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Summary: 
            Amon should hate the Avatar. He tells himself he does. That’s she’s nothing but a thorn in his side. But he also wants her and he wants her to want him back.

          







1. Chapter 1


    
    Amon sat at his desk beside the radio, the static crackling as the Avatar’s voice rang out, bold, defiant, foolish. He closed his eyes behind the ivory mask, letting her words echo in his mind. She hadn’t been in Republic City for a week, and already she was posturing like a savior. He shook his head slowly. She was unrefined. Unbalanced. Still missing elements. He could kill her now — accomplish what his father never could. But death was simple. Death was wasteful.

No. He would break her. He would make her wish she’d never been born. Not just as the Avatar, but as Korra.


Later That Night

Korra paced the perimeter of the clock tower, her boots echoing against the stone. She’d waited for hours, and still no sign of the masked man. She smirked to herself. “Coward,” she muttered. “Tenzin made him sound like some kind of threat. Please.” She made one last round, scanning the shadows. Nothing. Satisfied, she turned to head back, but something felt off. The air shifted.

Before she could react, ropes shot from the darkness, wrapping around her limbs and yanking her off her feet. She hit the ground hard, encased in sudden blackness. Her instincts flared, she ignited her palms, casting flickering light around the room. Masked figures surrounded her. Twenty, maybe more. She moved fast, fireballs, sweeps, kicks. Five down. Then four more. But they kept coming, ropes tightening around her arms, legs, throat. She struggled, snarling. “Cowards! Get off me! Come face me, Amon!”

And then he appeared, as if summoned by her rage. He stepped into the moonlight, his uniform sharp, his mask distinct from the others. He moved with quiet authority, the chaos around him irrelevant. Amon approached slowly, savoring the moment. He could feel her fear, the way her breath hitched, the way her muscles tensed. It was intoxicating.

He knelt beside her, gripping her chin and forcing her to look up. “Hello, young Avatar,” he said, voice smooth and cold. “Would you like to know why I won’t be taking your bending tonight?” She trembled beneath his touch, and he felt a flicker of something dark stir inside him. He pushed it down. “I won’t take your bending,” he continued, “because you’d become a martyr. A symbol. And symbols are dangerous.”

He leaned closer, his thumb brushing her bottom lip before he caught himself. “Instead,” he whispered, “you’ll serve a different purpose. Collateral. A lesson.” Then, without ceremony, he struck her, swift and precise. Her body went limp. He stood, addressing his men. “Take her to Base 027. Private cells. Chi blocked the moment she wakes. Do not disappoint me.” As they carried her away, Amon followed, already plotting. She was his now. And he would make her understand.


Korra woke on cold cement. Her head throbbed. Her body ached. She sat up slowly, eyes scanning the cell — tall metal door, a cot, a bucket. No windows. No light. She tried to summon fire. Nothing. Her heart sank. “Shit,” she muttered. “Shit.” She remembered the ambush. The ropes. Amon. “That bastard,” she growled, storming to the door and kicking it hard. “Hey! Let me out! I’m the Avatar! You can’t keep me in here!”

The door opened. He stepped inside, calm as ever. The carved smirk on his mask made her blood boil. “You can’t just kidnap me!” she shouted. “I’m the Avatar! Protector of the world! This...this is wrong!” Amon walked forward, slow and deliberate, until she was backed against the wall.

“Wrong?” he repeated, voice low. “You think being the Avatar makes you untouchable? You think you’re some divine gift?” He leaned in, his breath warm behind the mask. She shivered. “You think you’re better than the world? Better than me?” His hand shot to her throat, gripping just tight enough to make her gasp. “You are nothing,” he hissed. “No better than the dirt beneath my boots. The world doesn’t need you. And in case you haven’t noticed, no one’s come looking.”

It was a lie. Only five hours had passed, and Tenzin had already mobilized the police. But she didn’t know that. Korra clawed at his hand. “That’s not true! Someone’s looking for me!” But the seed of doubt had been planted. Amon released her, letting her collapse to her knees. He grabbed her hair, forcing her to look up. “You’re wrong, little Avatar. There’s no one coming. There’s only me.”

He paused, voice dropping to a whisper. “I will be your awakening. Your teacher. Your master.” Then he struck her again, and she crumpled to the floor, cold, alone, and afraid.

  



2. Chapter 2


    
    After knocking out the Avatar, Amon goes back into his office. He sits at his desk and leans back into his chair with a sigh. He removes his mask, his makeup fake scar perfectly drawn onto his face.

He opens a drawer on his desk taking out a newspaper clipping with Korra on it. The article was about Korra’s new arrival and he says he cut it out for “research” but he subconsciously knew it wasn’t. He looked at it, looking at the smile on her pretty face as she rode on her polar bear-dog. He looked at the way she looked joyful, carefree. It both angered him and intrigued him how someone with so much influence could display such a carefree attitude. He felt his hand wondering to his belt. Absentmindedly removing the buckle and pulling his zipper down. Before he knew it, his cock, semi-hard was out of its confines as he looked at the picture of Korra. “Fuck you’re so pretty… I bet you’ll feel like a dream on my cock.” He groans as he starts stroking his cock, his eyes never leaving the picture of her. A part of him hesitates, the part that still has a conscience, “Fuck Noatak. Jerking off to a girl that’s not even in her twenties? Hit a new low, even for you.” He thinks to himself, but it doesn’t make his cock any less hard, much to his dismay.

He listens to another part of himself, the part that leads the revolution, the part of him that is Amon, “I bet she’ll be so tight. Imagine how she’ll feel while she’s fighting you off. Begging you to stop.” His hips jerk at the thought. His darker side knows exactly what he wants. What he needs. He strokes his cock faster, as he thinks about Korra earlier. Remembering the sight of her on her knees, of her pretty whimpers when he choked her. His fist moves like a blur, his breathing getting heavier as he closes his eyes, imaging breaking the Avatar completely making her his slave. Being her master completely. He comes hard at the thought, his seed spilling into his fist, and on his desk, some getting onto the newspaper clipping he had of her. “Shit.” He cursed as he came to from his blissful release.

Amon cleaned himself up, tucking himself back into his pants and wiping his remains away. He looks down at the newspaper clipping of Korra, now with a small spurts of his seed on it. He puts it back into his drawer in his desk. He sighed, feeling conflicted over his sudden lust with the Avatar. “What the hell is wrong with you Noatak” he said quietly to himself. “What the hell is wrong with me…” he growls, “I’m supposed to be the emotionless, revolutionary leader and right now I’m thinking about sinking into the Avatars…” he stops himself from thinking about her cunt, “Focus Noatak… she is here for collateral, nothing else. You didn’t bring her here for that.”

He tells himself as he paces his room, trying to reason with himself but there was the voice in his head, telling him otherwise, “No. You know exactly why you brought her here and it isn’t for collateral. How long have you fantasized about fucking the Avatar? Since you found out she was a girl? You sick fuck.” Noatak battles within himself. He was losing his mind. No. It wasn’t his fault. It’s her fault. The Avatar’s fault. It was her and the past Avatar’s fault trying to make Yakone’s son go crazy. But it would not work. He wasn’t crazy. He was just… stressed. The Equalist movement was no easy task and the stress was getting to him. Yes. Yes that was it. It wasn’t his fault he was lusting after a girl young enough to be his daughter. No. It wasn’t his fault at all.

