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Summary: Korra has been taken by Amon and is being held captive. With each passing moment she is in her enemy's clutches her memories start to fade and the line between reality and fantasy begins to blur.










1. Preview


Hello, everyone and welcome to my story. This is just a short preview of it. I will be putting up the rest a chapter one in a bit. It was rather hard to write this but after some hard work and research. I was finally able to find a plot I liked along with having enough information to write it. I made a goal for each chapter to be around 5,000 words each. This is just a small piece of it.

Iridescent (虹彩)-having rainbow colors that appear to move and change as the angle at which they are seen changes

Monochrome (单色)-dull, insipid, and lacking interest or distinctiveness

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~

Her head was pounding and her body throbbed with pain. Where was she? Gradually her senses began to awaken. The room she was in wreaked of antiseptic. Just catching one breath of it made her stomach do back flips. The brunette groaned as she opened her eyes. Her eyelashes began to flutter open. Her vision came in blurry after a few seconds it focused. The lights on the ceiling were blinding brilliant white. Korra moaned and squeezed her eyes shut. She opened them little by little allowing her pupils to adjust to the room.

The mattress beneath her was rather hard but warm from her body heat. There was a soft and fairly large pillow behind her head. The rest of the room was ice cold. The teen took in a deep breath, holding it in for a few seconds before letting it go. As the air came out it formed a small gray cloud. It lingered for a few seconds before disappearing. The cold of the room nipped at her skin... The blue eyed girl shivered.

"..Tenzin...?" Korra grumbled. Her own voice sounded foreign to her. It normally rang with confidence and passion. But now it sounded so frail if someone so much as touched her she would shatter.

Her throat felt coarse and her lips bone dry. The back of her throat felt like it was being scrapped by thousands of tiny shards of glass. Her lips were cracked and stung from the bitter cold of the room. She started to sit up feeling the pain surge through her body. She had barely lifted herself two centimeters from the bed only to feel something holding her down.

Panic filled her blue topaz eyes. As she looked down she noticed four thick brown leather straps went across Korra's body. Her adrenalin kicked in. The Avatar began to struggle and writhe under the restraints. Korra took a deep breath before trying to burn through the leather with her fire bending. Nothing.

'What?' she thought. She tried again not so much as a spark emitted from the girl's body. The teen began to thrash again.

"Let me g-!" Korra screamed only to have her voice being cut off by her own wracking coughs. Her stomach felt hallow but she could feel bile rising.

She also noticed her normal water tribe clothes were gone. Her light blue sleeveless muscle shirt had been replaced with an oversized white frock. Her baggy blue sweat pants were gone and she donned loose white cotton pants. The teen's cozy fur boots were long gone leaving her feet bare. Korra longed for her old clothes. The ones she now wore were thin and even the slightest bit of wind went right through them. The material scratched at her skin. Her chocolate brown locks had been freed from her usual warrior's wolf tail. The girl's hair hung in loose waves framing her face.

A small gust of cool air began to nudge at her right forearm. Slowly she turned her head in the direction of the small draft. A few inches up along the wall behind her bed to the right of her cot was a tiny window. The glass was dirty with prominent fingerprints across it. The white molding along the frame was cracked and beginning to yellow. The most distinctive feature of the window was the solid silver metal bars that formed a crisscross pattern. Just beyond the room a snow storm raged on behind the glass. Korra couldn't see anything past the blurs of white wisps.

Faster than she should have Korra turn her head to the left and looked across the room. The sudden movement sent out a jolt of pain through her body. It was rather bare and petite. The walls were an eggshell white. In the lower right corner there was a small rustic wooden bookshelf. The shelf was around her height yet wide; it held only two or three books. The bookshelf was in the far corner three feet from the window. She could see a generous layer of dust had gathered on it. Her eyes shifted down to the floor. The tile on the floor was white as well. The brunette let out a groan as the light reflecting off of the tile hit her pupils. Korra's eyes glanced further up to find the door. Unlike the rest of the room the door was a sleek silver metal. At the top of the door there was a small window cut out at the top. It was just big enough for someone to put their eyes by it to peek in. A matching silver handle was found on the door to the far right.

Korra moaned again. Every where she looked she felt her eyes burn. The entire room was too bright. The teen closed her eyes again trying to gather her thoughts. She began to rattle her brain for answers. What did she remember last before passing out? Nothing. The Avatar began to sort through her thoughts in search of a clue. Her mind was filled with people, names and voices but none of it seemed recent. Wait! She remembered something; her, Mako, Bolin training in the mornin-no, that memory was old...Weeks old at that. Who had she last seen or talked to? Had the voice been feminine or masculine, she couldn't recall. Maybe it had been Mako, or Pema. No, that wasn't right. She sighed; it looked like her memory was a little more than fuzzy.

Simply laying here and probing her mind wasn't getting her anywhere. Her memory could wait; the most important thing was to get out of wherever she was. She took in a deep breath before slowly releasing it. She shut her eyes focusing on her bending. Korra tried once more to burn through her restraints, nothing. Then it hit her...What if Amon had taken her bending already...She could feel the color leaving her own face. Panic and fear poured into her cerulean eyes. She couldn't remember anything! Korra started picturing the terrifying scene. Her skin started crawl as she remembered the way Amon's hand had reached towards her forehead. The teen's breathing became erratic. She had failed everyone...Tenzin, Katara, Mako, the citizens of Republic City...She had failed the world...

'No, No. NO! NO!' Korra mentally screamed, as she tried to rationalize her situation. She had just been chi blocked, that's why her body was sore. Even with her bending Amon seemed untouchable. Why go through the trouble of restraining her if she couldn't fight? Yes, that was it! She was fine a little sore and tired but it was nothing she couldn't handle. She sighed regaining her composure. Now all she had to do as figure out a way to get out of here. Korra turned her head to the window; all she could see was snow for miles. She must be on the outskirts of the city, close by the mountains she guessed. The last she remembered of Republic City was light snow fall, not the blizzard outside of this window. She hoped that only a few hours had past and that she wasn't too far from the city.

Blue eyes scanned the room once more. Only things that seemed to be old were the bookshelf and the window. The shelf could have easily been added before her arrival though. The bars had to be a new addition to the room, unlike the window they shined. She narrowed her eyes taking a closer look. Through strained eyes she could tell it wasn't just any type of metal, it was platinum. 'Just like in Hiroshi's workshop', she thought. Korra turned her head back to the door, it was platinum as well. The paint of the walls was too bright to be old, someone one must have recently painted the walls. Lastly she looked down at the tiled floor. It didn't look bendable. The floor had a glossy finish to it, as far she could tell it held no scratches or scuff marks. They must have recently installed the tile as well. It seemed as though Amon had taken every precaution to make sure she couldn't escape. The room must have been made special just for her.

Amon wouldn't just leave her here, there had to be guards posted outside of her room. Korra tried to listen for footsteps and heard nothing. Maybe they were on a rotating shift? They wouldn't be dumb enough to just leave her alone. Then again, she wasn't much of a threat strapped to a bed with no bending. Her only option of escape was to wait. She hated having to wait for anything. Tenzin had always lectured her lack of patience. She sat in silence for a few moments.

'All I have to do is wait for someone to open the door, and I'm out of here' she though, a small sly smirk spreading across her face. Her bending would come back and she would kick some equalist butt and be on her way to Tenzin and the others. Just as her confidence was renewed, a thought slipped into her mind. But...What if her bending didn't come back in time…? Her cerulean eyes shifted to the door again. Amon could stroll in the room any second now and take her bending away for good. 'No', she thought. Amon had said he would save her for last. He was just trying to stop her from ruining his precious revolution. Maybe she would get lucky and just a chi blocker would come in, she could take on a chi blocker or two. The likelihood of her being able to fend off Amon especially in her state was slim to none.

She could still have hope though. She didn't know how long she had been out for, but Korra knew the others were out looking for her. They were probably on their way now. Mako, Bolin and Asami knew the city like the back of their hands, they'd find her. As much as she and Beifong didn't always get along, Korra knew she could count on the ex-chief in a fight. And they had Naga, she was the best tracker. There wasn't a doubt in her mind that Tenzin wasn't out there looking for her. She just hoped they were all safe and hadn't been captured like she was.

Being awake for this long had drained Korra's body of what little energy she had. She felt so sore and her eyelids heavy. Korra's eyes began to close. 'No,' she thought. 'I need to stay awake so that I can be ready when he comes. I need to get out of here.' Even with being unconscious for so long her body demanded sleep. Much to the Avatar's protests her eyes closed and she drifted off into a dreamless slumber.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~

That's all for now guys. Please review and tell me what you think of it.^^ As of now I am working on chapter four. I am also currently looking for a beta reader, the position is open to everyone. Pleaes contact me through either my fanfic account or my tumblr -










2. Achromatic


This Is the full 1rst chapter of the story. I had originally decided to put up chapter 1 on Monday but I was in a really good mood, so I decided to put it up today.^^ I got to go see Frozen the other day, it was so awesome! It gave me a bit of inspiration for the chapter of this story I'm currently working on. I hope you enjoy the first chapter!^^

Achromatic (消色)-without color: without color and therefore white, gray, or black in appearance

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~

Her head was pounding and her body throbbed with pain. Where was she? Gradually her senses began to awaken. The room she was in wreaked of antiseptic. Just catching one breath of it made her stomach do back flips. The brunette groaned as she opened her eyes. Her eyelashes began to flutter open. Her vision came in blurry after a few seconds it focused. The lights on the ceiling were blinding brilliant white. Korra moaned and squeezed her eyes shut. She opened them little by little allowing her pupils to adjust to the room.

The mattress beneath her was rather hard but warm from her body heat. There was a soft and fairly large pillow behind her head. The rest of the room was ice cold. The teen took in a deep breath, holding it in for a few seconds before letting it go. As the air came out it formed a small gray cloud. It lingered for a few seconds before disappearing. The cold of the room nipped at her skin... The blue eyed girl shivered.

"..Tenzin...?" Korra grumbled. Her own voice sounded foreign to her. It normally rang with confidence and passion. But now it sounded so frail if someone so much as touched her she would shatter.

Her throat felt coarse and her lips bone dry. The back of her throat felt like it was being scrapped by thousands of tiny shards of glass. Her lips were cracked and stung from the bitter cold of the room. She started to sit up feeling the pain surge through her body. She had barely lifted herself two centimeters from the bed only to feel something holding her down.

Panic filled her blue topaz eyes. As she looked down she noticed four thick brown leather straps went across Korra's body. Her adrenalin kicked in. The Avatar began to struggle and writhe under the restraints. Korra took a deep breath before trying to burn through the leather with her fire bending. Nothing.

'What?' she thought. She tried again not so much as a spark emitted from the girl's body. The teen began to thrash again.

"Let me g-!" Korra screamed only to have her voice being cut off by her own wracking coughs. Her stomach felt hallow but she could feel bile rising.

