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Raw


    
     

 

It’s just enough to piss him off, looking down at the man she once feared. And even while he’s lost everything, he still keeps his pride.

 

But in their moments of bickering like a father and stubborn daughter, there are also moments where Korra will relent, and so will Amon.

 

He taught the avatar to bloodbend. He’s become his father. After the avatar took his bending away and imprisoned him, she uses his time to learn to be stronger. While it is forbidden, in Korra’s mind the avatar is above the law. She is the one who has to save the world.

 

“Don’t be so tense. It is a controlled practice. If you’re controlling someone else, you must control yourself.”

 

Korra lifts her head with a deep breath, looking to the herd of bison. She’s learned to blood bend with her hands, but Amon wants more. If he’s lost his, he will make the avatar a version of him. One of the greatest.

 

He slaps her back.

 

“More.”

 

“I’m trying.”

 

“Try harder, Avatar.”

 

She sighs loudly, listening to his feet crunch the snow. At first Amon expected her to not be as good as him. He took years to master bloodbending, so much so that he thought he could rival the avatar in her prime.

 

The herd skurries as a few of its members begin to act weird, weirdly stiff, weirdly in pain. They avoid them, kicking snow from their hooves as they run.

 

“They’re getting away.”

 

The avatar clenched her fists, but just as she begins to get upset, she takes a deep breath.

 

Control. Everything is about control.

 

The herd is still scattered, but all have fell under her gaze. All of them rely on her for movement. A herd of 23 bison, under Korra’s watchful gaze.

 

She lines them up row by row,Noatak watches in terror, but Amon, Amon watches in glory and pride and his chest swells with a proud feeling he can only imagine his father felt.

 

Korra combs her fingers through her hair, stressed at the calf’s cry.

 

“No sympathy.”

 

“I am the avatar.”

 

“The avatar masters all four elements. You are no longer water tribe. You are the world, you have no bias and no home. Every nation is your home. But alongside that, for the balance of the world you must be cruel at times.”

 

“What do you know. Your father made you into this.”

 

“And look what you did to me, a fellow water tribe water bender. I am proud. You showed no mercy.”

 

“I don’t want you to be proud of anything.”

 

“And yet here we are. The power of the avatar is truly stunning, moving one ton beasts, I could only do that for one or two bison. You are a strong woman Korra.”

 

And she can feel him behind her, turning to look up at the older man.

 

“But you are naive. And you are young. You don’t realize that at times you will have to be cruel when you don’t want to be. Not when you choose to be.”

 

“What do you know about choosing to be cruel? You’re just a psychopath.”

 

“I didn’t want to rid the world of the last airbenders. I didn’t want to steal from those children. Aang’s only family. But I had a goal far bigger than myself and I was forced to be cruel.”

 

“You weren’t forced to do anything!”

 

“Korra, it makes no sense to argue with you. You’re young. You don’t know anything yet. You have no control over your emotions and actions.”

 

Korra groans and lets the bison run in unorganized fear. She hates this. She hates how he makes her feel like she doesn’t know what she’s doing.

 

She does. She’s the avatar, she knows what she’s doing.

 

“Water tribe girls are always hard to deal with.” He comments with a laugh.

 

“What’s that suppose to mean?”

 

Amon just places a hand in her head before walking back towards the hut.

 

The avatar was in the water tribe, isolated from the rest of her people because she’s supposed to be questioning Amon alone. Amon requested his cell be in the ice and snow, so she obliged.

 

But those first two months of loneliness have given Amon time to himself, time he desperately needed, and it was interrupted by a hotheaded girl.

 

However, as hotheaded as she was, she was only just a girl. And at the call of uncertainly alone with an older man who knew life much better than her, her interrogation fell silent.

 

Amon held her hips tightly as she rode atop of him, dropping down hard and her eyes squeezing shut, it felt good, it felt really fucking good

 

Korra lost her virginity four days ago within a month of interrogating Amon, and she hasn’t been satisfied since.

 

She’s got stamina where Amon lacks. And as she shoves her face in the warmth of his coat, his hands coming up her back to hold the back of her neck, she comes hard. Grinding down never wanting to lose it until her orgasm became a throb.