Noatak heard knocking on his door, breaking himself out of his mental battle. He placed his mask on and as if the mask possessed him, his entire demeanor changed. Everything was blank and clear. He was once again the emotionless leader the Equalist needed. He opened the door and saw it was his lieutenant. Updating him on Tenzin’s attempts of rescuing the Avatar. He listened but it was like he wasn’t even there, his mind elsewhere. On the Avatar. On his Avatar.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Okay so basically I think I like the idea of Noatak having these split personalities. Similar to Two-Face. Noatak would be his “better side” showcasing some type of moral compass while Amon will be his inhumane side so to speak. These chapters might be short but I’m trying to set something up here. Anyways let me know any feedback and you’re thoughts so far.

        




3. Chapter 3


    
    It's been several days since Korra has seen Amon. The only people who have come into her cell have been the Equalist guards who harass and mock her. "Damn guards", Korra thinks. She doesn't know who’s worst. Amon, who has the possibility to come into her cell and take her bending at any moment. Or the stupid annoying guards. Especially this guard she nicknames the 'Pig-rat'. Pig-rat always kicks her, throws her food at her so that it spills on the floor and overall, he's just a shitty man. 

Korra sat on her bed, trying to meditate, remembering the breathing exercises Tenzin told her about. But she couldn't concentrate. Every time she would close her eyes, there was an incessant knocking at her door. Korra growled, "Whoever is out there stop knocking at the fucking door!" Korra yelled, causing whoever was knocking to laugh loudly. Korra frowned. She recognized that voice. It was definitely Pig-rat but he was talking to somebody. Before she could figure out who it was, the door to her cell opened revealing Pig-rat (as she guessed), as well as Amon's right-hand man, the Lieutenant (Korra is convinced that his birthname is the literally the Lieutenant because she's never heard him being called anything else). Pig-rat sneers at Korra, "See Lieutenant? She's always the aggressor. Me and the other guards try to treat her with respect but she's always quick to show off that bender aggression."

Korra stands off of her bed. Looking at Pig-rat in anger, "You're a liar! You and the other crappy guards in here are always harassing me! Always trying to find a way to anger me! So yeah! I'm obviously not going to be docile and nice to you assholes! Also, maybe you may have overlooked the fact; maybe too busy stuffing your pig-rat face with steamed buns, but I was kidnapped! I don't want to be here!" Korra ranted as she got closer to the Pig-rat man. He was so lucky her bending was chi blocked or she would have roasted him.  The Lieutenant steps in front, towering over Korra, "You do not get to speak to us that. We are housing you and keeping you alive. So you will show us respect... otherwise, Amon will hear of your further defiance towards our cause." The Lieutenant says in a eerily calm voice, but his hands hover over his kali sticks. 

Korra turns her attention towards the Lieutenant, her anger rising, "You think I care? Tell your squirrel-rat shit crazy boss! Tell him that his stup-" Korra was cut off with a swift electric shock by the Lieutenant. Korra crumbled to the floor in pain, spasming from the electric currents. The Lieutenant stood over her, his knuckles white as he grips his kali sticks, "Don't you dare utter anymore words of disrespect towards our leader! You are the reason he is needed!", the Lieutenant looks over at Pig-rat, "Fei Zai, please bring Amon here. The Avatar needs to be punished for her insolence and if I stay here any longer with this savage I may kill her." the Lieutenant spits out bitterly as she looks down at Korra's crumpled frame. Fei Zai nods, "Of course sir, with pleasure", and with that Pig-rat leaves the cell, leaving only the Lieutenant and Korra.

Korra sits up, attempting to stand despite the slight ache from being shocked, "I wasn't even being defiant. You're being unreasonable. How about I kidnap you and make you kiss up to me and my guards? I bet you wouldn't be so-" Korra is interrupted with another shock from the Lieutenant this time it was longer. When Korra collapsed again, the Lieutenant kicked her hard in her ribs, "Shut up! You think you're so smart with your annoying little quips? You're lucky I'm not Amon because if I was," the Lieutenant kicks her again in her side causing her to groan in pain, "You would be dead! There's no point of keeping you alive. You would never see yourself as equal to us nonbenders. You don't deserve to be in the new world that Amon is creating. You deserve nothing more than death!" the Lieutenant yells, delivering kick after kick to Korra's side. Korra tries to shield herself from his kicks, but it doesn't help as he rains them down on her. She grunts, winces, it starts getting to a point that she knows if he doesn't stop, he will break her ribs. It takes everything in her to not cry out from the pain, but it starts to hurt. Just when she felt the hot sting of her tears in her eyes, the door to her cell opens and in walks Amon which brings an end to her kicks as the Lieutenant looks up to acknowledge Amon. 

Korra didn't think she would ever be thankful to see the masked leader, but she was glad that the kicking stopped. Korra stood up with a grunt, clutching her side where she was kicked out. She definitely knew it would bruise. Amon steps forward into the cell and the door closes behind him. The Lieutenant speaks, "Sir. the Avatar here has been disrespectful to the soldiers, and myself. This has been a recurring issue and I'm afraid that I don't have enough care for the girl to handle this the right way." Amon simply nods, his eyes never leaving Korra, "You're dismissed Lieutenant." Amon says, dismissing the Lieutenant. With a nod the Lieutenant leaves the cell and the door closes behind him, leaving only Korra and Amon in the room.

Amon steps forwards, watching as Korra steps back. A part of Amon wants to force her forward with his bloodbending, forcing her to submit to him on her knees but he holds off on that. Not even the Avatar knows he's a bloodbender... yet. "I have heard of your insubordination towards your betters, young Avatar." Amon steps forward, and once again Korra steps back, he doesn't know if he likes that fact that she's scared of him or if he doesn't. "Stop backing away from me Avatar. If you don't resist, this only has to be a verbal reprimanding. However, if you anger me... then I will make it hurt." Amon threatens, stepping towards Korra. Korra snarls, "I'm not scared of you! I don't care what you have to do! I didn't even do anything before Catfish whiskers and Pig-rat guy just came in here and started harassing me! They just are trying to provoke me so I can get in trouble!" Korra says defensively, further stepping back, consciously aware of the wall that she will back into if she keeps backing up. Amon smirks behind the mask. She's lying of course. She is scared of him and he can feel it in her blood. Her heart rate was beating rapidly. Amon could practically feel the thumping from her heart. "Are you easily provoked, Avatar? Not a good trait for the supposed protector of the world." He taunts, with a slight tilt of his head, and now he could hear her heart racing from a new emotion, anger.

Korra doesn't step forward, but she doesn't back away, "I- that- ugh!" she exclaims in anger. "All you do is try to flip this on me to make me seem like a bad guy! You are the masked lunatic that’s taking people's bending away! You're the bad guy not me! You kidnapped me! I challenged you fairly to a fight and you ambushed me! Face it Amon, you were scared of me then and I think even now you are! You're just a small man trying to be something by making everyone fear him! You're a crook!" Korra yelled, her voice echoing through her cell.