She also noticed her normal water tribe clothes were gone. Her light blue sleeveless muscle shirt had been replaced with an oversized white frock. Her baggy blue sweat pants were gone and she donned loose white cotton pants. The teen's cozy fur boots were long gone leaving her feet bare. Korra longed for her old clothes. The ones she now wore were thin and even the slightest bit of wind went right through them. The material scratched at her skin. Her chocolate brown locks had been freed from her usual warrior's wolf tail. The girl's hair hung in loose waves framing her face.

A small gust of cool air began to nudge at her right forearm. Slowly she turned her head in the direction of the small draft. A few inches up along the wall behind her bed to the right of her cot was a tiny window. The glass was dirty with prominent fingerprints across it. The white molding along the frame was cracked and beginning to yellow. The most distinctive feature of the window was the solid silver metal bars that formed a crisscross pattern. Just beyond the room a snow storm raged on behind the glass. Korra couldn't see anything past the blurs of white wisps.

Faster than she should have Korra turn her head to the left and looked across the room. The sudden movement sent out a jolt of pain through her body. It was rather bare and petite. The walls were an eggshell white. In the lower right corner there was a small rustic wooden bookshelf. The shelf was around her height yet wide; it held only two or three books. The bookshelf was in the far corner three feet from the window. She could see a generous layer of dust had gathered on it. Her eyes shifted down to the floor. The tile on the floor was white as well. The brunette let out a groan as the light reflecting off of the tile hit her pupils. Korra's eyes glanced further up to find the door. Unlike the rest of the room the door was a sleek silver metal. At the top of the door there was a small window cut out at the top. It was just big enough for someone to put their eyes by it to peek in. A matching silver handle was found on the door to the far right.

Korra moaned again. Every where she looked she felt her eyes burn. The entire room was too bright. The teen closed her eyes again trying to gather her thoughts. She began to rattle her brain for answers. What did she remember last before passing out? Nothing. The Avatar began to sort through her thoughts in search of a clue. Her mind was filled with people, names and voices but none of it seemed recent. Wait! She remembered something; her, Mako, Bolin training in the mornin-no, that memory was old...Weeks old at that. Who had she last seen or talked to? Had the voice been feminine or masculine, she couldn't recall. Maybe it had been Mako, or Pema. No, that wasn't right. She sighed; it looked like her memory was a little more than fuzzy.

Simply laying here and probing her mind wasn't getting her anywhere. Her memory could wait; the most important thing was to get out of wherever she was. She took in a deep breath before slowly releasing it. She shut her eyes focusing on her bending. Korra tried once more to burn through her restraints, nothing. Then it hit her...What if Amon had taken her bending already...She could feel the color leaving her own face. Panic and fear poured into her cerulean eyes. She couldn't remember anything! Korra started picturing the terrifying scene. Her skin started crawl as she remembered the way Amon's hand had reached towards her forehead. The teen's breathing became erratic. She had failed everyone...Tenzin, Katara, Mako, the citizens of Republic City...She had failed the world...

'No, No. NO! NO!" Korra mentally screamed, as she tried to rationalize her situation. She had just been chi blocked, that's why her body was sore. Even with her bending Amon seemed untouchable. Why go through the trouble of restraining her if she couldn't fight? Yes, that was it! She was fine a little sore and tired but it was nothing she couldn't handle. She sighed regaining her composure. Now all she had to do as figure out a way to get out of here. Korra turned her head to the window; all she could see was snow for miles. She must be on the outskirts of the city, close by the mountains she guessed. The last she remembered of Republic City was light snow fall, not the blizzard outside of this window. She hoped that only a few hours had past and that she wasn't too far from the city.

Blue eyes scanned the room once more. Only things that seemed to be old were the bookshelf and the window. The shelf could have easily been added before her arrival though. The bars had to be a new addition to the room, unlike the window they shined. She narrowed her eyes taking a closer look. Through strained eyes she could tell it wasn't just any type of metal, it was platinum. 'Just like in Hiroshi's workshop', she thought. Korra turned her head back to the door, it was platinum as well. The paint of the walls was too bright to be old, someone one must have recently painted the walls. Lastly she looked down at the tiled floor. It didn't look bendable. The floor had a glossy finish to it, as far she could tell it held no scratches or scuff marks. They must have recently installed the tile as well. It seemed as though Amon had taken every precaution to make sure she couldn't escape. The room must have been made special just for her.

Amon wouldn't just leave her here, there had to be guards posted outside of her room. Korra tried to listen for footsteps and heard nothing. Maybe they were on a rotating shift? They wouldn't be dumb enough to just leave her alone. Then again, she wasn't much of a threat strapped to a bed with no bending. Her only option of escape was to wait. She hated having to wait for anything. Tenzin had always lectured her lack of patience. She sat in silence for a few moments.

'All I have to do is wait for someone to open the door, and I'm out of here' she though, a small sly smirk spreading across her face. Her bending would come back and she would kick some equalist butt and be on her way to Tenzin and the others. Just as her confidence was renewed, a thought slipped into her mind. But...What if her bending didn't come back in time…? Her cerulean eyes shifted to the door again. Amon could stroll in the room any second now and take her bending away for good. 'No', she thought. Amon had said he would save her for last. He was just trying to stop her from ruining his precious revolution. Maybe she would get lucky and just a chi blocker would come in, she could take on a chi blocker or two. The likelihood of her being able to fend off Amon especially in her state was slim to none.

She could still have hope though. She didn't know how long she had been out for, but Korra knew the others were out looking for her. They were probably on their way now. Mako, Bolin and Asami knew the city like the back of their hands, they'd find her. As much as she and Beifong didn't always get along, Korra knew she could count on the ex-chief in a fight. And they had Naga, she was the best tracker. There wasn't a doubt in her mind that Tenzin wasn't out there looking for her. She just hoped they were all safe and hadn't been captured like she was.

Being awake for this long had drained Korra's body of what little energy she had. She felt so sore and her eyelids heavy. Korra's eyes began to close. 'No,' she thought. 'I need to stay awake so that I can be ready when he comes. I need to get out of here.' Even with being unconscious for so long her body demanded sleep. Much to the Avatar's protests her eyes closed and she drifted off into a dreamless slumber.

XXX

Korra's eyes shot open. How long had she been asleep for? She turned her head to the left; then to the right, nothing had changed. The snow storm hadn't stopped but the clouds were lighter than before. It must have been daytime now. It looked like a bit of rest had done her some good. Her muscles no longer felt so strained. The intense lighting of the room didn't make her head throb like before. It still wasn't pleasant but now it was at least tolerable. She could still feel a pit forming in her stomach.

Nothing had changed; she was still in Amon's clutches. Maybe now her bending was finally back. She shut her eyes and took in a deep breath. Once again the Avatar tried to burn through her restraints, nothing. Had someone chi-blocked her while she was asleep? She didn't feel sore… Korra had never counted how long chi blocking lasted, she hadn't had it happen to her often enough for the idea to think about testing its limits. For all she knew she could have been asleep for a mere hour. Her thoughts were interrupted by sound of footsteps just beyond the door.

The brunette felt her heartbeat quicken as her blue topaz eyes widened with fear. This was it. Amon was coming for her right now, and her bending wasn't back yet. It was over. No, she had to stay calm getting worked up wouldn't help her think of a plan. It could be just a simple chi blocker. The footsteps echoed through the hall. With each step Korra felt the sensation of dread sink in her stomach, like an anchor in the Yue Bay. Right in front of the door the footsteps came to an abrupt stop. There was a pause, silence replacing it. She heard the soft rustling of papers and then the large silver door began to open.

Her eyes were fixed on the door. She wouldn't let him know she was scared. If he knew, that was like losing half of the battle. Her eyes harden as the door finally came open and she saw the masked man. As quickly as her gaze had grown angry it had changed into a mixture of rage and confusion. The man from behind the door stepped inside.

'What..?' Korra thought as she scanned the man in front of her.

"Good Morning Korra, and how are we feeling today?" The man spoke with smooth and calm voice. It was laced with concern and a rather cheery nature.

Amon's normal white porcelain mask was gone. She could see his neatly combed back dark brown hair. His skin was rather fare making his piercing blue eyes standout even more. She had never seen the eyes of rebel leader. Normally to her they were just dark slits. Seeing them now only made her fear him more. She could feel his eyes looking at her and searching for something. The eyes were the only thing she could see of his face. From his eyes down was covered by a white surgeon's mask. The mask had moved a bit as he spoke to her. Amon's usual attire of his equalist uniform was gone; he wore instead a white collared shirt with matching white pants. His arms were covered by an ankle length crisp white lab coat, over the left side of his jacket there was a small pocket. The pocket housed a small white sky blue handkerchief. On his feet were shiny black shoes. Under his left arm there was a brown clip board with multiply papers spilling out of it. He looked like the healers at the Republic City hospital. Had he just gotten done playing dress up with some of his chi blockers?

"Let me go Amon!" Korra growled looking him directly in the eyes. The Avatar's voice came out very sure, despite the fear that lay hidden inside of her.

She struggled a bit more under the restraints and glared at him. The man never missed a stride, he continued as if she hadn't uttered a single word to him. He reached her bed and pulled out a chair that was leaned against the front of the bed's metal frame. Amon smoothed out his lab coat before sitting down. He set his clipboard in his lap and pulled a pen from one pocket. His cool blue eyes locked with hers. She began to search his for an answer even the smallest hint of his thoughts. Finally she was able to see his eyes. The cream mask was gone and without it he seemed more human and less like the monster that haunted her nightmares. There was a short silence between them. It was broken when the equalist leader began to speak.

"Korra..." The man spoke looking down at his clip board. "As I have told you many times before, I am not Amon. I am Doctor Kavik. I asked how you were doing this morning," he smiled at her with his eyes.

"Stop playing dirty, you coward, untie me and fight me fair and square." Korra shouted her voice full of venom.

She didn't understand what was Amon playing at this time?! It didn't make any sense. Why was he dressed like that? Was this some type of ploy? Did he take her for some kind of fool? And why was he calling her by her name? The sound of his voice, no matter how kind he wanted to appear only made her stomach turn in disgust. She continued to glare at him, trying to see if the mask he had put up for her today would begin to crack.

"I see that you're feeling better, your cold has gone down, that's good. Forgive me for the mask but I don't want to catch what you had." He chuckled softly raising one hand and pointing at his white surgeons mask.

"Is there anything special you wanted to talk about today? A family member, someone you knew, an old memory?" he inquired. "There are no wrong answers here Korra, just say what comes to your mind."

The young Avatar narrowed her eyes at him before unclenching her teeth and sucking her checks in a bit. With what little moister she had left in her mouth, she summoned it and pursed her cracked lips. A rather small droplet of spit departed from her mouth and landed on side of Amon's face, right below his left eye. A small smirk began to make its way across Korra's face. But the attack didn't even seem to faze him; he simply reached into the front pocket of his jacket and took out his handkerchief. With a quick swipe of the cloth the bead of saliva was gone, his face remained unchanged. Finally Amon spoke.

