lashing out and her inconvenient scruples about concealing her mistake. 


He almost considered bloodbending her to force her overcome them but - no, he wouldn't. Never that, not unless she was actually trying to kill him.  Apart from anything else, she'd never look at him for answers with those big blue eyes again. Tarrlok was in a few respects a straightforward man, Korra was an attractive if rather young woman of his nation, and Avatar or no he'd definitely wondered about seducing her. 


Unfortunately, she was also being stubborn and unreasonable. The victim was only a nonbender, for goodness' sake.


"Korra, if this comes out the Equalists will gain even more support in the city" said Tarrlok. "The damage done will be massive, far more than one man's life. Can you burn the body away completely? We need to act fast."


"I'm not doing that! What sort of Councilman are you for suggesting it?"


"The sort who knows how the world works. You and I, Korra, we are the same - fighters, not dreamers."


"I'm going to the cops, and you can't stop me" she said, moving into a firebending stance aimed at him.


A rich, deep laugh floated down from a fire escape above. Korra and Tarrlok spun round to stand back to back.


"Don't let me interrupt you" said Amon, wreathed in dramatic mist. "This is very entertaining. But I'm here to propose a truce for the evening, between you two and me."


Tarrlok looked around cautiously for other Equalists not covered by this offer, but he also pushed down Korra's fire-ready hand to suggest they listen.


"That body is an inconvenience to all of us" suggested Amon. "You, because it's yet more evidence of the casual violence perpetrated regularly by even the most respected benders. Me, because I know that fellow and he was a spy for the Triads. I don't want to discourage the good people of Republic City from attending peaceful Equalist meetings because they expect lethal intra-gang violence outside." His cold eyes swivelled to Korra's confused face and he clarified, "your task force is basically a gang, Avatar."


"I'm listening" said Tarrlok.


"What - no! You hit him from the left, I'll hit right" yelled Korra, kindling fire but not raising her hands.


"I have no great interest in fighting you at this stage, and can retreat any time" said Amon. "I only stayed to make sure all my people got out. We prefer nonlethal methods in the Equalists, you see. Then you'll report the death to the police and I will make sure everyone knows that Avatar Korra and Councilman Tarrlok's task force did it."


"He was really Triad?" Korra asked, looking at the smouldering corpse, voice quavering with hope. Thank goodness, thought Tarrlok, she wasn't Aang.


"He personally murdered at least ten people, to my knowledge" said Amon.


"Yes" said Tarrlok firmly, "so you can just incinerate the body, Korra, and we'll be on our way."


"You can't just burn a body!" Amon said, sounding faintly scandalised. "It leaves plenty of evidence that a remotely competent police officer - which the city still has a few of - would be able to interpret. Did you not listen to your father, who, ah, probably said something like that?"


"How should we do it, then?" Tarrlok snapped. The annoying thing was that his father had said exactly that.


"There is an unmarked van round the back that you can drive" said Amon. "Let us three roll the body in a tarpaulin and drive it out of the city. I'm sure you know some suitably abandoned real estate. We'll bury it there."


Tarrlok thought. He'd checked out the old mountain chalet his father had owned and spoken about proudly, of course, but only twice since arriving in the city because the derelict place made him very uneasy. The locals appeared to feel the same way; Tarrlok had removed a quantity of hidden valuables, and avoided thinking about the solid platinum cage lying undisturbed in the basement. "I do know such a place" he admitted. 


"Truce until sunrise, and we all agree to never talk about this again?" Amon asked, and tossed Tarrlok the van keys when he nodded. Korra, wide-eyed, went along with it.


"I don't see why we all have to go" grumbled Korra from the passenger seat.


"Do you want to leave him there with the downed members of the task force?" Tarrlok asked her. "I assume he feels the same way about us."


"Also, I can't drive" confessed Amon from the back seat, next to the tarpaulin-wrapped corpse. "Avoid Qin Boulevard - traffic's always terrible this time of night."


"It's going to be worse on the other routes" argued Tarrlok.


"Take Kyoshi Avenue if we're going to the west mountains" said Amon. "The industrial traffic will have died down this late."


Tarrlok took Qin Boulevard, and the traffic was stop-start. "It would have been worse the other way" he sulked.


"Do you two... know each other?" Korra asked.


"No" they said together. Though Tarrlok was struggling with an irritating sense of familiarity. Someone else who always thought they knew best and was frustratingly often right. 


They swung up onto the motorway out of the city, and the traffic freed up a little. "Can you go faster,  Tarrlok?" Korra asked. "I have to get back before Tenzin starts to worry."


"Faster would be good" agreed Amon. "I also have people who will be anxious about my disappearance."


"If we get pulled over by the traffic police, nobody here is going home tonight" Tarrlok pointed out through gritted teeth.


"Do you have anyone to worry about you, Tarrlok?" Korra asked innocently.


"Obviously" he lied. Spirits, he should change that if even Amon had a less lonely personal life than he did. He accelerated round a lorry carrying satomobiles, and sped up the road until a cop car pulled out behind them and started to make pull-over noises and flash its light. "Crap" said Tarrlok. "Ideas?"


"Drive faster?" Korra suggested.


He tried to accelerate, but the cop car was simply faster than this Equalist crate. Amon was peering through the blacked-out window. "Pull over" the masked man ordered. "Tell them... your wife is making stuffed cabbage for dinner and you have to get home."


"Don't be ridiculous" snapped Tarrlok. 


"Trust me on this" said Amon. "Stuffed cabbage."


The police car was practically alongside them anyway. Tarrlok pulled over, and a policewoman came to the window. "Do you know you were doing 120 in an 80 zone?"


"Sorry" said Korra. "Er, my wife is making stuffed cabbage for dinner?"