For a moment it was quiet, save for the sound of Korra breathing. In a flash, Amon was grabbing Korra by her neck and slamming her against the wall, the air leaving her body. Amon was furious. How dare this child, this inkling of a being call him a crook! A small man? He'll show her small. "I should take your bending away now. Then we can see who exactly is small. Small? You think I'm small you impudent child! You are a half-baked Avatar. You'll never be anywhere near the same tier as your predecessors." He growls as he leans forward, his masked face near her ear. Korra struggles in his grip, she tries clawing at his gloved hands and tried kicking at his legs which only seemed to anger him more, "I should kill you as my Lieutenant wants me to. But no. I want you to suffer Avatar. For generations nonbenders across the nations have faced nothing but discrimination and violence from your people and what has the Avatar done to help? Nothing. But you dare say I'm a crook. The Avatar is nothing but a glorified scam. You don't help. The Avatar has never helped. The hundred-year war went on for an entire century with no help from the supposed savior who is the Avatar. Even now, the nonbenders face prejudice and discrimination from benders and you do nothing, yet you dare challenge me; me, the only man who is trying to fix this issue, and is labeled as a terroristic revolutionist by a council full of only benders."

Amon squeezes Korra's neck and Korra starts to turn weak, feeling her vison start to tunnel. She prays to the gods he doesn't kill her as she is too weak to fight back as Amon continues, "You want to speak for the benders? Fine. I will inflict the punishment of all the benders onto you. Let's see how adamant you are to your cause, Avatar." With that Amon watches as Korra passes out from the lack of air. He releases her, not wanting to kill her. He watches as she slumps against the wall and onto the floor in an unconscious lump. He snorts before turning to leave Korra's unconscios body on the floor.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Ngl the ao3 curse is real guys, within the span of me uploading this I got kicked out by my mom and my grandmother has lung cancer. Stay safe guys.

        




4. Chapter 4

Notes for the Chapter:I forgot to mention this last chapter, but Fei Zei basically means chubby. It's a Cantonese nickname.




    
    Amon was pleased. Everything had unfolded exactly as he intended. Fei Zai, volatile, cruel, and predictable, had provoked Korra just as planned. The Lieutenant’s report had given him the perfect excuse to relocate her. She was too reactive, too defiant. She needed to be somewhere quieter. Somewhere she could be reshaped. Somewhere she could be alone with him.

He gave the order: Korra was to be sedated and transported. The Lieutenant and three elite officers handled the task with precision. Amon took the driver’s seat himself, the Lieutenant beside him, the others in the back with Korra’s unconscious body. As they drove through the city, the Lieutenant glanced over. “Sir, where are we taking the… prisoner?” Amon didn’t answer right away. At a red light, he finally spoke.

“I made a mistake,” he said calmly. “She was placed in a setting where she could resist. That will no longer be the case.” The Lieutenant frowned but said nothing more. They drove into a quiet, secluded neighborhood, one that didn’t appear on any Equalist maps. Amon parked in front of a modest house, its windows shuttered, its presence unremarkable.

The Lieutenant looked around. “Is this the right place?” Amon ignored the question and stepped out, walking to the back of the van. He opened the doors and looked at Korra, still unconscious, her breathing steady. He could feel her pulse, slow and subdued. His bloodbending ensured she wouldn’t wake until he allowed it.

“Bring her inside,” he ordered. The guards obeyed, carrying Korra into the house and placing her on the couch. Amon entered, the Lieutenant close behind. The masked leader felt a flicker of irritation, he wanted solitude. He wanted silence. He turned to the Lieutenant. “The Avatar is too headstrong for standard containment. She will remain here. I will oversee her… rehabilitation.”

The Lieutenant hesitated. “Sir, are you certain—?” Amon placed a firm hand on his shoulder. “This is necessary. She must understand our cause. I see her becoming a symbol, once she’s been… enlightened.” The Lieutenant nodded slowly. “Of course. I trust your judgment.” Amon handed him the van keys. “Return to base. Tenzin and Tarrlok are escalating their search. We must stay ahead of them. Train the soldiers. Prepare for disruption. Do not fail me.”

The Lieutenant bowed and left, the door closing behind him with a final click. Amon exhaled. Alone. He turned to Korra, still unconscious on the couch. He walked into the kitchen, poured a glass of cold water, and returned. He stood over her for a moment, watching her chest rise and fall. Then he tipped the glass.

Korra jolted upright, breath ragged, eyes scanning the unfamiliar room. No cell. No chains. Just a quiet, dimly lit space and Amon, standing over her like a shadow made flesh. She leapt to her feet, fists igniting with flame. “Where the hell am I?” she snarled. Amon didn’t answer. He tilted his head, watching her like a predator amused by its prey. She launched a fireball then another, and another. He dodged each one with eerie precision, his eyes half-lidded, his body relaxed. He wasn’t fighting. He was reading her feeling the blood surge through her veins, predicting every move before it happened.

Then he stopped playing. With a guttural snarl, Amon raised his arms. Korra’s body seized mid-strike, contorting painfully as invisible strings yanked her limbs into submission. Her scream was stifled by the sheer wrongness of it her body betraying her. He stepped forward, slow and deliberate, eyes burning beneath the mask. “You dare attack me in my sanctuary?” he hissed. “You dare?” A flurry of jabs precise, brutal and her chi was blocked. He released her from the bloodbending grip, letting her crumple to the floor like discarded cloth.

Korra gasped, trembling. “You… you can bloodbend… You’re a liar! You’re a bender!” Amon chuckled low, bitter, almost amused. He walked to the couch and sat down with theatrical calm, then reached up and removed his mask. No makeup. No illusion. Just his face, pale, hollow-eyed, and disturbingly serene. “Ah, yes,” he said softly. “I figured you’d find out eventually. So why not now? Break the ice.” He leaned forward, elbows on knees, voice dropping to a whisper. “You see, Korra… the mask is for the world. But you? You get the truth. You get me. All of me.” His eyes gleamed with something unhinged, something unreadable but all together unnerving. "I don't want to destroy you, Korra. No, I want you to understand. I want you to see what I see, and you shall, even if I have to force you to."

Korra stared at him, heart pounding, the mask gone and the truth laid bare. No scars. No illusion. Just a man, pale, hollow-eyed, and disturbingly calm. Her stomach twisted, but rage surged stronger. “You’re insane,” she spat. “You think you can just keep me here? Make me see things your way?” Amon’s smile was faint, but it didn’t reach his eyes. “I don’t need to convince you, Korra. I only need time.” She lunged. It wasn’t graceful, her body still ached, her bending suppressed but she moved fast, aiming a punch straight for his jaw. He caught her wrist mid-air, effortlessly, and twisted. Pain shot up her arm, and she gasped, dropping to one knee. He didn’t flinch. Didn’t raise his voice. Just leaned in close, his grip like iron. “You’re predictable,” he murmured. “But it's what makes you interesting… it’s why I chose you.” Korra snarled, trying to wrench free. “You didn’t choose me. You kidnapped me, you lunatic!” Amon released her wrist with a flick, and she stumbled back, cradling her arm. He turned and walked toward the hallway, his steps slow and deliberate. “Come,” he said. She didn’t move. He stopped, glanced back, and his voice dropped to a low, dangerous murmur. “I wasn’t asking.”