 

He always made sure she finished first. And after she did she’d get on her kneesand pull him into her mouth while he’s soaked with her fluids. She rarely let him finish in her. Very rarely. At times he’d hold her down and lose himself in the pleasure. It was instinctual to pin her knees to her chest and fuck her full of his seed.

 

After, she’d lay down with her head on his thigh. She trusts he’d stay put, there’s nothing to harm her with unless he gets creative.

 

But he didn’t. He’d comb his fingers through her hair and let the avatar sleep. He can relate to her in some ways. The pressure on her shoulders to do well. To excel, to master any and everything and be strong for the world to see.

 

To have everyone riding on her back and telling her what she needs to do. Maybe she deserves a little pleasure, especially after dealing with his shenanigans.

 

At times he wonders why him. He’s older, he’s not interesting. He’s traumatized her. He doesn’t find himself to be the most attractive. But, he knows it’s hard for her to find someone to connect with, or even shallower, to fuck and leave.

 

She’s the avatar.

 

As he looks down at her he realizes how strong such a stubborn, small, hotheaded, raging water tribe girl she is. if he remembers correctly, the avatar is only 22. Barely knowing the true limits of the elements she wields.

 

“Avatar.” He taps her. It’s been maybe two or three hours he’s lost turn time.” Avatar.” He says again, shaking her this time.

 

“Korra.” She opens her eyes. And looks up at him.

 

” Yes.” She said, spooked from being awoken from her foolish little dreams.

 

“It may be time to head back.”

 

She sighs, and his combing resumes.

 

“I know.” He soothes her.

 

She doesn’t want to go back and be the center of attention. The fixer of all problems, the presidents biggest problem. She just wants to be in this hut. Surprisingly, with Amon.

 

She leans up resting her hands on his lap.

 

She has a strict no kissing rule. She wanted to keep a long distance between her and Amon and never kiss him ever. She believes it shows affection, it brings arise of something less primal and more emotional.

 

She brings her lips to his. He doesn’t pull away.He fists the nape of her hair and feels her lips, feels her chest pressing against his, her pretty hair brushing against the sides of his face.

 

Until he gives a pull, tugging her head back. They share a moment of just breathing each other in, and then she gets up. She pulls back on her pants, fixed herself, and leaves the hut. She can’t turn back to say goodbye. If she does, she won’t want to leave.

 

It’s not wrong to yearn for a connection or want for something intimate. But it is wrong to want it with someone who hurt her. Amon hurt her deeply. Hurt her core.

 

She hasn’t forgiven him. But whenever she sees him she can’t stay mad. She calls for Naga. Usually the polar bear dog gets the freedom to hunt as she pleases for the day or so that Korra comes to visit

 

No one knows what’s under his mask except for her. He asked to keep it that way. She wanted to spread his face through the press and make the world know who would target the air nomads.

 

But instead, she honored his wish, and kept him hidden.

 

The next week she comes to visit. He’s sitting in his usual spot.

 

“Ready for more lessons?”

 

“Yes. I also want to talk to you.”

 

Amon stands up and follows the avatar out of the hut.

 

They track a scent of wolves with naga to practice on. It’s quiet for some time. His hands on her waist as he holds onto her. He tightens. Naga isn’t in a full run, he doesn’t need to hold her like this.

 

“I’m waiting, Avatar.” She looks back to him.

 

“You should come back to Republic city.”

 

“I’m a criminal, Korra.” She turns back look at the scattered foot prints Naga is following.

 

“I hurt you. I tried to kill you.”

 

“Would you still do it now?”

 

“That’s not the point, Korra. Listen to yourself. You can’t trust me.”

 

She opens her mouth to speak, but he doesn’t let her again.

 

“Besides. How would the young avatar look dating a man on his late 30’s. I’m not sure your air bending master would approve.”

 

“This is my life, not his.”

 

“But he guided you Korra. I can’t guide you the way he does.”

 

“I don’t want you to guide me!” Korra throws her hands up letting go of Naga’s rein. She’s stopping in the snow and waiting. The gentle snowflakes dusted her hair and she turns back to him again.” I don’t want to be taught or lead or fucking given a life lesson I just want-!”