"If you're upset about something Korra, use your words" he scolded her softly.

What type of game was he playing with her? The madman's mannerisms had thrown her off completely.

"I don't care what type of plan you have, I will get out of here and I'm going to stop you." Korra refuted her voice full of resolve. The way he was acting was so odd. Was this even the same person? Or maybe just as easy as chameleon's scales transitioned from red to blue, Amon changed personas. Just when she had thought she knew the limits of her foe, he would do something out of the ordinary and she would be left even more lost than before.

"I had hoped we had made some progress but I guess not...This might be a result of the fever though." He said more to himself than to her. "Just to be safe I'm going to have to up your medication though. You're going to feel a bit drowsier than normal but more rest is better" His eyes shifted down to the clipboard as he began to jot down notes.

"Cut the crap and let me go Amon!" Korra snapped. "Where did you take me?" She gritted her teeth as she tried to lung at the man. The attempt was of course futile, she could barely move with these restraints across her body. Fear had become a forgotten emotion now. She was fuming, rage was radiating off of Korra in large waves.

The rebel leader wasn't even listening to her screams of protest. He just kept going about his business, he was ignoring her! Now that he had her locked away, was she some type of joke to him? Korra's resolve hardened, she was going to get out of here fast. As soon as she was free of this stupid bed she was going to unleash a fury of fire bending on him.

"Korra, you know where you are; you're at Doum-ui Development Center. I understand that you must be very irritable today. You've been ill with a fever for a whole week now. But don't worry; someone should be coming by soon with food and your medication for the day. You need to relax your body can't handle any more stress." the doctor said trying to calm the teen.

Even though Amon had given her name of the location she still didn't know where she was. She had heard the name Doumi-ui before. She knew it was in the United Nations...She just wasn't exactly sure where. For all she knew she could have been hundreds of miles away from Republic City, or just on the outskirts. Her captor had given her some useful information though. The young Avatar smiled inside a little bit. Someone would be coming by this room. They'd have to release her from this bed to eat, and when they did she would finally have an opening for escape.

The doctor's free hand made a move for her. The color left her face, he was going to take her bending just like that. She shut her eyes not wanting to see him as it happened. Korra was surprised to just feel his hand lightly pat her forehead. If it had been anyone else the gesture would have been seen as affectionate comforting even. Having a villain touch her sent the girl over the edge. The pads of his finger were like poison to her. She could feel where he had touched her and it burned. She recoiled and thrashed violently, trying to create more distance between them.

"Don't touch me!" Korra screeched through labored breaths. Her chest heaved up and down. Small beads of sweat were beginning to form on her face as she sent the man daggers. Before the room was ice cold, now it felt too small and too hot. Having her foe this close to her was driving her insane. She was starting to prefer the Amon that struck fear into her with every word he spoke. Not this one that tried to coax her with his lies.

"My apologies Korra, normally that calms you down when you're like this" he said his tone appearing rather genuine.

"What do you want Amon, why did you bring me here" she said as her cerulean eyes narrowed. He had stopped writing on the papers in front of him.

"Must I remind you, again that I didn't bring you here; I'm just your Doctor. Councilman Tenzin brought you here three years ago, remember? Is that what you wanted to talk about today? Your old teacher?" he asked.

"What are you talking about?! I haven't been here for three years and Tenzin would never sell me out to anti-bending trash like you! What did you do to my bending?" she shot back.

"Its standard procedure to chi block all bending patients, you know this. We can't have you hurting yourself or anyone else for that matter. You are known to have a mean streak; you have attacked numerous nurses and doctors. Including myself." he added his voice remaining calm and level.

She hadn't laid a finger on Amon, much to her own displeasure. Once these straps were removed...Well, that was a different story. The man was going to be in serious need of a healer once she got her hands on him. And she couldn't have been here for three years. She would have remembered that. Sure her memory was a little fuzzy but she couldn't just erase three years from her mind. She had been a sleep for a few hours...At the longest she had been missing for a day. He was lying, he had to be.

"I take it you want to start from beginning and talk our way through? At fourteen you started your airbending training. You were sent to Republic City to live with Councilman Tenzin. He had put a lot of stress on you while you were there. You didn't enjoy much of your time with the monk. You had only been at the island for a month or two before he brought you here." he paused before adding "Though, I'm not quite sure if him asking me to treat you was a selfless act. He had brought along numerous letters written by elders in the White Lotus, which talked about your hallucinations. You've told me much more before but I think this is a good place to start." He said taking his pen in hand again.

"What, none of that happened!" she screeched. "I'm not crazy! Don't ever talk about Tenzin like that!" Korra's nostrils flared, and her chest heaved. "I'm done with your games Amon, let me go and fight me! Stop being such a coward!" She concluded. Her body shook with anger.

Did honestly think she would believe his lies?! Was he just making this up as their conversation carried on? He must have been. Did he honestly believe that she was this gullible? Korra hated being underestimated, and that's what Amon had been doing. He was talking down to her like she was a child. She wasn't the same girl who had foolishly challenged him to that duel on the island. She had trained so much and worked so hard, and for what? To end up captured with no memory of how he had even done it.

"I never said you were crazy, your mind is just a bit confused. You've just lost your way, I know you're going to get better." he said trying to sooth the girl. "The Tenzin you created in your mind is…" He paused looking down at the clipboard before carrying on. "He is very...To put it nicely...Different from the one that you know in real life. He put you through a lot, I can understand wanting to forget Korra, but you must come to terms with reality" he said gingerly.

The Avatar was about to open her mouth to counter him when they heard a small rapping against the metal door. He blue eyes looked passed the masked man to the metal door. The knocking continued, this time a bit louder.

"You may come in," Amon called.

The door opened and the smell of food wafted in. Korra heard her stomach growl; she hadn't the slightest clue of how long it had been since she had eaten. A slender woman dressed in white nurses uniform wheeled in the tray of food. Her dark hair was pulled back into a neat bun. The metal cart had a white table cloth over the top. In the center of it was a plate that was filled with food. Her eyes grew wide when she saw what on the tray. In the center there was some type of brown soup. She could see green vegetables along with good sized pieces of meat floating in the broth. She didn't know what type of soup it was, but it sure did smell delicious whatever it was. Beside the soup there was a smaller dish filled with hot steaming white rice. A wooden spoon and matching chop stick flanked both sides of the soup bowl. Lastly there was a cup filled with water off to the right side. The teen hadn't even realized she was drooling on the side of her pillow.

Amon chuckled at the young Avatar, "It seems you've got your appetite back, that's good."

She didn't care what he was saying at this point, her entire focus was on the food. She hadn't realized just how hungry she was until someone brought some in front of her. A thought tiptoed into Korra's mind...What if the mood had been spiked? He knew she hadn't eaten in so long; maybe this was all a part of his plan? She scanned the tray once more and found off to the side a small plastic cup that held one white pill. It didn't seem like the food had been tampered with. The true toxins were in the clear cup away from the food.

Korra had planned to escape once the woman had come to deliver the medication and meal. She felt so hungry she didn't think she could put up a descent fight without eating anything. Her body might not have felt as sore as before but fighting Amon on an empty stomach would not doubt be a losing battle. They'd have to untie her to eat so when she finished eating she could make a break for it. The nurse wheeled the tray in and placed it on the side of her bed. She stepped away from it but did not leave the room. The woman retreated to the far corner of the room and stood there. The nurse watched her with an intense look, warning her not to try anything.

The nurse didn't look like much of a threat. She was shorter than Korra by far and much thinner as well. Her arms were thin like two straws; she didn't look like she could lift much of anything. Amon wouldn't have planned for the woman to stay if he didn't think she was right for the job. She never knew what to expect from the rebel leader. The teen studied the woman a bit more before turning her attention back on the tray of food. Amon moved his chair away from where she laid and squatted down so they were at eye level.

"Are you going to behave today? You have to eat all of it; your body is already too weak. If you promise me not to act out today, you can feed yourself. Okay?" he said with pleading eyes.

She willed herself to not spit in the equalist face again. The blue eyed girl hated having him this close to her. She had to play along with his little game for a bit. Seeing her finally comply with one of his request for the day should be enough for him to drop his guard. Once he did she was out of here. The plan seemed simple enough in her brain but she knew that it would be a bit harder to put into action. She thought back to her training with Tenzin. She had to calm down; she couldn't show him that she was angry. She tried her best to enter a mediation like state before replying.

"I-I can behave" she said giving the doctor a tiny smile. Ugh, the very thought of smiling at him made her stomach reel. She could get through this.

The man didn't even seem to hesitate. He had accepted her lie within a second of her uttering it. He replied by kneeling on the floor and removing the straps from her body. He first took off one that came across her elbows, next the one that wrapped around her wrist and thighs, the strap just below her knees followed it, and lastly the one over her ankles. Once they were removed he took a step back from her giving her room to swing her legs over the side of the bed.

Gradually Korra sat up; she could feel her bones creak a bit. She took her left hand and rubbed at her right wrist where the leather had been especially unkind. The brunette adjusted herself and placed her feet onto the cold tile, turning her body towards the tray. It was only a matter of seconds before she started eating.

She had known the food smelled good, but never did she imagine it would taste this good. She took generous spook fills of the soup and stuck the spoon into her mouth. The broth of the soup warmed her body. The chunks of meat were so tender they seemed to fall to pieces in her mouth. She hardly had time to chew before sticking another serving of either rice or soup into her mouth. The water tribe teen didn't care what looks her enemy was giving her. All that mattered was to keep eating until she was full. Korra had finished off the meal in a minute. She grabbed the class of water, emptying all of it before setting it back down on the tray.

"Don't forget to take your medication" Amon chimed in.

She had almost forgotten about the lone cup with the small pill sitting in the corner. There was no way she was consuming them. She had never really been given pills to take when she had gotten sick as a child in the South Pole. Knowing Amon those tablets could be anything from sugar to a deadly toxin. The Avatar glared at the pill then unceremoniously lifting her arm and swatting them off of the tray and onto the floor. It landed with a small tick on the floor in front of her.

"Korra, that was rude." Amon's tone elevated a bit with angry. He walked over and began to pick up the pills.

Just as the equalist crouched on the floor, Korra kicked the cart over. The remains of her meal splattered onto the man. She heard several dishes shatter but she didn't bother to look. A small grunt escaped the doctor's mouth as the metal cart landed on him. She had gotten up from her bed and was taking off like a rocket towards the door. The nurse in the corner had stepped in front on her only means of escape. The woman lunged at the teen, Korra swiftly turned her left shoulder to the side and the nurse missed. Korra brought up her elbow and sent it down hard in the center of the woman's back sending her down to the ground.

She felt her sweaty hands make contact with the metal door handle. Her freedom was so close she could taste it, the brunette's thin fingers wrapped around the platinum latch. The door was heavy but she managed to pry it open. She slipped through the door and into the hallway.