Korra glared at him, but followed not because she wanted to listen, but because she needed to know where she was. What she was up against. The hallway was dim, lined with dark wood and soft lights that cast long shadows. The air smelled faintly of incense, something earthy, almost medicinal. But what unsettled her more was the silence. No distant traffic. No voices. Just stillness. She caught a glimpse through a window, manicured lawns, empty driveways, rows of identical houses. A suburb. But no lights in the neighboring homes. No movement. No signs of life. “This house,” Amon said, his tone clipped and precise, “is far from the city. Quiet. Forgotten. No one will come looking. Here, you are no longer the Avatar. You are mine to reshape.” Korra scoffed. “You’re delusional. You think this fucking nightmare makes you powerful?” They passed a study, shelves of books and strange artifacts. A meditation room, sparse and cold. Finally, he stopped at a door and opened it with a quiet click. Her room.

It was unsettlingly normal. A bed. A desk. A dresser. A small window showing more empty homes and trimmed hedges. The walls were painted a muted blue, the kind that might’ve been calming in another life. Amon stepped inside first, surveying the space like a warden inspecting a cell. “You’ll sleep here. You’ll eat here. You’ll learn here.” Korra scanned the room. No cameras. No chains. But the illusion of comfort was just another layer of control. He turned to her, eyes sharp. “You will not leave this house. You will not disobey me. And you will not test me.” Korra stepped forward, chest heaving. “You think you’ve won? You think locking me in a pretty room in your creepy ghost-town makes you powerful?” Amon stepped closer, his voice a whisper laced with steel. “I don’t need to win. I only need you to break.”

She shoved him. It was reckless, desperate, but satisfying. Her palms hit his chest with force, and for a split second, she felt the surge of defiance. But he moved faster than she expected. His hand shot out, gripping her throat, not enough to choke, but enough to freeze her in place. His face was inches from hers, eyes gleaming with quiet fury. “You forget yourself,” he said, voice low and razor-sharp. “You are not here to fight. You are here to learn.” Korra’s breath caught, her muscles tensing. She tried to pull back, but his grip held firm. “I allow you to speak,” he continued, “to move, to breathe, because I choose to. Don’t mistake that for freedom.” Then, just as suddenly, he released her. She stumbled back, coughing, glaring at him with burning eyes.

Amon adjusted his sleeve, calm once more. “Rest, Korra. Tomorrow, we begin.” She didn’t respond. He paused at the threshold, glancing back one last time. “You’ll learn to listen. One way or another.” Then he was gone, and the door clicked shut behind him, not locked, but final. Korra stood in the center of the room, throat aching, fists clenched, breath ragged. She wouldn’t break. Not for him. Not for anyone.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Hope you guys enjoyed the chapter. Leave any feedback in the comments!

        




5. Chapter 5


    
    The next morning Korra was awakened by the sound of her door creaking open. As she sat up in her bed, she saw Amon standing at her door. 

He was maskless, in fact he wasn't even in his normal Equalist garb. He donned only his briefs, and Korra felt her skin flush at the intimacy of it all. Not because she thought he was attractive but because she had never seen a man; apart from her father and those men in those magazines she would hide in her drawers, in their underwear. But never a real-life man. Not like this.

She stood up, watching his every move, "What are you doing in here? And... and why aren't you..." she clears her throat, looking away, "why don't you have any proper clothes?"

Amon tilts his head slightly. Appraising Korra. "This is my house, isn't it girl? Why would I be anything less than comfortable in my own private dwelling." He says as he steps closer, "Now, it is time to shower Young Avatar, follow me."

Korra didn’t move. She kept her eyes fixed on a peeling patch of wallpaper just to the left of his shoulder, refusing to let her gaze wander down to the expanse of bare, scarred skin. "I'm not going anywhere until you put on a shirt," she snapped, though the slight tremor in her voice betrayed her.

Amon didn't flinch. He simply stood in the center of the room, a statue of quiet confidence. "Your modesty is a relic of the White Lotus's cage, Avatar," he said, his voice devoid of the metallic ring of his mask. It was deeper here, more intimate. "Here, you are not a world leader. You are a guest who requires basic hygiene. I have no interest in your petty hang-ups regarding attire."

He turned on his heel, his back muscles rippling as he moved. He didn't wait to see if she followed. The silence he left behind was a command in itself. Teeth clenched and face burning, Korra finally stepped out of the safety of her sheets. Her bare feet hit the cold floorboards with a soft thud as she followed him into the hallway.

"The bathroom," Amon said, gesturing to a door at the end of the hall. He stepped aside to let her pass, his arm brushing against the doorframe.

Korra stopped, her arms crossed tightly. "Are you just going to... stand there? I'm not showering with you watching."

Amon tilted his head, a ghost of a smirk playing on his lips. "I have seen everything there is to see of the human form, Korra. Your blood, your bones, the way your heart fluctuates when you're afraid...” -his breath catches as the thought of her naked floods his mind before he collects himself- “a curtain of steam changes nothing." He stepped closer, leaning down so his breath hitched against her ear. "But if it makes you feel more like the 'Avatar' to have a closed door, I will grant you that mercy. Five minutes. Then I'm coming in to ensure you haven't tried to climb out the window."

He reached past her and pushed the bathroom door open. "Move," he commanded softly.

The moment the door clicked shut, Korra didn't move toward the water. She lunged for the shower, shoving her arm into the spray and soaking her sleeve so the sound of the water hitting the tiles would mask her movements. She scrambled onto the lid of the toilet, peering through the small, frosted window. It was painted shut.

She tore through the cabinets, her fingers finally curling around a heavy metal pipe wrench. She wrapped a thick towel around the tool to dampen the sound and struck the frame. Clack. The window groaned outward an inch. Just a little more.

"You're making a lot of noise in there, Korra."

The voice came from directly behind the door. Korra fell off the toilet, the wrench clattering to the floor. "I... I dropped the soap!" she yelled, her heart rising into her throat.

"The water has been running for three minutes," Amon said. "And yet, I don't hear the rhythm of a body under the spray. I hear the scraping of metal on wood."

"Stay out! I'm... I'm naked!"

The door swung open anyway. Amon stood there, still in his briefs, framed by the dim light of the hallway. He walked into the humid room and looked up at the damaged window. "A pipe wrench," he noted. "Resourceful. But ultimately futile."

He stepped toward her, his eyes dark. "I told you not to test me, Korra." In one fluid motion, he caught her wrist, twisting until the wrench clattered to the floor. He pinned her against the wet tiles, his body pressing her into the wall. "You want to be treated like a prisoner? Because I can provide that. Or," his hand slid to her jaw, forcing her to look at him, "you can accept that there is no world outside this house anymore. There is only me."

Amon didn’t let go. He reached over her shoulder and adjusted the shower spray, making the water come down harder. "The window will be boarded up within the hour," he stated. "As for the shower... I cannot trust you to perform even the simplest tasks alone. I’m staying to endure you wash yourself."

Korra’s eyes widened. "What? No! Get out!"