"Oh, that's completely understandable then" said the traffic cop. "Have a nice night." She got back into her car and drove away.


"What the fuck was that?" Tarrlok demanded.


"We'll have changed the Equalist passphrase by morning" said Amon smugly. "Just as well she didn't recognise the Avatar or you, though we'll have to step up training on that."


"You have Equalists in the police?" Korra exploded.


"We have Equalists everywhere in the city" said Amon with cheerful malice. "It's easy to have popular support when you're in the right."


Tarrlok drove on in glum silence. The road wound up into the mountains, among dark trees, under a crescent moon. The traffic got lighter as they left the city behind them.


"Do you really have a wife?" Korra asked.


"I did. She's been dead for some years now" Amon replied, with a pause as if he was checking with himself this was not a secret. 


"I'm sorry."



"Don't be a dope, Korra" snapped Tarrlok. "It's a line from a play, Fool Me Twice, Shame On Me. I thought better of your taste, Amon - it was terrible."

"You must have seen it too, then" Amon pointed out. 



    Korra
  


"Are we nearly there yet?" Korra asked, stretching. The evening had taken on an unreal, nightmare feeling, which was reassuring because she could hope to wake up from it. 


"No" said Tarrlok. 


"Why don't we take a side road and bury him in the forest?" Korra asked.


"That's feasible" said Amon. "There's some chance a forestry operation will dig him up, but probably not for a few years, and by then it's unlikely to matter."


"I'd rather not take any chances" said Tarrlok nervously. "The more remote, the better."


"Fusspot" Korra told him crossly, mainly to cover her discomfort with everything about the situation. 


"I like to be thorough."

 


At last they pulled up to a deserted house. "I don't think this place has been visited in a long time" said Tarrlok heavily. "And there might be other bodies buried here."


Korra leaped out of the car, and with a crack, earthbent a deep chasm next to the road. "Chuck him in and let's go home" she suggested with false bravado. 


"Burn the briefcase" said Amon, dropping it open into the grave. Korra torched it, happy to have problems that could be solved by bending at them. Amon removed the tarpaulin-wrapped body from the car, and surprisingly gently rolled it out of the cloth and into the hole. "Let your remains rest undisturbed and your soul be reborn into a better life" he wished the corpse solemnly.


Korra felt a little ashamed at that. "What he said" she muttered, and closed the hole with a whump. 


"Get back in, idiots" Tarrlok hissed from the car. "Or don't, I would be delighted to leave at least one of you here."


On the way back to town, Korra found shock catching up with her. She hadn't realised people were so fragile. This one might have been Triad, but he could easily not have been. Perhaps she should be more careful using her bending. Perhaps all benders should. She found her shoulders shaking, gave a little sob, and wished Tarrlok would say something reassuring.


"You get used to having that feeling, when you fight real battles" said a voice from the back seat, bleakly. Which wasn't reassurance, but it was at least acknowledgement.


They reached city limits and stopped at a traffic light by a bridge, Amon said calmly, "Keep the van. Be seeing you, Avatar", then opened the back door and vanished into the darkness. 


Tarrlok let out a huge sigh. "What an evening" he said emphatically. "How about a drink, Korra? A proper one with alcohol? Tenzin doesn't need to know, and we need to agree a cover story anyway."


Korra sighed and peered out at the darkness. "I think I'd rather have a drink with almost anyone else" she said sadly. She was over her little crush on Tarrlok.


 


    Amon
  


The Lieutenant brought him tea for the third time in the hour. "Are you sure you're all right, sir?" he asked anxiously.


"I shared a car with a couple of benders for an hour or so" repeated Amon. "It's not contagious and they didn't hurt me. I'm grieving Huay, but he would understand the necessity of doing what I did."


"There's a live press conference with the Avatar starting shortly" the Lieutenant told him. "Want to listen?"


Amon nodded, and the Lieutenant turned on the radio, pulled up a chair and poured himself tea.


"The task force missions have been effective" said Avatar Korra in a soft voice. "But I also think we need to engage seriously with the legitimate concerns of the Equalists. If you're listening, Amon, I'm inviting you to a neutral location in the city - Dan's Noodles at eight tonight, for example. Just the two of us, no task force, no chi blockers. I promise. Let's talk."


The press conference faded to recap, and the Lieutenant switched the radio off and stared intently at Amon. "What did you say to her?"


"Nothing" lied Amon, knowing he had made a major mistake. He should have been harsher, more terrifying, to Korra. He blamed Tarrlok, in front of whom he had wanted to be big brother Noatak for just a little while. Also, the Avatar was a very attractive young woman and while he'd probably enjoy terrorising her in the heat of the moment, talking with her at all had been idiotic. The plan was certainly not for the bloody revolution they were building to fizzle out in a series of minor concessions and symbolic gestures.


The Lieutenant was looking at him askance. "I trust you, sir" he said simply. "But I feel it might be hard to raise the city against a seventeen-year-old girl who is trying - however incompetently - to make peace."


"True" said Amon.


"You're obviously not going to go to dinner with the Avatar."


"No, of course not" he agreed, with a slight pang. 



  
Notes for the Chapter:1. This is absolutely how Tarrlok ended up with a cage in the basement.

2. Very few fics have Equalist! Korra canon divergence even starting this early on. But honestly, diplomacy wasn't out of the question! She had every reason to understand that the Equalists had some kind of valid points, with the right catalyst. Obviously, that wasn't what Amon wanted, but she could have tried if she wasn't a horny and aggressive teenager (I say this with great love for Korra).

3. Does Amon have a dead wife? He must have made some human connections in his missing 25 years. She probably didn't die in any way as neat and glib as "killed by benders" but he can't have gone straight from "teen runaway" to "masked revolutionary who never hears his own name" so there's probably more trauma there. Not that he needs it.
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