The hall was decorated similar to her room, the same intense white walls and colorless tile. She was surprised it warmer outside. The hallway was rather narrow, with metal doors just like hers that lined it. For every three feet there was a new door. Any door could have been her way out. They all had the same small slot at the top to look in. It would take too long for her to check every door for a way out. Adrenaline pumped through her veins as her bare feet smacked the round below. The hallway was long, but at the end she saw a sharp turn. She made her way down the hall making the turn only to be met with more white walls and doors.

She stopped and put her hand on the wall for support. Her vision began to blur only to refocus as she rested. Now that she had stopped to relax she was starting to feel the strain she had put on her body. After eating so much food, she could feel the food shifting and threatening to return to the outside. Silence engulfed her as she tried to think of which direction to go. She felt like she was running in circles. It was weird she hadn't seen a single chi blocker. She had assumed some would have been posted outside of her room. But it felt like this place was a ghost town. It didn't seem like anyone was around. More importantly, she hadn't heard any other footsteps. Amon was fast; at the speed she was going he should have been right on her heels. She turned her head to look back and saw nothing. The watertribe teen didn't have the slightest idea as to where she was going. Everything looked the same! If she marked the walls then Amon would surely find her. Her host's new lair was like quicksand; the more she struggled the further she sank.

Korra took off sprinting again she made another turn and stopped looking straight ahead. Three burly men dressed in white uniforms stood a good distance away. She had been looking for guards and here they were. She hoped they hadn't heard her footsteps but that was unlikely. The tallest of the group turned towards Korra.

"You're not supposed to be out of your room" he said eyeing her suspiciously.

Korra started to back away; there was no way she was going to be able to take on those men with no bending. She turned around to run in the other direction. She took with the white clad men following in suite. She willed her weary legs to go faster. One turn led to another then another. This place was a labyrinth. She could hear the men behind her gaining speed. The Avatar turned one last corner before coming face to face with Amon and several other muscular white clothed men. Amon didn't look the slightest out of breath. The men behind him had a few droplets of sweat on their foreheads, but the doctor was completely composed.

Korra started to turn around to make a break for it in the other direction. The men from earlier had closed in on her, she was surrounded; three men behind her and four in front. They looked ready to pounce on her at any given moment. The Avatar squared her feet getting ready to fight till her last breath if she had to. For a while the hall was still, everyone's muscles twitched in anticipation. The men ready to grab Korra, and she prepared to dodge their attacks. Just as she thought one of the men in front was going to make a move, Amon stepped forward.

"There is no need for violence" he said putting both of his hands up. "I don't want to hurt you, Korra."

They gave each other a few looks before giving Korra and the doctor space. They didn't leave the hall but they were now farther away. Her eyes darted from the men to Amon, trying to catch their every movement. She narrowed her eyes at them, her breathing was heavy. She hadn't felt this tired when she was running. Now more than ever she needed her strength.

"Korra, you need to calm down. No one is going to hurt you but, you do need to return to your room now," he said taking a step towards her.

"….Why don't you ditch that act and the goons and fight me, one on one. No tricks, no lies...Just. You and me," She said between uneven breaths.

"I'm not going to fight you. You're still sick Korra...You need to lie back down and rest…No one is going to hurt you." He said trying to reassure the young Avatar, he took another step towards her.

The watertribe teen turned her head behind her and then back to the front. She was trapped. There was no way she was going to get out of here. If it had been only two guards she might have been able to manage. But seven full-grown muscular men was something different entirely. She was too tired and far too weak, to put up a decent fight. One thing she knew for sure was that if she was going down, she was going to do it kicking and screaming all the way.

Korra readied her stance; she could feel the other men inching closer to her. Amon was close enough now. Even if it was just one hit, she could get him. This was it, now or never. The blue eyed girl lunged towards Amon jumping up. In this moment everything slowed down as she drove towards him she could see the guards pounce at her. But the rebel leader was perfectly still. His hands still raised in a passive manner. Their eyes met, right before Korra went down to the floor.

As quickly as she had dove towards Amon she crouched down. Her left leg bent while the other straight out like a sword. She made a swift turn with her right leg knocking Amon's feet from underneath him. Before the equalist could hit the ground Korra was up again, the men hurled towards Korra. She sent out a large fan kick knocking one of them square in the jaw. Another came from behind and put her left arm in a vice like grip. She winced at the pain as she tried to loosen his grip. It only got worse. From behind a goon kicked her legs in sending her down to her knees. She let out a groan of pain as her knee caps hit the cold floor. The used her moment of weakness to grab her other arm and hold it behind her back.

Amon was slowly getting to his feet. As he stood her took a moment to brush off any dust or dirt that had gotten on his white therapist attire. His finger smoothing out his white lab coat removing the wrinkles she had made. The rebel leader towered over Korra, making her feel even smaller. Two of the men flanked her on both sides, each man holding on of her arms behind her back. She could one of their knees digging into her back ever so slightly.

Amon's misty eyes found hers. The scene was all too familiar. It was just like that day she had challenged him on the island. He loomed over her like a shadow. The image of him reaching for her emerged in her mind. She was too terrified to look him in the eye. Korra cast her gaze down to the floor, lowering her head. She heard Amon walking towards her. Her messy brown locks created a curtain hiding her face from her enemy. The footsteps stopped and he began to speak.

"Now we must escort Korra back to her room. And gentlemen, do be kind to her." He said before turning around. Amon clasped both of his hands behind his back as he began to walk away.

The burly men lifted Korra to her feet and followed the doctor. The teen's legs didn't seem to want to work correctly. Her pace was much slower than of the men that carried her. There was so need to waste energy attempting to walk. She had lost this fight, and trying to keep up with them was just too difficult. After a while she just stopped moving and let the men drag her back. Korra's eyes moved from side to side as they traveled through the halls. She had thought since they were moving slower she would be able to memorize the path back.

'Left, then right, then straight...Then right then left and straight...And then right...No it was left right.' Korra thought. This place was just one big maze; the more she tried to make sense of it all, the worse it got. The white walls and bright lighting were starting to get to her again. Whoever Amon had hired as his interior decorator she would need to thank with a punch in the face. Finally they arrived to her room the men dragged Korra a pit started to form in her stomach. She knew there was going to be some type of punishment for her actions. Amon certainly wasn't the forgiving type. The cart was still knocked over, with shattered fragments of the dishes lying there. The nurse had picked herself up from the floor and was standing in the corner holding a pitcher of water. 'If looks could kill,' Korra mused to herself as she looked at the woman. The doctor turned around and looked at her with earnest eyes.

"Are you going to behave and take your medication now?" he asked, his hands still folded behind his back.

It took most of the energy she had but she did it anyhow. Korra raised her right leg high into the air nearly kicking the masked man in the face. She had missed him by just a centimeter. He didn't even so much as flinch. The grip the men had on her arms tighten and she let out a groan on pain.

"I don't want to do this…But you leave me no choice...I'm here to help you." he said before giving a small nod.

Then burly men carried her over to the chair Amon had been sitting in earlier. It didn't take much for them to force her bottom into the seat. They continued to hold her arms behind her, now another man stood in front of her. His legs pressed into hers making it impossible to move. The nurse stepped forward and opened her gloved palm to reveal a pill similar to the one from before. He took the pill from the nurse and then struck a pressure point in her neck. She opened her mouth to let out a cry and the man seized her jaw keeping her mouth open. He dropped the pill into her mouth, and the nurse leaned over and began to empty the pitcher of water into her throat.

At first the teen was determined not to swallow it, but as more water came rushing into her mouth, the idea seemed unlikely. She finally gave in and let the water pass down her throat taking the unknown pill with it. It was the only thing she could do to stop herself from choking. Korra screamed mentally, her throat had been so dry she had wanted water. But knowing that the cool liquid also carried the unknown medication to her stomach made her feel scared. She could have just swallowed poison for all she knew. The nurse emptied half of the pitcher into the brunette's mouth before stopping. Korra coughed as she tried to stop herself from chocking on the water.

"What was in those" Korra demanded, her voice came out just above a whisper.

"That wasn't so hard now was it? I didn't want to do it this way but you made me" he said his voice filled with guilt.

For what seemed like forever they just stayed like this, the men holding her down. Korra glaring at him and then coughing violently hacking up some of the water the made her swallow. Finally they moved off of her leaving her sitting in the wooden chair. The white clad men left the room their job was done now. Amon towered over her from her seat. Was it just her or did he appear to have gotten bigger? She knew he was taller than her but not this tall. Her defeat burned away at her pride. She didn't want to feel small to him so she stood up attempting to even the playing field. Her legs were a bit numb from lack of use, but after stretching them she would be fine. As soon as she was standing, she looked him straight in the eye.

He may have won this fight but he wasn't going to let him think she was completely beaten. Now on her feet she was having a hard time seeing. The room went in and out of focus, everything she saw was blurry. The blue of his eyes and the white of them room begin to swirl into one. Her vision began to leave her, one second she saw the white walls and Amon's masked face then darkness. It continued to fade in and out like this until her legs gave in. As the brunette started to fall Amon's arms caught her. She felt his fingers press into the sides of her arms. He was saying something but Korra couldn't understand what. The Avatar fought to stay awake but her vision was growing small as dark clouds began to cover it and then suddenly her world went black. Her head lolled to the side, as sleep overtook her.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~

Yup, that's all for now. I have to say I rewrote this chapter around two or three times. Trying to find just the right ending. I'm pretty happy with it and I think my writing has really improved.^^ Please review this chapter and tell me what you think C:










3. Prevarication


I hadn't planned up put up a chapter today. Originally I wasn't going to put anything up until two weeks from my last update. I anticipated that I might have a day off from school this week so I thought about it. Less school= more time to write. Thank you guys very much for the follows, the favorites and reviews, it means a lot to me.

The name Doum-ui comes from the phrase 'Doum-ui songil' (도움의손길) which means 'helping hands' in Korean.

Prevarication (推诿) - a statement that deviates or perverts from the truth
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Feet pounded against the ground below. Small lanterns that hung from the ceiling gave off an eerie blood orange glow to the tunnel. Her breathing was heavy; she could feel large beads of sweat rolling down the sides of her face. Behind her she heard the sounds of the earth shifting, huge gusts of wind and the rage of large flames. She couldn't see her body just everything that lay ahead of her. Like she was a ghost walking among the living. She needed to turn around. No! She had to press on. There was a fight going on back there, why wasn't she helping them? Why was she running away? She never ran from anything! Despite what the girl's mind wanted, her feet kept moving her further and further from the battle. Soon the sounds of the fight vanished leaving her alone in silence.

She was going through some type of underground passageway. The walls were made of earth but they were circular like they had been carved by something, or someone. The walls were jagged with small spikes sticking out. Korra came to an abrupt stop taking a few seconds to catch her breath. Her cerulean eyes closed as she pressed her hand against the wall of the cavern, dragging her fingers along the grooves of the barrier. No earthbender had made this passageway; it must have been made by a machine. Something about it felt odd, the earth was cool underneath the pads of her fingers. It was solid and definitely bendable but, there was something else there…It felt similar to the wall yet different. She'd find out whatever it was sooner or later. Korra bit the inside of her lip before she took off running again.