"I am not asking, Korra." He moved to the small vanity chair in the corner and sat down, crossing one leg over the other. He looked like a king watching a play. "I will sit right here. You will wash. And if you stop for even a second, I will assume you are back to your woodworking... and I will intervene."

"I'm not doing it," Korra snapped.

Suddenly, she felt that sickening, familiar tug in her gut. Her own arm, possessed by his bloodbending, reached out and threw her clean clothes onto the counter. Her legs began to move toward the water against her will.

"Stop it!" she shrieked. "Stop doing that to me!"

He released the grip just as she reached the spray. "Then do it yourself. Every time you resist, I will simply take the choice away from you. Is that how you want to spend your morning? As a puppet?" He reached for the bottle of soap and held it out. "Take it. Or I will make you take it."

Korra stood trembling, the steam curling around her. She reached out with a shaking hand and snatched the bottle from him.

"Good," Amon whispered. "I’m watching, Korra. Don't disappoint me."

Korra stepped behind the frosted glass of the shower, but it offered no sanctuary. Through the translucent pane, Amon remained a dark, seated silhouette, looming like a gargoyle. She stripped within the shower, standing near the furthest back wall to avoid wetting her clothes, her fingers trembling, her back turned to him, feeling as though his eyes were burning through the glass, memorizing every inch of her. She threw her clothes outside of the shower and approached the water. When she finally stepped under the spray, the heat was a shock, but it couldn't wash away the chilling weight of his presence.

"Lather," Amon’s voice cut through the roar of the water. "Don't just stand there, Korra. I want to hear the soap."

Korra squeezed the bottle until the plastic groaned. She scrubbed her arms with a violent energy, trying to drown out the sound of her own racing heart.

"You move with such aggression," he remarked. His voice husky. She heard the vanity chair creak as he shifted. "Even now, without your bending, you try to fight. It’s why you failed when we first faced. It’s why you’re failing now."

"Shut up," she croaked. "You don't know anything about balance."

"I know that balance requires the removal of the rot," he replied. "And you, Korra, are filled with it. Look at you. You are shivering. You are hiding. You are human. Just as vulnerable as the non-benders your kind has stepped on for centuries."

He stood up, his shadow growing tall against the glass. "The soap, Korra. You missed your shoulder. The one the Lieutenant bruised."

The fact that he had been watching closely enough to see the dark, plum-colored mark made her stomach turn. She rubbed the soap over the tender skin, a sob catching in her throat that she refused to let out.

"Rinse," he commanded. "The five minutes are up."

Korra turned off the water. The silence that followed was heavy, broken only by the sound of her own dripping wet hair hitting the floor. She reached for the towel, drying herself with robotic, jerky movements, before stepping out from behind the glass.

Amon was standing now, mere feet from her. His posture was rigid, his chest heaving slightly in the humid air. Without the mask, the raw intensity in his eyes was terrifying. He wasn't looking at her like a prisoner anymore; his gaze swept over her damp skin and the towel clinging to her curves with a dark, possessive hunger.

Korra’s eyes drifted down, and she froze. He made no effort to hide his physical reaction to her. In fact, he seemed to be leaning into it. His hand drifted to the waistband of his briefs, his fingers grazing against the tent of the fabric as he watched her. The movement was slow, deliberate—an open display of the same lust that had consumed him in his office.

Korra’s face went pale, then flushed a deep, humiliated red. She looked away, clutching the towel. "I... I'm done. Get out so I can dress."

"Look at me, Korra," he whispered, his voice a low, dangerous rasp.

"No," she wheezed.

"Look at what you do," he commanded, and suddenly, her head was forced up by the invisible, sickening tug of his bloodbending. She was forced to stare at him, to see the way his hand moved against himself as he watched her tremble. "You stand there with your misplaced pride and your soft skin, and you think you’re innocent. This... this lack of discipline in me? This is your fault. You brought this filth into my house."

He stepped closer, his free hand shooting out to grip her throat, not to choke, but to hold her steady as he continued to watch her. "You tempt a man who has spent his life becoming a god, only to remind him that he is made of flesh. Every pulse of my blood is a debt you owe me."

His eyes were unhinged, dark with a mixture of hatred and desire. "You will pay for every moment you make me feel like this. You will pay for making me want to break you."

He suddenly released her, stepping back as if disgusted by his own touch. He adjusted himself with a sharp, clinical movement, the "Amon" mask of cold indifference sliding back over his features, though his pupils remained blown wide.

"Dress yourself. The blue set," he said, his voice returning to its metallic calm. "If I see a single button undone, I will consider it an invitation to finish what your presence has started. I will be in the kitchen. Do not keep me waiting."

He turned and walked out, the door clicking shut with a finality that felt like a death sentence. Korra stood alone in the steam, shaking so hard she had to lean against the sink for support. She realized then that he wasn't just trying to take her bending; he was going to use his own twisted desire to dismantle her piece by piece.

  



6. Chapter 6


    
    Korra stepped into the kitchen, her skin crawling. The high collared blue tunic fit her with a precision that was suffocating; it followed the line of her waist and the curve of her hips with the precision that could only come from being tailored while she slept. She shook that thought away, refusing to believe someone would check her out while she slept.

"He’s just trying to humiliate me," she thought, her fingers digging into the heavy fabric of the flared sleeves. "He wants me to look like a porcelain doll so I’ll forget I’m the Avatar. He thinks if he dresses me like a Northern Water Tribe princess, I'll stop fighting back." She stumbled as the hem caught under her boot, forcing her into a dainty, tripping shuffle. "Dammit. I can’t even walk. I guess that’s the point. He wants me slow. He wants me weak."

When she entered the kitchen, the domesticity of it set off a new wave of anger in Korra. She saw as Amon stood at the stove, the slate grey of his gear looking sharp and lethal against the morning light coming in from the window. The smell of toasted rice, eggs, and jasmine tea filled the room, a scent so "normal" it made the bile rise in her throat.

Amon didn't turn to see her, but his thoughts shifted from cooking, back to her the moment the silk rustled behind him. "She’s here," he thought, his pulse hammering a frantic rhythm against his ribs. He knew when he turned around, she would be wearing that tailored dress. The one he secretly measured her to make sure it fit her like a glove. And oh how Amon hoped, that her button would be undid. Hoped and prayed he could follow through on his earlier promise and ravish her if she wasn’t dressed to his liking. 





Noatak mentally shook his head. He was stronger than that. Stronger than Amon’s lust. But he couldn’t resist keeping his back towards her as he turned around to face her.

"You're late," he said, his voice a low, jagged vibration. The sight of her nearly stole the air from his lungs. The pale blue of the form fitting silk made her bronze skin glow, and the white fur trim framed her face in a way that made her look fragile, precious. Noatak bit the inside of his mouth to focus and continue."Yet the fit is... exactly as I envisioned. You look as a daughter of the North should, Korra. Not some wild animal playing at hero, but a woman. Quiet. Refined. A reflection of the balance I intend to bring."

"I look like a joke," Korra snapped. She tried to stomp toward the table, but the dress turned the movement into a clumsy, humiliating mess, causing her to growl. "You think putting me in this makes me your subject? It just makes you look like a pathetic traditionalist who’s afraid of a girl who knows how to fight."