 

She hops off of Naga, following the foot prints instead to walk off her frustration. Amon follows in suit. She turns back in her anger and points a finger at him. Naga watches closely.

 

“I don’t want a dad. Every relationship I’ve had has failed. Because I’m stupid. Because I’m the Avatar, because I don’t have time!”

 

“And you think I’ll be any better?” His hoarse voice is irritatingly calm, parallel to her anger. It only fuels her.

 

“I-“ she growls in frustration and storms off again. Amon keeps a close distance.

 

“I just want someone to love me!” She turns back again.

 

“I don’t love you, Korra.” She reels back quickly.” Is that what you think this is? What you think you feel. Korra, you are the avatar, and I tried to take you off the planet.”

 

“I don’t care!”

 

“I touch you, I don’t love you.”

 

Tears prick in her eyes.

 

“And even if I wanted to love you…” he shakes his head.” We wouldn’t….we wouldn’t work.”

 

She walks quickly to the on coming pack of wolves. Naga lets out a furious growl yet the wolves advance, trusting in their numbers to give an advantage.

 

They surround the three, coordinating their attacks, yet it falls useless. Ten wolves left immobile. No control over their own limbs. They cry and bark, forced to sit around them in an organized circle.

 

“Do you want me to love you? Or do you need me to love you.”

 

“What does that even mean?” Korra quickly wipes her tears and lets the wolves scatter away from three.

 

“Your training is complete. I have nothing else to teach you. Avatar Korra, you are a blood bender.” He turns back to walk in the direction of his hut.

 

Korra throws an ice spear at him, easily dodged even as his back was to her. He looks at her, unamused as she stomps towards him.

 

“You need to control your temper.” He says, shes mere inches away from him. He lifts his hand to touch the side of her neck, pulling the avatar closer. She looks up at him his thumb moving to swipe a from under hereye.” You’re too hotheaded.”

 

He leans down to kiss her, her arms immediately wrapping around him tightly, as if she feared him letting go. Amon lowers them to the blanket of snow.

 

To get her pants off is the first task, ridding her of all the layers that protect her form the cold.

 

They’re both used to the cold of the water tribes. Korra spreads her legs easily, feeling his fingers rub over her clit, eliciting a beautiful moan from end dripping mouth.

 

He nips at her throat, sucking and kissing over the skin available to him as she cried her ecstasy to him.

 

“Take those damn layers off. I want to feel you.”

 

Korra makes a short hut of ice, clearing the deep snow below them and bringing them onto the flat, cold ground.

 

Korra quickly pulls the well insulated water tribe fur coat, she feels his warm hand touch her breast; drift down her skin and grab at her as his fingers at her cunt move down to stretch her.

 

Korra arches her back, gasping out, gripping the back of his coat and pulling him down for a searing kiss.

 

“The wolves will return for revenge.” Amon speaks against her lips. She licks his bottom lip and smiles.

 

“I’ll use you to distract them.”

 

He chuckles against her, her hair already dripping over her face, attached to her lips, draping over her eyelashes.

 

Her lips close around his thumb, and Amon’s skilled fingers fuck into Korra watching each of her emotions flash over her eyes.

 

Korra is a hard, stubborn woman. It’s a treat, sweet like chocolate to see her eyes lidded and her teeth barely scraping his thumb trying to contain her pretty moans as she sucks his thumb.

 

Spit rubbed across her cheek as he grabs her face, each rough thrust of his hand forcing a silent cry from her lips.

 

“You fucking b-bastard.” His coat is rough against her nipples, seeing each of their breaths in the cold cocoon of the ice hut. She wants to cry, how good he feels touching her sweet spot.

 

“Is that what I am? I give you all this nice pleasure, and I’m a bastard.” His thumb drums against her clit sending her head flying back. Her thighs tremble, her hips a furious hurricane as she thrusts up.

 

But he holds her, pins her under his weight and she’s in a fight without bending, maybe Amon has a deadly advantage. He pins his arm against her throat, and smiles down at her, watching her pinned body squirm and twitch with each delicious shock of pleasure.