For a while she heard nothing. The only noise that accompanied her was her own footsteps and breathing. Looking up ahead she saw the single passage diverged into a fork. When she reached the cross road she stopped. The walls there were different from before. They were smooth; she could see different shades of brown ripple into each other and blend. The ceiling curved upward having the matching color scheme as the walls. The water tribe teen noticed that the trail of orange lanterns also stopped here.

Whoever had built this passageway hadn't made much progress past this point. In the mix of making their own channel of secret tunnels the workers seemed to have discovered natural ones already there. Maybe they hadn't adventured further than this? Maybe they had? What if none of them had come back?... The idea left a sickening feeling in her gut. She looked at the right tunnel then to left and listened unsure of which direction to go. She heard a low static like sound coming from the right tunnel. Noise meant people, people also meant danger.

Normally any type of excitement thrilled the Avatar. But the cave gave her an uneasy feeling, something told her to turn around and to go back to where the others were. But still she pressed on. Why was she getting so worked up for? She was the Avatar; there wasn't much she couldn't handle. Soon the lanterns lights could no longer be seen. Korra lifted her hand up a few inches from her body and lit a small orange flame. She continued down the cavern at a slower pace unsure of how stable the ground beneath her feet was. She moved her arm back and forth trying to see as much as possible, not wanting an unknown enemy to get the better of her.

The path went on for what felt like an hour until she heard something. It was low hush of moving water. The sound of the water grew more intense with each step. As she got closer she could hear it loud and clear. That wasn't just the sound of an underground river or steam. The way the water splashed, it was waterbending. Korra strained her ears to see if she could pick up any other sounds. She couldn't feel any vibrations or movement in the ground below her for it to be earthbending. Could it be a fight between a firebender and a waterbender? She was going to help whoever it was. She just had to get to them in time. Korra willed her already strained legs to go faster. She spotted the end of the tunnel; a bright light was blocking her from seeing anything beyond the tan walls. The closer she got to the light the more it engulfed her, until she could no longer see the cave at all her vision consumed in white.
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When she came to the dark cave was gone, in its place was the same colorless room she had fallen asleep in. Korra's head was swimming; whatever had been in those pills was certainly strong. But none the less, she was alive. At least now she knew that they weren't poison. She was lying on her bed from before this time, several sheets covering her body. The sheets had been pulled up to her collarbone, with both of her arms resting on the outside. On her right arm there was an IV attached to front of her palm giving her water. The leather straps that had been holding her down were nowhere to be found now. The bedding wasn't as soft as the sheets at Air Temple Island or as warm as the furs from the compound. They served their purpose though, keeping her body from being at the mercy of the bitter chill of the room. The blanket laid on her in layers, first was a thin cotton sheet then over top of that one was a thicker cover. Lastly there was a thick comforter, all of them white. They had added more pillows to her bed propping up her upper body. Korra silently prayed that the nurse had been the one to tuck her in and not her 'so called' doctor. A chill ran through her body at the thought of Amon touching her. Not wanting to dwell on the idea, she pushed it to the back of her mind.

The way her stomach rocked back and forth, she felt like she was on a boat. Her stomach ached; the pain was so strong that it had spread through the rest of her body. The inside of her mouth tasted like copper Yuan coins. If her stomach felt this bad why didn't she just throw up already? Korra let out small throaty coughs in hope of bring some of the bile up. Much to her dismay nothing came up. Korra was far too exhausted to see if her bending was back; it probably wasn't going to work anyhow. The water tribe girl moaned before rolling over onto her side and clamping her eyes shut.

More than anything she wanted to fall back asleep and wait for her head to stop pounding. But she needed to start formulating another escape plan soon. After what had happened earlier she knew it would be a while before she had another opportunity. She needed to be prepared when the right moment came along.

Korra scanned the room slowly. It looked the same as before. The smell of antiseptic was stronger now. Someone must have come in and cleaned the room while she was out. The layers of dust that had been gathering on the bookshelf were now gone. The mess she had left from her escape plan had also vanished.

Amon had told her she was in Doum-ui, the name was familiar. She just didn't know why or how. She had tried to catch him by surprise but that didn't work. She would only be able to get out if he wasn't in the room. Wait!..She remembered something... Not once since had she ever heard the sound of a lock click. The Avatar thought back to Amon's entrance and then to when the nurse brought in the food. She would have remembered the sound of a lock turning. She laid there in disbelief. Had they really never bothered to lock her in?

That was a rather bold move from the rebel leader. Korra hadn't even thought about the possibility of the door being locked during her escape. She had simply prayed that it wasn't. There was no way that he'd be foolish enough to leave it unlocked now after she had attacked him. She felt too tired to do much of anything. She didn't know what she was going to do once Amon came into the room. She had thought she felt bad when she had first woken up in this room. That was nothing compared to how she felt right now.

Korra grew agitated as she thought about Amon. Who exactly was he trying to fool with his sympathetic doctor act? By waking up back in this bed and not in an actual cell, she knew he wasn't to just drop the act and show her his true intentions. She didn't have the slightest idea of what to do when he came back. He'd probably try making her take more of those stupid pills. The young Avatar certainly didn't have the strength to try and stop him. Unlike the Amon she knew this one loved to talk. She didn't know if that was just part of his therapist façade, but it didn't matter. If she could get him going, he might give her more information.

Korra didn't have to be ready to fight right now. As much as she wanted to get out of here, her body was in no such condition. She would just have to bide her time. It didn't mean she had to play nice with her foe. It just meant that sometimes it was best to cut your losses. The plan wasn't exactly ideal but there was no way she could take Amon head on. The Avatar's mind shifted back to her airbending training.

She remembered her master's words; 'Airbending is all about spiral movements. When you meet resistance, you must be able to switch directions at a moment's notice'. She smiled at that memory. During her training then, it had sounded ridiculous. Now lying in this bed it was starting to make sense. She didn't like the idea of playing defense but it was her only option. Her chest swelled with pride, if Tenzin could see her now. Maybe this being patient stuff wasn't so bad.

Korra turned over so that she was on her back and able to see the door. The water tribe teen's eyes locked onto the door. Only one part of her plan was missing, Amon. She stuck out her bottom lip and made her glare stronger. She stayed like this for a few seconds until her headache became too much. She squeezed her eyes shut and let out a groan of pain. How exactly was she going to get information out of out of him if he didn't show up?! Amon was a smooth talker that much she knew. If she was able to find enough holes in his story he would surely let something slip. As if on cue the door opened and Amon strolled in. He still wore that ridiculous white mask on the lower half of his face. Why did he wear that anyway? He had told her it was to stop him from catching her cold. But she wasn't sick. Was it just a way to stop her from seeing all of his face? That must have been it; she highly doubted he wore it as a fashion choice.

It made sense now that she had thought about it. He was taunting her. She was so close to her enemy, yet he was still untouchable. They weren't even fighting each other and he was still as impervious as ever. She had no idea how long she had been gone. Even if she escaped right now, she would have nothing to show when she got back. Amon was so close to her yet she still knew nothing about him. All she knew were his piercing blue eyes, and his smooth lies.

She noticed something else in his hand; she could make out just quiet what it was. She saw a glint of metal. He walked up to her bedside, and leaned over her. Amon held up the object in question. It was a needle filled with a clear liquid inside of it. Korra tried to pull away from him but what far too weak. All she managed to do was groan and turn her head away.

"Relax, it's just a shot" he said as he took hold of her arm.

He quickly found a vein and stuck the needle into her arm. The water tribe teen winced as the needle sunk into her skin. After a second the liquid had emptied into her blood stream. Amon put the clear cover back onto the needle and placed it into the pocket of his lab coat.

"What was that" she asked looking down at her arm where the needle had been. No matter how tiny it had been she could still feel the pain.

"It wasn't anything special, just you're chi blocking shot." he said.

There was a shot that blocked chi now? There was no way Hiroshi could have thought of that he was an engineer. The man had many talents but she highly doubted he was familiar with medicine. That didn't mean there weren't any non-bender healers that could have developed it. Korra had heard of certain foods that helped increase the chi flow in your body. If there were brilliant minds that had found substances that could help it. There were certainly evil minds that found ways to stop it.

Amon pulled the chair from the corner up to her bedside. This time he stopped short, keeping a space of four to five feet between them. Instead of a clipboard he had a folder that was overflowing with papers, on top of it was a thin notebook. The journal had something written across it. She couldn't quite make out the characters from where she was sitting. She recognized the numbers that followed it though. Across the cover of the pad was the number 1071.

"I think we should talk about what happened yesterday" he began folding his hands into his lap and looking at the Avatar. Korra glared in response.

"What took place yesterday was mostly my fault. You felt trapped and so you retreated to that other world of yours. I want you to understand Korra that I'm here to help. I tried to force you back into reality, and that was wrong of me. You can get better, and I want to make sure you do. I know you miss bending and being the Avatar. But things will only get better if you work with me, okay?" Amon's face softened as he spoke.

"Get better? There's nothing wrong with me! If I've been here for three years why don't I remember anything?!" she said, her eyes narrowing.

"Your memory is rather fickle; I've talked to you about this hundreds if not thousands of times before. It was much easier for you to forget than to forgive." he stated in a matter of fact way. "Do you remember what happened before Tenzin brought you here?" he asked.

"No, I don't! …Because that's a lie!' she shot back.

Amon opened up his folder and started rummaging through papers. From the back of the file he pulled out an old yellowing piece of newspaper. The page looked like it had been through quite a lot. The upper left hand corner was ripped. The document had lines that went across it in all directions. The newspaper must have been folded dozens of times to acquire so many lines. The doctor took the article into is lap and carefully smoothed it out. His fingers barely touching the paper to make sure it did not rip. He then placed the article into his lap and began to speak.

"This is an old newspaper article from when you were in Councilman Tenzin's care. The police were looking into corruption among the council members of the city. Their main suspect was Tenzin. He had been seen making some under the table deals with bending triad leaders." He spoke his finger trailing the newspaper.

"Tenzin would never make any type of deal with the triads" she snarled letting out a huff of frustration.

"The Tenzin you made in your mind is different than the one that exist. Don't you remember what he put you through, all of the scars you had? It took healers weeks to finally get rid all of them." He said concern dripping from his voice.

Now he was making up some lie about Tenzin hurting her physically?! Oh, boy that was rich. The more Amon spoke, the more the Avatar wanted to punch him in the face. None of his lies even made sense! Why would Tenzin, child of Avatar Aang and the greatest and kindest Waterbender; Master Katara ever. EVER! Make a deal with a bunch of thugs? HA! The very idea of it was laughable. Like Mr. Spiritual would ever truly want to harm anyone. Her small moment of humor was replaced by anger. The urge to lung over the empty space between then was pushed away when she felt her stomach lurch again. Her only reply was a soft groan of pain.