He walked toward her, his boots heavy and rhythmic against the wood. He didn't stop until he was looming over her, the scent of his own tea and cold sweat clouding her senses. He reached out, his thumb dragging across the line of her jaw with a pressure that was almost a caress and almost a threat.

"You speak of fighting," he whispered, his eyes dark, fixed on her mouth. "But you have no idea what a real fight is, Korra. You have lived in a compound, protected by old men. You don't know the world. You don't know the hunger of a man who has spent years in the dark."

Korra tensed as she left his thumb along her face. "He's checking my chi again," Korra thought, her jaw tightening. "He’s looking for a way to strike. He thinks he can intimidate me with this creepy, close-up staring."

"Sit," he said. His voice was steady, but there was a raw edge underneath it, a low vibration that hadn't been there the day before. He stepped away to give her space. "The tea is at its peak. It would be a waste to let it cool."

Korra didn't sit. She stood by the edge of the table, her pulse thumping in her ears. The kitchen felt sweltering, the steam from the stove mixing with the lingering heat of her own fear. "I'm not hungry. And I'm not playing this game where you act like a civilized person after what you did in the bathroom."

Amon’s head tilted slowly, a sharp, predatory movement. "Civilized?" he whispered. The look in his eyes was stripped of all revolutionary pretense. His pupils dilated and fixed on her with a singular, terrifying focus. Without the mask it was easy to tell he was human as his emotions were easy to see without the eerie mask, yet Korra didn’t know if that was comforting or terrifying. Noatak continued, "I am providing you with a life the Council would envy. I am giving you a home. I am giving you me."

He walked toward her, his movements fluid and predatory until he was towering over her. Korra stepped back, her hip hitting the wooden edge of the table, but he didn't stop until his chest was a hair’s breadth from hers.

"You speak of rot," he rasped, leaning down until his lips were inches from her ear. "Yet you are the one who brings the fever. You stand there, dressed in clothing from my home, smelling of my soap... looking like a dream I never gave myself permission to have."

He reached out, his hand trembling as he tucked a still damp lock of her hair behind her ear. His fingers lingered, tracing the curve of her jaw with a slow, agonizing pressure.

"You think I'm a monster because I want you?" he groaned, his eyes dropping to her mouth with a frantic intensity. "No. I am a man who has finally found the one thing in this world worth owning. You were made to be mastered, Korra. You were made to be broken and remade into something... more… something… mine."

He leaned in closer, his hips pressing firmly against hers, his desire pressing against her stomach as he pinned her against the table. He wasn't hiding his reaction anymore; he was forcing her to feel the weight of his desire, his breathing coming in shallow, ragged hitches. He reached past her, his arm boxing her in, and grabbed a slice of fruit from the plate behind her. He held it against her bottom lip, the juice staining her skin.

"Open for me," he commanded, his voice dropping to a low, carnal rasp.

"He wants to treat me like a pet," Korra thought, her vision tunneling with rage. "I'll show him what happens when you corner a pet."

In his obsession, his guard was nonexistent. Korra didn't hesitate. She drove her knee upward with every ounce of grit she possessed.

The contact was sickeningly clean. Amon’s breath left him in a sudden, high-pitched wheeze. He doubled over, his face contorting into a mask of pure, agonizing shock. The silence lasted only a heartbeat before a sound erupted from him that didn't belong to a human—a low, vibrating growl of pure, ego-shattering rage.

"You... filth," he rasped.

Korra lunged for the kitchen door, but Amon detonated. He tackled her from behind, his weight slamming her face-first into the hardwood floor. Her nose crunched against the wood, the metallic tang of blood filling her mouth. Before she could gasp, he hauled her head up by the hair and slammed it back down. Crack. He flipped her over with a violent jerk, mounting her hips.

His fists began to fall with a rhythmic, clinical cruelty. A heavy blow landed on Korra’s ribs, then another to her jaw, snapping her head to the side. "You think you can fight me, you fucking slut?" he screamed, his face inches from hers. His eyes were twin pits of obsidian burning with an unhinged light. "I gave you a home! I gave you mercy! And you dare attack me?"

He grabbed her throat, squeezing until her vision sparked, while his other hand moved with a desperate, terrifying hunger. His palms dragged over her body. Groping her breast through her dress. He was shaking—a violent tremor that traveled from his fingertips into her very bones.

"I will break you," he groaned, his voice dropping to a low, carnal rasp. "I will take everything you think you own until there is nothing left but what I allow you to have. You were born to serve the world, Korra... but you will die serving me."

Korra sobbed, trying to twist away, but his hips ground into hers with a punishing, heavy force, keeping her pinned to the floor. He leaned forward, his breath against her neck, as he took a lick. A wet stripe from his tongue along her neck as he groaned. His breath was hot and desperate, smelling of tea and self-loathing.

"Look at what you've done to me," he hissed, his whispered in her ear as he shifted his angle and ground his growing erection against her body. He leaned forward, his thump wiping some of the blood that was leaking from her face. he brought his bloodied thumb to his mouth, sucking on it with a wanton groan. He smirked manically down at her. "The world has already abandoned you. I am the only one you have. The only one who loves you.  You want to be the Avatar? Fine. Be my Avatar. Be my sacrifice."

A manic, jagged smirk pulled at the corner of his mouth. He leaned his weight into her, his knee forcing her legs apart with a brutal, heavy pressure. 'I am the only world you have left,' he whispered against her ear, his hand dropping to fumbled with his own gear. The sound of a zipper was a deafening crack in the quiet kitchen, more terrifying than any bending he had ever used on her, causing Korra to cry out.

"Don't cry, little avatar," he whispered, a twisted, loving edge creeping into his voice as he unzipped his pants, keeping a blood bending hold on her to prevent her from resisting. "You should be proud. You're the only thing that could ever make me feel alive."

Before he could continue there was a loud knocking on his front door.

The front door knocker’s voice thundered through the house.

"Sir! It’s your Lieutenant! Emergency at the docks!"

Amon froze. His hand remained buried inside his briefs, squeezing his cock in barely controlled rage. His chest still heaving, his body still taut with the lust he was seconds away from sating. For a long, agonizing second, he didn't move. He stared at the blood smeared across Korra’s face and the sheer terror in her eyes, his pupils vibrating with a frustrated, feral hunger.

"Sir?" The Lieutenant’s voice was closer now. "Tenzin's forces are moving. We need you!"

The madness in Noatak’s eyes slowly receded, replaced by a cold, sharp clarity that was somehow even more frightening. Finally, with a low, guttural snarl of pure self-loathing, he shoved himself off her.

Korra remained on the floor in a heap of blue silk and blood. Amon stood, his hands shaking so violently he had to clasp them behind his back. He smoothed his robes, reaching on the table and forcing the clinical mask of the leader back on with a trembling hand. He looked down at her one last time, his eyes dark behind his signature mask with a promise of the horrors to come.

"Clean yourself up," Amon hissed, his voice returning to that haunting, metallic baritone. "I’ll be back to finish our lesson. Pray I’m in a better mood when I return."