 

“I fuck you good, and you disrespect me.” He withdraws his fingers completely pulling off of her and leaves her to shake in the aftershocks of the loss.

 

“Had I still had my bending, I could make you come without even touching you. I know you’d cry for me.”

 

“Shut up!” She looked up at him, her eyes drowned in pleasure.

 

He just gazes at her. Her pretty lips parted, legs still spread, thighs wet from her own dripping cunt.He inclines his head and she growls frustrated.

 

“What?”

 

“You said shut up. And I have nothing to say.”

 

“Go fuck yourself.”

 

“Ah, I’d rather fuck you.” He grabs her thighs and pulls her flush against him. His fur coat is shoved under Korra’s chest after he flips her over. And his pants under her hips. She rests against the soft material as his cock taps against her cunt.

 

He gently rubs into her wetness, just feeling how patient his girl can be.

 

“Amon.” She warns.

 

“Noatak.”He grabs her cheek and spreads her open to get a better look.” And you’ll call me that when I’m between your legs.”

 

He gives her what she craved. Thrusts his cock into her and he sees the avatar as a different person.

 

She’s obedient, pliant, not so aggressive and her voice, fuck her voice is sweet and exotic. He fucks her hard, as hard as she deserves to be fucked.

 

“Open.” He bites, her legs pulling in tight as he comes close to that spot, too deep to touch but his cock can reach it perfectly.” I said open, Avatar.”

 

She grips the sparse grass beneath them and cries, letting her legs fall back open beneath her but she can’t keep it up for long. That spot makes her tense, makes her mind turn soft and useless. She hits her hand against the ground and reaches back to hit him. Biting into his coat she muffles her moans.

 

“That’s it, Avatar. Give yourself to me.”

 

She holds onto his coat tight, using it to release some pressure, something to grip to help her. But it’s not much.

 

“Good Avatar. So good for me. You’re not putting up a fight this time.” He reaches forward to fist her hair, pulling tight enough to make her scalp burn.” I like you like this. Not so much mouth and sass. Just a good girl falling apart on her favorite cock.”

 

Korra gasps out loud, tears pricking her eyes as her orgasm is just at the tip of her tongue. She can feel it in her knees, in her fucking feet, in her stomach, fuck, her head feels heavy.

 

Amon wastes no time, driving her further and through her orgasm, keeping her locked away there until he says she’s had enough.

 

Korra bellows a scream from her chest, face soaked in glistening tears and drool.

 

“That’s right, just like that pretty girl.”

 

“Noatak!” She sobs, her hips pushing back ceased and she just lays there, lifeless under his body. Amon pulls back, fisting his cock until he leaves a mess over her lower back and ass. He moans against her shoulder, his last few breaths hot and guttural.

 

“Are you done?” She turns back, embarrassed by her quick orgasm and behavior overall today. She makes up for it with bite.

 

“Don’t be like that. I understand where you’re coming from. But you can’t change me Korra. I still have my beliefs.”

 

“You still want to kill me?”

 

“Not necessarily kill, no, I like you. But the avatar is an unnecessary power of the world on top of kings, queens, governments and most of all, benders.”

 

“You’re a bender.”

 

“I wish I wasn’t. And now that I’m not I wish I had it back to continue my party.”

 

Korra gets up and throws his coat at him. She gets her own warm coat and pants on, and breaks down the ice hut. The snowfall has stopped, but like Amon predicted, the wolves came back.Maybe her moans sounded like prey in distress.

 

Naga waited patiently, and only followed once Korra stormed off.

 

“Do you always walk away when someone has different ideas than you?”

 

“I do.”

 

“It’s not like my ideas matter any more. I can’t fulfill them.” Amon follows behind her at some distance. The wind picks up, and Naga doesn’t want her to be cold. She snuggles against Korra even as her anger made her walk fast.

 

“Korra, believe me. I would love to be with you. But we’re too different. And besides, you should be with someone your age. And maybe not a criminal who starts riots.”

 

They make it back to his cell, and Korra opens the door.

 

“Korra.”

 

“Get in.”

 

“I’m sorry. I know you’d be good for me-“

 

“Then why!?” Naga’s ears fold back.

 

“Because I’m no good for you.”
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