"You told me when you got here that you were getting closer to catching Tenzin. He might have been able to pay off the police but he couldn't pay off the Avatar. You were very brave. You fought against your hallucinations for the good of the city." He said smiling down at her with his eyes.

"I'm not crazy!" Korra shot back.

"I know you're not crazy, you're jus-"

"And I'm not confused! The only one trying to confuse me is you!" she yelled.

"I know this can be hard to accept but the faster you do the more at ease your mind will feel... Take a look at the newspaper, maybe it will jog your memory." he said placing the yellowing paper in her lap.

Korra looked down at the paper, and skimmed it. The top read 'United Daily News,' in bold letters. Seeing the paper now in front of her it looked so real. Had Amon really taken the time to forge a newspaper article? The headline read, "Corruption among the Council Members." Below it was a worn photograph of Tenzin. He looked much younger, his face not a long as she knew it to be. He had a shorter beard, and it didn't show signs of graying. His dark hair stood out against his fair skin. The picture was hard to look at, notable greasy finger prints could bee seen. She could see people surrounding the air nomad. There were dozens upon dozens of press. Each one of them with camera's held high trying to get a good picture of the man.

The water tribe teen hadn't realized that she had been staring at the paper in front of her for so long. Was Amon taking her stillness as a sign of her believing him? Her brow furled as she took the article in hand and ripped it in half before throwing it on the floor. The two pieces of the newspaper floated down gracefully. Korra crossed her arms over her chest.

"Do you remember any of this?" he asked as he leaned over and picked up the now split article.

"None of that happened," she said dismissively, "If this happened, then why isn't he in jail?" she countered.

"He and the now ex-chief of police Lin Beifong grew up together. I'm no detective but having such close ties to the law enforcement could really pay off. I wouldn't put it passed her to make an under the table deal with him." he said bending over and retrieving the two pieces of paper.

The Beifong that Korra knew would never give anyone a free pass. Sure she had grown up with Tenzin, with their parents being so close and all. Korra often found that she was tougher on Tenzin than members of her own police force. On her first day in the city Lin had made it very clear to Korra that she didn't care about who people knew or titles. If you were up to something she was going to stop you. Knowing the relationship that Tenzin and Lin had shared, she knew he wasn't going to let him get away with anything.

"Of course you'd tell me Tenzin and Beifong are bad. You hate all benders!" she opposed

"Although I am a non-bender Korra, I do not hate benders. Not every non-bender is like that lunatic Amon." He said slickly taking offense in her words.

This wasn't getting her anywhere. But could she honestly believe him? Everything they had said up until now was a lie. Who was to say that what he was telling her now wasn't also a part of his plan? Now he was trying to tell her that he didn't like the equalist. He was their leader. What a bold lie that was. She had seen him that day at the rally. He had told them that his family was a group of poor non-benders who lived on a farm. The rebel leader told the crowd of how he lost his family and his face from a firebender attack. Then it hit her, the scar. She had never seen it before…If she saw what was under that mask, it would prove everything. If he had the burn marks he was Amon. Just as a small smirk began to appear on her face she forced the corners on her mouth down.

"If you're not Amon, then take of that mask. I'm not sick, you're not going to catch anything." she said anticipation seeping into her voice. Victory was hers.

"You've seen my face before Korra, I don't see why you're making a big fuss about it. It has nothing to do with the issue at hand." he said growing a tad irritated with her antics.

"You won't take it off because you're Amon" she shouted narrowing her eyes.

"I am not Amon, I am Doctor Kavik." he replied his tone never faltering from calm. "Is there anything else you want to ask me?" he inquired.

For a moment the girl's mind went blank. He wasn't giving up on this act of his. He had given her yet another quick lie. Korra began to rattle her brain trying to think of another question to ask him.

"If I've been in here for three years then how come I know about the equalist movement in the city" she asked her eyes carefully studying his face, waiting for any signs of uncertainty.

"Patient or not you are still the Avatar. I thought it was necessary to keep you informed of what was going on. My orders had been to cut you off from your Avatar duties until your mind was better. In our sessions you begged me to tell you about what was going on in Republic City. Though some might disagree with my methods, I tried my best to keep you up to date." he said in a matter of fact voice. Amon paused before continuing.

"The equalist movement has died down now. It's nothing more than just a memory to most. You were really terrified of Amon, the thought of someone being able to take away bending is certainly something. The authorities never really found just how he did it. You told me about the nightmares you had of him. You're a very strong girl, Korra. You don't like feeling helpless. Being here you felt that you had no control over anything. You had a difficult time telling the difference between what really happened and what your mind had fabricated. The only person you really see is me, besides a few nurses. Your mind made this treatment center your prison and me your captor. Tenzin, who you haven't seen in so long, became your savior. You are not powerless Korra, you can fight this and win." he said giving her a warm smile with his eyes.

Amon's grin made her stomach lurch. She thought she would finally have relief from the battle that raged on inside of her organs. Sadly nothing came up. The Avatar didn't have a clue how long the equalist movement had been going on. But she couldn't have been gone for so long that it had ended. With everything he did Amon liked to brag about it. She thought back to her duel with him on Avatar Aang Memorial Island. He had his chi blockers ambush her and then brag about how easy it was going to be to take her down. Her mind shifted to the huge spectacle he had made at the pro-bending tournament. No matter what it was, Amon liked to do things big. As soon as he had gotten her, he had probably made a huge announcement about it.

"Th-then what about my friends…Mako and Bolin?" she fired back at him.

"The pro-bending stars? Before your fever your behavior had been very good and I brought you a small radio to listen to. You enjoyed listening to their pro-bending matches. You haven't left Doum-ui in years. I'm sorry to say this Korra...But you don't really have any friends your age." He said trying to break it to her gently.

"And Asami, she helped us fight Hiroshi in his workshop. After you set us up so he could try out his new weapons against us, that you had him make." she yelled.

"You never met Asami Sato, I remember you getting upset about something in involving her on the radio and throwing a tantrum. That's also when you decided to throw it against the wall and break it," he said giving her a stern look of displeasure.

"That didn't happen, and I was a member of that team. How did I hear about it, if I lived it? " she injected.

"You have always wanted to try pro-bending but you were too young when you first came to the city" he said dismissing her thoughts. "We'll have to stop here for today I'm afraid, it's already so late" he said turning his head to the window.

'Huh?' Korra thought, late, how could it be late? When he had first come in the room it didn't look like it was even noon yet. She turned her head to the window and tried to sit up a bit. Through the barred window she couldn't seem much of anything. Outside the clouds hung low and the snow had started back up again. Even with all of the snow it was surely night time. How had the time gone by so fast? It could have be this late already? Was this some sort of optical illusion? It had to be, it was just another one of Amon's tricks.

"I know you're still not feeling good but, a nurse will be coming by with food for you in a bit. Try to eat if you can but not too much. Good night Korra, I'll see you tomorrow morning." He said slowly getting up from his chair.

Amon took his belongings in hand as he moved the chair back to the corner. He gave her a small wave with his free hand before exiting. As the door closed Korra heard the distinctive sound of metal turning. She was locked in for the night. She watched the door for a few seconds until she could no long hear his footsteps.
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This chapter is actually the shortest one I've written...It's not even 5,000 words, I felt really stressed after I realized that it wasn't. But this is all I had planned for chapter four. I still need a beta reader for this story. I really just need someone to fix my grammar in it….Because well… My grammar really sucks lol. Please review and tell me what you think. ^^ Anything interesting you'd like to see happen? Any guess as to what will happen next? I'd love to hear about it? But for now, bye bye.










4. Quotidian


Thank you guys so much for the reviews/follows and favorites! It means so much, you guys are awesome. The chapter I'm working on right now has got my stumped, and it's hard to write. I will try to have a two week break between each chapter. 

Noatak is the name of a river in Alaska and so is the name Kavik. ^^ See what I did there? lol

Quotidian (瘴疠) -of or occurring every day; daily
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Just as Amon had mentioned a nurse came in pushing a cart of food. It had been the same one from earlier. She wheeled the tray over to Korra before retreating to the corner. The dark haired nurse glared at the Avatar. The teen rolled her eyes, at the woman's fierce look. Korra didn't bother to give the woman a second thought. She looked down at the food in front of her. The meal was lighter than the one she had been given before. There was a small bowl of white rice off to the side. In the center there was a bowl of plain broth, and to the corner of the tray was a glass of water. There were chop sticks and a spoon but no plastic cup. Beside the glass was a small slip of paper folded in half. Korra reached for the note and opened it up. The message was written in a very neat handwriting. She could tell that each stroke was precise and sharp. There wasn't much written on the note. Cerulean orbs quickly read the memo in front of her.

I informed the cook of your recent stomach trouble and requested that they make you something light.

-Doctor Kavik

When she had finished the note she began to rip it into pieces and discarded it on the floor. Amon's whole doctor charade was beyond getting old. She had never known her foe to do anything halfway. Yet wasn't this going a bit far? Keeping her locked up in this room and acting like a concerned therapist. She didn't have the slightest clue as to where his plan was going. None of it made sense.

Whatever had been in that pill was making her sick to her stomach. The idea of eating hadn't really crossed her mind. She did need to get something in her if she was going to get out of here. Korra was rather relieved that there was no pill this time. He hadn't mentioned anything about her having to take more medication. But, with the absence of the capsule she began eyeing her meal suspiciously. Had he put the drugs in the food? That was just the type of thing that Amon would do.

He was luring her into a false sense of security…Was that what he had meant in the note when he had asked for something different to be made for her? The more her mind stewed over this idea, the more distrustful she began to feel about the meal…But still she needed to eat…The pills didn't really appear to do much to her. Sure she had a stomach ache, other than that she was fine. So far she had only been fed once a day. She had slept for most of the time but still. This didn't mean Amon wasn't going to starve her.

The best decision would be to only to eat a bit of the food. If she only ate a small amount and he had drugged it the results wouldn't be too bad. If she felt fine then she could eat the food he brought her. She didn't like having to trust Amon. But it was either trust him or starve...She wasn't liking her options. But if she found out that she had been right...And the food was drugged; she wouldn't be able to trust it again. It was a risk she had to take. With that her thin fingers took hold of the chop sticks and she lifted up the bowl of rice into her palm. She took small portions of rice and drank a bit of the broth. When she finished the dishes still had a good amount left in them. Korra pushed the tray away, and got back into her bed. The nurse retrieved the cart and started towards the exit. Right before she left the room she turned to the water tribe teen and spoke.

"Lights Out" she snapped before flicking the switch beside the door.

The bright lights were replaced by darkness. Korra sat in her bed for a moment. The room was so dark that she could barely see the bookshelf. A small slither of moon light seeped into the room. She stood up and went to look out her window. The sides of the window were decorated in frost. All though the storm had tried it could not cover the moon entirely. Her mind shifted from the snow and back to an old memory. She remembered how Katara had told her of Aang and their friend's adventures. One story in particular had come to mind. It was the story of Princess Yue, who had become the moon spirit.