He turned and walked toward the door, leaving her broken in the wreckage of their breakfast.
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7. Chapter 7
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    The heavy slam of the front door vibrated through the floorboards, leaving a ringing silence that felt heavier than the violence that had preceded it. Korra remained motionless for a long time, sprawled in the wreckage of the breakfast. Her cheek was pressed against the cold hardwood, her eyes fixed on a single, jagged shard of the shattered teapot.

“I… I’ve got to get up before he gets back.” Korra thought to herself. 

Slowly, the paralysis of shock began to lift. A ragged, wet gasp hitched in her chest as she rolled onto her stomach. Every movement was a battle against the restricting silf of the blue silk dress. The once beautiful fabric was ruined—darkened by the smeared copper tang of blood, and wrinkled beyond repair where his hands had gripped her.

She dragged herself toward the kitchen sink, her fingers slipping on the polished wood. Reaching up, she gripped the edge of the counter and hauled herself to her feet. Her legs were shaky, but they held. She fumbled with the tap, letting the cold water spill over her bruised hands before cupping it. 

In his haste of events this morning he had forgotten to chi-block her. An opportunity that Korra would be remiss to allow slip away.

A faint, ethereal blue glow began to radiate from her palms. She pressed the shimmering water against her split lip, and gash above her brow, the light pulsing as it knit the skin back together. She moved the glow to her jaw, then beneath the collar of the dress to where her ribs throbbed. The internal heat of the inflammation receded under the cooling touch of the element. She wasn't a master healer, but she was thorough. She worked until the sharp edges of the pain were dulled to a manageable ache, her breathing finally evening out.

She looked down at the floor-length dress. It was a death trap. She grabbed a knife from the counter to slice through the fibers. She tore the fabric with a guttural snarl, taking out her frustrations as she ripped away the heavy hem until the dress was a jagged, knee-length tunic. It was lopsided and ruined, but her legs were finally free and no longer restricted.

She didn't waste time with her unlocked mobility. She sprinted to the front door, her bare feet silent on the floor. She gripped the handle and threw her entire weight against it. The door didn't even creak; the frame was reinforced with heavy steel plates. She pivoted to the windows, tearing back the heavy curtains. Behind the glass sat thick, industrial steel bars, bolted deep into the exterior. She couldn’t even earth-bend any of the material around her because everything was made up of either pure metal or wood.

”Fuck,” she cursed. “Everything is locked.”

She checked the back door. Locked. The cellar hatch. Bolted.

She was in a damn fortress.

Her movements grew more frantic. She paced the perimeter of the living room like a caged leopard, her eyes darting to every corner. She found a heavy iron poker by the fireplace and gripped it so hard her knuckles turned white. She tested the weight, swinging it once through the air with a low whistle. “This will have to do when he comes back,” she thinks to herself.

Amon had been gone for hours. The afternoon sun had begun to set. She stood in the center of the hallway, the iron poker held low, watching the door. A small flame flickered at the tips of her fingers as she heated the forked end.

Then, the sound of an engine cut through the quiet.

A Satomobile closed with a solid, expensive thud. Footsteps followed a heavy, rhythmic, and unhurried. The key slid into the lock with a mechanical click that sounded like a hammer being cocked on a gun.

The door swung open.

Amon stepped into the entryway, his silhouette blocking out the light of the sunset. He was still wearing the mask. The unblinking, ceramic face stared at her, taking in her disheveled state, the heated iron poker in her hand, and the faint, smoldering heat coming off her skin.

He didn't speak. He simply reached out and closed the door behind him, the lock engaging with a final, heavy thud. He began to unlace his leather boots, one shoe at a time, his gaze never leaving hers. The air in the hallway grew cold, and the very blood in Korra’s veins felt like it was beginning to hum with a vibration she couldn't control.

He raised a hand, palm upward, and Korra felt her entire body jerk. The iron poker clattered to the floor as her fingers were forced open. Her limbs locked, her back arching as he seized control of her movements, drawing her toward him across the floorboards without her feet ever taking a step.

"You've been busy," his voice came from behind the mask, deep and hollow.

He flicked his wrist, and Korra was slammed backward against the wall. The bloodbending held her there, pinned inches off the floor, her arms forced wide. He walked closer, the mask inches from her face, his breathing heavy and rhythmic. He approached her and quickly chi-blocked her.

"You're so desperate to be a warrior," he hissed, his mask pressing so close to hers that she could smell the cold porcelain and the faint scent of blood. "But a warrior knows when they are beaten. You? You’re just a child playing pretend. You are no warrior." He spat out. 





He grabbed her by her throat, his blood-bending still on her as he tossed her to the floor. The impact with the floor knocked the wind from her lungs, leaving her gasping against the hardwood. She tried to scramble back, but the blood-bending was a cold, invisible weight that dragged her flat. Amon didn't offer a hand; he reached down and seized her by the hair, hauling her toward the master bedroom. Her knees skidded over the floorboards, the ruined silk of her dress bunching around her thighs as she was dragged like a discarded doll.

Inside the room, the air was stale and heavy with the scent of old wood and the coming night. He hurled her onto the mattress, and before she could even roll to her side, the bloodbending slammed her limbs down. Her arms were jerked back, pinned flat against the pillows, and her legs were forced wide, her joints locking into a rigid, spread-eagle position that made her feel utterly exposed.

Amon stood at the foot of the bed, the ceramic mask unblinking and cold, staring down at the jagged, lopsided hem of the dress she had shredded.

"Look at what you've done," he whispered. "I tried to dress you in the sky and the sea. I tried to clothe you in the honor of our ancestors. But you... you are nothing but a pig-rat who misses the mud."

The bloodbending surged, a violent, invisible current that snapped Korra’s spine against the mattress. Her head was forced to the side an agonizing angle, her throat bared like a sacrificial animal.

"You disgust me, Avatar," he rasped, his hand descending to grip her jaw with a pressure that threatened to crack bone. "You are a bloated, arrogant parasite. You’ve spent your life being worshipped for a soul you didn't even choose, while men like me rotted in the dark. You are everything I hate and yet, I can’t stop the itch in my blood. I can’t stop the way my skin screams for the filth of you."

He leaned down, the cold porcelain of the mask pressing hard against her bruised cheek. "You think Tenzin is coming for you? You think your little friends are mourning you? They’ve already moved on. They see you for the broken, useless thing you’ve become. I am the only one who can stand the sight of you. I am the only one who tolerates the stench of your failure."

Suddenly, the cold pressure in her veins snapped. The invisible iron vanished, and Korra’s limbs fell limp against the mattress, heavy as lead. Amon stepped back a fraction, his chest heaving, his gloved hands curling into fists.

"Go on," he dared, his voice dropping to a carnal, jagged challenge. "You want to fight me right? Well then go ahead. Fight me back, Avatar. Show me that fire you’re so proud of. Use those hands to push me away."

Korra tried. She forced her leaden arms to move, her fingers clawing weakly at the sheets, but her body was a hollow shell. The chi-blocking had left her physically drained, and the blood-bending left a lingering ache in her body. She couldn't even lift her head. She laid there, shivering and panting, her eyes burning with unshed tears as a feeling of desperate and pathetic helplessness washed over her.