"Any chance of you helping me out of this one oh mighty, moon spirit," Korra asked. Her lips turned downward, the only replied she received was the wind whip the snow around outside.

What had she expected? Yue to appear in her room and offer her words of wisdom. Maybe if she wasn't such a spiritual failure she could contact someone for some help or a way out of here. Aang had been twelve years old but was still able to contact his past lives. She was seventeen and wasn't anywhere near accomplishing that. Aang had taken down the Fire Lord and what had she accomplished? Nothing, years of training and she couldn't even stop some madman trying to take over a city. How was she going to save the world if she couldn't save herself? She sighed and gave one last look outside before deciding to return to her bed.

Korra pulled the covers over her body, and stared up at the ceiling letting her mind wander. Her thoughts settled on her friends, she missed them. She hoped that all of them were somewhere safe. They were probably out there looking for her. Since she had woken up Korra had estimated it had been around three days. Three whole days and no one had found her…What if they never found her? No, of course they would find her. The blizzard had just slowed them down. None of them were used to such heavy snow fall. Once the storm calmed down they would be bursting through that door any second now. But finding her in all of this snow was only half the battle…

For all she knew Amon could have a separate room not too far from hers. Korra had passed so many doors before. Anyone of them could have been his. She highly doubted that he would leave her here alone. Guards or no guards, Amon was always cautious. She had only seen a few guards though. Maybe more had been placed at other parts of the building. When she had been trying to escape the place had looked huge. The way the halls twisted and turned, it was a labyrinth. The teen could have been close to the exit back then. Amon had showed up with four men. He could have been desperate to get her back. Maybe she had been closer to getting out than she felt.

How would they be able to take down Amon? Even if everyone came to her rescue…Who is to say that he didn't already have a plan for them? What if it was all just a trap? So he could get rid of anyone trying to stop his revolution. Just like Avatar Aang Memorial Island. The rebel leader had here right where he wanted her. The extra muscle was just there to do his dirty work. But her friends were great fighters. They had taken down equalist chi blockers before. None of Amon's henchmen here carried around equalist gloves that she saw. They might be hard to beat but her friends were strong enough to take them.

Her mind moved to the memory of her first pro-bending win. It had been tough but they had done it! The crowd was cheering and calling out their names, it had been amazing! When it had all happened she thought the memory would be forever engraved in her mind. Now laying here it felt so distant. She could only remember bits and pieces of it. She recalled messing up, Tenzin scolding her for disobeying him, and then they had won. Everything else was just gone. The harder she tried to fill in the gaps the more it fell apart. Although the memory was rather recent it felt so far away. Why couldn't she remember it?

The water tribe teen pulled the covers up to her neck and turned onto her side. She lifted her arms and bent them, laying them in front of her face. One leg lightly wrapped around the other. Maybe when Amon had taken her, she had hit her head. That was why she had a hard time remembering anything. It would all come back to her eventually, she hoped. With that thought Korra closed her eyes attempting to get some rest.

XXX

It was dark everywhere. She couldn't see anything; there were no doors, nor windows. It was just an empty black box. She looked from left to right in search of a way out. In search of something, she needed anything. A cold sweat washed over the Avatar, as anxiety poured into her veins. Korra began to roam through the dark. She tried to ignite a flame in her palm and got nothing. She couldn't bend. Why couldn't she bend? She heard a faint voice coming from behind her. It was just above a whisper.

"Hello? Anyone out there" She called into the emptiness. The voice whispered back the same jumbled words at her in reply.

Korra turned and took off running towards the direction of the low voice. As she ran the darkness continued, the sound becoming clearer. The voice belonged to a man, but whom? Just as she felt she was getting closer it disappeared. The teen stopped her chest moved in and out catching her breath. Like a loud crash of thunder it emerged again.

"After I take your bending away you will be nothing" Amon's deep voice boomed.

The sound threw Korra off guard. Amon was here? He was hiding in the shadows just like a coward. Why hadn't she heard his footsteps? Once again he had managed to sneak up on her. Was all of the training she had been doing a waste? She prepared herself for chi blockers, squaring her feet into a fight stance.

"C-come out and fight me" Korra shouted. As much as she had wanted to sound tough, her body was shaking in fear.

Her eyes danced around the darkness trying to find any source of movement. She strained her eyes trying to see where Amon was hiding. A shadow flickered in front or her before disappearing. Korra thrust out her arm, much to the Avatar's surprise a large flame burst from her first. Even with the huge flame the room still remained dark. She was relieved that her bending was back but also terrified of Amon. Another low whisper began, she turn in the opposite direction to locate the sound. Although the voice was soft she could tell it was someone different than before. Right as she found it the voice grew louder.

"Once again you flagrantly disobeyed my orders. You were to stay on the island" the voice roared.

It was followed by a large gust of wind that knocked Korra to the ground. The force threw her back making her roll over three times before she was able to move on her own again. That burst of wind had to be airbending…And the voice there was no doubt about it...It belonged to Tenzin…But those words, she had heard them before. It was what he had said when he found out she was in a pro-bending match. In her memory he had been very upset with her. But the voice now was different. There was rage and disgust in his tone. She used her arms to prop her body up and looked up at the direction of the attack. She saw nothing. Korra put her palms against the ground and pushed herself up to her feet.

"..Tenzin…? The Avatar shouted into the emptiness.

He was here; he had come to rescue her from Amon. Relief washed over her for a second. He had just mistaken her for a chi blocker that was why he attacked. It made sense; she was ready to lung at any sound or sudden movement in this dark pit. She got up and took slow steps in the direction of where his voice had come from

"Tenzin it's me, Korra. I am so glad you're here. I heard Amon's voice earlier but, I don't know where he went" She said her eyes skimming the darkness for his long cloak.

"You Korra are a disgrace to my father's legacy. You are more than just a spiritual failure, as an Avatar you have failed the world. Goodbye Korra" Tenzin's words were ice cold, his tone an unwavering and filled with loathing.

Her heart sank into her stomach and took a step back. Tenzin would never say that to her…But the voice, it sounded just like his...It had to be him… tears stung Korra's eyes and threatened to pour down her face, she pushed them back. She hadn't failed anyone had she? Maybe she was a complete failure. She couldn't airbend; connect with spirits or her past lives. She couldn't even save herself. She was just so useless! Her thoughts were broken by the sound of clear footsteps, they were moving further away from her.

"No, wait Tenzin, Please! Don't leave me here!" Korra cried and she began to chase after the sound.

Soon the noise vanished and she was left alone once again. He hadn't meant what he said...He was just frustrated with her…Just like she was with herself. If he hadn't meant it...Then why did he leave her here? A voice cut through the silence.

"Korra?" the person called out.

She knew that voice, it was deep and masculine, strong yet soft and passionate. She whipped around to see a small light. It gave off a deep orange glow. It had to be coming from a fire bender, and fire bender meant only one thing to Korra. She ran until she got close enough to the light to see who it was. Her feet carried her closer to the man; she stopped only when she could see his face.

"Mako" she gasped, catching her breath. She felt delight swell inside of her.

A small smile spread across her face, she was so happy to see him. He was safe, and unharmed. He had come to her rescue; she was so relieved. She could see the reflection of the flames dancing in his amber eyes. He seemed so calm and in control all of the time. Even now, confined in this room he didn't look the slightest bit worried.

"What are you doing here" he asked.

"I-I don't know, Amon took me and then I was in some hospital no-" Korra started to explain but was cut off by Mako.

"No that's not what I meant. I meant, what are you doing here in Republic City? You're doing more harm than good!" he yelled at her. "Some savoir you turned out to be," he scoffed before continuing, "Why don't you just go back to the South Pole where you belong?!" He screamed in her face and just like that he was gone.

Tears began to fill the Avatar's eyes once more. A gust of wind hit her back and she was thrown to the ground. Before she could react, fire came at her just inches from her face. Korra jumped back onto her feet only to have the floor shift beneath her. She lost he balance and fell to the ground with a thud. Every time she tried to get back up the more they hammered away at her. She was being tossed around like a rag doll. Air would knock her down; the fire nearly burned her with each attack. Then the floor would move from under her feet. She soon began dodging large pieces of earth that were being thrown at her.

The flames nipped at her exposed skin threatening to burn her. The smaller rocks were harder to dodge and began to hit her sides, leaving notable bruises. Her brown hair stuck to the sides of her face with sweat. They were her friends she didn't want to hurt them, but she also didn't know how much longer she could keep moving like this. Korra let out a barrage of fire in all directions. Then there was silence she didn't hear anything. All at once voices began to bombard her.

"You will never live up to Avatar Aang" Tenzin's voice snapped.

"Just leave me and my brother out of this. Stop trying to help and just leave the city" Mako's voice screeched.

"Haven't you hurt me enough?" Bolin's voice shot into the darkness.

"I-I'm sorry" Korra cried into the abyss as her voice cracked, a single tear rolling down her face. She brought her hand up to wipe it away.

Now they were all shouting at once. She could hear the voices of the citizens of Republic City scream at her. She heard the reporters' voices, the non-benders at the rally. The voices became too much for her to take. She just wanted it all to stop! She lashed out sending fire everywhere. No, she just needed to calm down, getting riled up wasn't going to help anything. She could handle this; she was the Avatar after all. . As if reading her mind a voice from the darkness shot back at her

"You're not, in fact, the Avatar. You are merely a half-baked Avatar in training." the voice said.

It had been different from the others she had been hearing. She had heard Amon, Tenzin, Mako and Bolin. But this voice was different, it was masculine and smug. The person was familiar but she couldn't remember their name or what they even looked like. Who was this new person and why were they here? Each of their voices was set on replay. They just kept repeating the same thing over and over again.

"Get out!" Mako yelled.

"You are a failure" Tenzin said his voice seething with anger.

"How is your airbending going?" The mystery man asked.

Korra had stopped attacking and clamped her hands over her ears trying to block out the voices. They only got louder, she squeezed her eyes shut. This wasn't happening; Tenzin would never say that to her...Mako and Bolin were her friends. They cared about her…The brothers would never abandon her. The more she tried to block out noise the louder it got, until one voice cut through everything. It was a clear, melancholy and feminine she recognized it instantly…

"I'm a failure, I'm the worst Avatar ever" with that everything else stopped. The voice belonged to her. Korra hadn't said a single thing, yet those words echoed through the room. She let her legs give in and fell to the ground. Her shoulders shook as she wrapped her arms around her middle. She shut her eyes tightly and let her tears fall. The teen let her head hang in disgrace as she cried.

She was all alone; no one was going to help her out of this. No one was going to be there for her. Everyone had been right. She couldn't live up to Aang's legacy, she was a spiritual failure. Her friends didn't want anything to do with her. She was nothing to them just another problem to deal with. Korra was now bawling, salty tears streamed down her face, and mixed into her hair. The shadows began to grow closer to her. Gradually the formed hands and wrapped themselves around the Avatar like metal bender's cables. She could feel a hand on her it was soft and warm unlike the cold fingers of the shadows. Someone one was shaking her lightly. Korra ignored the hand and let the darkness wrap around her even more. The more she tried to disregard the person the harder they shook her until she opened her eyes.