Amon let out a low, mocking sound, a huff of air through the mask that sounded like a serrated blade.

"Nothing?" he hissed, leaning back over her. "No fire? No struggle? Look at you. You’re wide open for me, and you aren't even trying to close your legs."

He moved his hand, tracing a slow, bruising line from her hip to her inner thigh. "You want this, don't you? You craved the violence in the kitchen, and you’re craving it now. You could have run, but you stayed in my house. You stayed in my bed. You love the way I dominate you because it’s the only thing that makes you feel relevant anymore."

"N-no..." she wheezed, but the word was a ghost.

"Yes," he growled, his hand clamping over her throat, not to choke her, but to force her to look at the mask. "You’re a slut for the pain. You want me to fill that empty, powerless hole where the Avatar used to be. You want me to own you because you’re too weak to own yourself."

He rubbed his thumb against her folds through her panties. “Fuck but you’re pretty… so pretty.” He whispered mostly to himself as he reached up and pulled her panties off, pocketing them for later. He kept her legs opened, ignoring her weak attempts of resistance as he looked at her cunt, his breathing rapid behind his mask. He inserted a finger inside, hissing at her tightness. “So tight. She’s going to feel like a dream on my cock.” 

He pulled his finger out, lifting his mask just enough to where his mouth was exposed. He then brought his finger to his mouth, tasting her. He groaned at the sweetness. She wasn’t exactly wet but he could help with that. Using his blood-bending, he redirected her blood southwards towards her nether region. Forcing the simulation of arousal, smirking cruelly at his attempts to hold back her whimpers.

Korra gasped, her eyes flying wide as a traitorous warmth bloomed between her thighs. It was a terrifying, unnatural heat, the feeling of her own body being hijacked from the inside out. She tried to clamp her legs shut, to roll away, but the blood-bending was an absolute dictator, keeping her spread wide and yielding as her own biology turned against her under his command.

"Look at you," Amon rasped, his voice thick with a dark, triumphant glee. He watched the slick sheen of her arousal begin to coat her, a physical manifestation of the lie he was forcing her body to tell. "Your mouth says no, but your blood... your blood is screaming for me. You’re already wet, Avatar. You’re practically begging for it."

He reached down, his gloved fingers fumbling with his trousers until his cock sprang free, thick and engorged, the head already weeping with a desperate, pent-up heat. He positioned himself against her, the tip of him dragging through the slickness he had forced her body to produce.

"P-please," Korra wheezed, her head thrashing against the pillow. "Amon, don't..."

"Don't?" he mocked, a low, vibrating growl erupting from his chest. "Your body is already begging for me, Avatar. Your cunt is dripping for the man who broke you."

He didn't ease in. He drove forward with a sudden, violent lunge. The resistance was immediate and absolute. Korra’s body buckled, her back arching off the mattress as he hit the wall of her virginity. A jagged, high-pitched scream tore from her throat, raw and animalistic, as the thin veil of her innocence was shredded.

"You're so fucking tight," Amon groaned, his eyes rolling back behind the mask as the heat of her clutched at him. "Gods, you're so tiny... it feels so good."

He didn't wait for her to adjust to the agonizing stretch. He began to move, his hips slamming into hers with a rhythmic, bruising cruelty. Each thrust was a physical manifestation of years of resentment, his heavy tactical gear scraping against her thighs as he drove himself deep into her narrow, unyielding channel.

"A-Amon!" she sobbed, her fingers clawing at the sheets until her nails bled. "It hurts! Stop, please—"

"I want it to hurt!" he screamed back, his hand slamming down to pin her throat, forcing her to take every inch of him. "I want you to remember the feeling of me opening you up! I want the memory of this pain to burn out every other man you’ve ever thought of!"

He was deep, so deep he felt like he was reaching into her very soul, his resentful lust making him frantic. He had been pent up for years, his obsession with the Avatar rotting into a carnal hunger he could no longer contain. He increased his pace, his movements becoming jerky and desperate, his breath coming in hot, humid bursts against the shell of her ear.

"You're... you're so perfect," he rasped, his voice cracking. "I can feel your heart beating against my cock. You’re mine, Korra. You’re finally mine."

He wasn't going to last. The friction was too much, the heat of her virgin core too intense. He increased the pace, his thrusts becoming frantic and uncoordinated as he chased the edge. He hammered into her, his breath a series of desperate, animalistic grunts behind the mask. Korra’s head thrashed from side to side, her cries turning into broken, rhythmic whimpers as he used the bloodbending to keep her body snapping back against every hit.

"I'm... I'm going to—" he gasped, his voice breaking.

With a final, violent lunge that buried him as deep as possible, Amon’s body went rigid. A low, vibrating snarl erupted from behind the mask as he emptied himself into her with a sudden, hot rush. He collapsed on top of her, staying buried inside her, his chest heaving against her bruised breasts, his weight crushing her into the mattress as he savored the dying tremors of her resistance.

After he caught his breath and came down from his euphoric high. He rolled off of her and sat up, removing his mask. He allowed it to fall to the side of the bed, the mask clattering to the floorboards, the sound a dull, hollow ring that felt like a death knell in the heavy silence of the room.

Noatak turned to Korra. His face was pale, his dark hair damp with sweat and clinging to his forehead, but his eyes were sharp, brimming with a calculated, weeping sort of grief. He looked at the aftermath of their coupling, seeing the blood on the sheets, the smear of red between her thighs, and the way her spirit seemed to have retreated into the deepest, darkest corner of her mind.

He let out a long, shuddering breath and reached out, his touch now hauntingly, terrifyingly soft as he brushed a stray lock of hair from her tear-stained face.

"Look at what you’ve done to me, Korra," he whispered, his voice cracking with a manufactured vulnerability. He didn't sound like the metallic monster anymore; he sounded like a human again. "I tried to be patient. I tried to lead you gently. But that... that beast inside me. You’re the only one who can draw him out. Your defiance, your fire... it makes him lose control. He hates you, Korra. Amon wants to break you until there is nothing left. But I... Noatak… I just want to love you."

He began to pull the heavy quilt over her shivering, violated body, tucking her in with the obsessive care of a child with a broken doll. He crawled back into the bed next to her, pulling her stiff, traumatized frame against his chest. He ignored the way she flinched, simply tightening his hold until she was pinned against his warmth.

"It doesn't have to be like that again," he murmured into her hair, his fingers tracing the curve of her ear. "I can keep him away. I can be the man who makes you breakfast, who reads to you, who holds you in the dark. I can be gentle, Korra. I want to show you the side of me that no one else has ever seen. But you have to help me," he whispered, his thumb grazing her bruised bottom lip.

"You have to be obedient. No more fighting. No more knives. If you love me, if you just let yourself belong to me, then Amon never has to come back. You have the power to keep us both safe. Do you understand?"

He didn't wait for her to answer. He knew she was too broken to speak. He simply kissed her forehead, a lingering, proprietary seal.

"I’m going to take such good care of you," he promised, his voice a low, hypnotic hum as he rocked her back and forth in the shadows of the room. "As long as you’re mine, I’ll be your savior. But if you push me... if you make him come back... I can't promise what will be left of you."
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