When they opened, the darkness was gone. It had been substituted by the white of the room she had fallen asleep in. She could feel the wet streaks trail down her face from her eyes. Sunlight poured into the room creating soft shadows on the bed. It had all been a dream...None of it had happened…Yet it all seemed so real. The water tribe girl felt a hand leave her shoulder; she sat up and looked up at the person who had awakened her. Her tear strained face met Amon's gentle one. Anger poured into Korra's bloodstream. She lifted her sleeve to wipe away the lines of water on her face. He had seen her crying she was not going to give him the satisfaction of him thinking he had reduced her to tears.

"I'm sorry to wake you but you looked like you were having a bad dream. That's the beauty of them just being dreams. You can wake up from them and find yourself in a better place" He said sitting back in the wooden chair, his masked moved up and down as he spoke.

'Yeah, waking up to a better place,' Korra thought sarcastically. She honestly didn't know which was worse, the nightmare or waking up to see him in front of her. She tried to relax and slow her breathing down. As much as she hated to admit it the rebel leader was right. It was just a dream; none of it had been real. Mako and Bolin didn't hate her, and Tenzin didn't think she was a disgrace. She hadn't failed anyone. 'It was just a bad dream, nothing more. Just a bad dream' Korra thought to herself, finally being able to even out her nerves. This had been the second weird dream she had, had since she was here. She never had dreams like these before. First she had that dream of her leaving her friends behind and exploring some underground caves. Now she had a nightmare of them abandoning and attacking her. It must have been something she ate; it was either the food or that medication he had forced her to take.

It looked like her guess from earlier had been right. Amon had slipped something into her food. No matter how hungry she got she wasn't going to eat anything. If she continued to, she feared that strange dreams would be the least of her worries. She could feel her eyelids want to close. Korra had been sleeping the entire night, but her nightmare had deprived her of getting any rest. She wanted to just ignore Amon and go back to sleep. As tired as she felt, she didn't feel safe with him being in the room with her.

"Was it another dream about Tenzin" he asked. Korra disregarded Amon and laid back down and rolling onto her side putting her back to the doctor. "He's not going to hurt you anymore Korra, you're safe here." he cooed trying to calm her. "Since you're up rather early, it's time to start the day." he said Amon stood up from her chair and walked over the metal door.

For a bit Korra just laid there hoping he would just go away. She couldn't be his only 'so called' patient. Didn't he have anything else to do but watch over her? She grew frustrated as she heard his foot begin to tap against the snow white tile.

"Are you coming, Korra" he asked, his hand was on the door leaving it wide open.

The blue eyed teen sat up and looked at the equalist. He couldn't have been serious could he? The door was open and he was just standing here...He wasn't going to just let her walk out just like that. There was no way he was going to do that. She hadn't really planned how she was going to get out of this room for another escape. But now here he was leaving it open to her. It was too good to be true, it had to be. It wouldn't hurt her to try though. Korra threw the blankets off of her body and planted her feet firmly on the ground. The warm soles of her feet met with the cold tile.

She began to walk over to Amon, her eyes scanning him. She wasn't looking for anything specific. She was checking to see if he had any type of weapon on him, a needle like the one from before, anything really. She eyed him as she made it to the door. The Avatar gave him one apprehensive look before moving to leave the room. Sure enough outside in the hall were the three large men Korra had ran into, in the hall during her earlier escape. Just as she had thought, Amon wasn't stupid enough to let her leave without bringing back up just in case.

"This way" He said turning to guide her down the hall.

The three men gave Korra menacing looks daring her to try and run away. She rolled her eyes before following Amon. He stopped before a door and opened it. He ushered with his hand for her to come closer to him. She took one step closer and could feel the men inch in as well.

"You have five minutes, no more, no less. If you take more than that I will have to send in someone after you. There should already be a change of clothes in there as well" he said gesturing to the door.

Korra got a bit closer to see it was a bathroom. It had white tile and the same bright lights on the ceiling. He had taken her from her room to take a shower? It seemed a bit odd to her but it was well deserved. She had sweated so much recently that her oversized shirt was beginning to stick to the sides of her body. Her hair must have been matted with tons of knots in it. She stepped inside of the room and glanced back at Amon before he closed the door.

Just like everything else in his place it was all white and metallic. The bathroom wasn't very big. It had a shower in it along with a white curtain hanging from the top. There was a sink but it had no mirror above it. The metal shower head sparkled. Off to the side of it were two bottles, one read shampoo and the other soap. Korra reached over to the nod and turned it until water started squirting from the shower head. Waves of hot steam rolled off of the water. Korra threw her soiled clothes to the ground and jumped into the hot water. The water stung a bit as it hit her wrist from where the leather straps had been. But other than that it was quite relaxing. Her natural element always had a way of soothing her no matter what was wrong. Korra reach down and found the container of soap and a clean towel on the edge of the shower. She began to scrub away all of her dirt and grime.

The water had calmed her but being in it made her only miss her bending. The Avatar moved her hand in the water and twisted her fingers a bit, hoping for the water to respond. It didn't, she still didn't have her bending back. She grabbed the other container that read shampoo and began to wash her hair. As her hair began to lather she remembered what Amon had told her. She had been given five minutes before he came in, to get her. The last thing she wanted was for him to barge in on her. With that her hands began to work at top speed to make sure she was clean. The teen rinsed all of the soap off of her body before she started drying herself with a towel. Sure enough there was a new clean set of clothes for her to wear including undergarments.

Korra got dressed and wrapped the towel around her head trying to get rid of the extra water in her hair. It felt so odd not being able to use her bending, normally when she showered, she just bended the left over water out of her hair. Using a towel to do it was rather odd to her. She rung her hair out until it was just about dry. Her semidry hair stuck to the sides of her face. Korra grabbed hold on the metal door knob and slowly turned it. Once the door was open she came face to face with Amon, along with the other white clad men.

"All done," she snapped as she stepped out of the room.

Her mind was rattled with uncertainty. That dream had really shaken her up. Why had it bothered her so much? It was just a dream, none of it was real. It had just been something her mind had cooked up from whatever drug Amon had slipped her. She had to put up a tough front for now. If her enemy knew her mind was wavering into uncertainty he would surely take advantage of it. She couldn't show any signs of doubt. The Avatar knew herself better than anyone; the task was easier said than done. She had never been very good at lying. Her emotions, no matter what they were, effortlessly displayed across her face. Passing a lie off to others was something she could manage every now and again. Being able to fool Amon, now that would be the true test. The Avatar needed to become a good liar and fast. 'No better time than the present' she mused to herself.

They made their way back to her room. She looked around to see if there was an opening for her to try and run. She had no such luck; Amon led the way with the other men surrounded her. Korra reluctantly stepped back in room, going straight for her bed. There was no doubt that Amon would want to talk to her about something. Maybe if she just lay down and ignored him he would let her sleep and go away. Just ignoring someone wasn't an ideal plan but it was something. She dove under the blankets and settled in with her back to Amon.

"It's time for breakfast and your medication" the equalist announced.

Korra stayed still and ignored him. If she was lucky he would assume she had fallen asleep quickly and leave. She hoped he didn't try and wake her back up. The last thing she wanted was for him to touch her.

"I know that you're faking, Korra" Amon said a hint of laughter slipping into his voice.

The Avatar refused to move, she could hear the wheels from the tray as it came into the room. If she just stayed here, he would have to believe she had dozed off. Much to her dismay, she heard his footsteps against the tile. They grew closer and closer until she knew he right behind her. His rand reached out and he placed it on her covered shoulder.

"Get, up Korra, you're not fooling anyone" he said giving her a little shake.

The water tribe girl refused to move. She hadn't been found out yet. If she just stayed still he would leave, right? Her skin crawled where his hand had touched the blanket over her shoulder. She could feel bile in her stomach churn, and it wasn't from the medication. She resisted the urge to smack his hand away as he continued to shake her. Finally Amon had had enough of her. He grabbed the edge of the blanket and threw it back uncovering then teen's body.

"I understand that you may be a bit tired still but you must eat a little bit and then take your medication for the day" he said tension clearly making its way into his tone, the girl was evidently starting to irritate him.

Korra turned so that she could see his masked face. She gave him a disgruntled look before speaking.

"Not hungry and no thanks" she snapped before turning away from him.

"I'm not asking the world from you. I will let you sleep the rest of the day if you want but you must take your medication. If you're not hungry now, you only have to take a few bites, just enough to help your pill digest." He said, his voice smoothing out again.

"I don't care what you put in that food; I'm not eating any of it! And I'm not taking that stupid drug" She retorted glaring into his misty blue eyes.

"No one has been tampering with your food. If you want to get better, you have to take it. This is not up for discussion." Amon said sternly, his gaze locked onto the girl.

'No one had been messing with her food? Wasn't that laughable,' Korra thought. Another lie, it didn't matter what he told her, she'd rather starve than have to worry about what type of drug he had slipped her.

"Korra, I don't want to have to force you. I don't like to be cruel to you. I'm doing this for your own good. I care about you and want you to get better. You have one last chance, will you eat and take your medication," he asked.

She spoke no words to him in reply and simply thrust her leg out aiming it for his head. Amon caught her leg before it even came close to his face. He threw it back to her before turning around and giving the large men in the back on her room a nod. The three quietly left on their secret mission. Korra glared at Amon while trying to pull her leg out of his grasp. Finally he released her leg. The men returned moments later, two of them were carrying a large wooden chair into the room. Behind them one man followed, with a clear plastic tube in hand. What where they going to do to her?

She looked at the chair again. If she had been in a normal room the chair wouldn't have been able to fit through the door. It had several leather straps across it by the legs and arms of the chair. Korra swallowed, she didn't like where this was headed. She swung her feet over onto the opposite side of her bed and tried to make a break for it. Just has she made contact with the ground, she felt Amon's hand wrapped tightly around her wrist. He gave her a stern look with his eyes. The teen attempted to free her arm from his grasp. Struggling only made him latch onto her even stronger. The tugged at her arm harder once she saw the large men crossing the empty space between them. One grabbed her other arm while two took hold of her legs. Amon finally let go of her wrist once the white clad man had taken hold of it. Korra thrashed as they carried her over to the chair. With each failed attempt to break free they grasped her tighter.

"Let me go! Get off of me!" The Avatar screamed in protest.

But alas the male nurses were too strong for her. The men forced her into the chair and wasted no time in strapping her down. They pulled the leather straps over her ankles first. She could feel the material digging into her skin, and cutting off circulation. Next they did her wrists, the men stepped back to look at their work. Korra struggled against the bindings even though she knew she couldn't get free.

"I didn't want to do this Korra but you left me no choice" Amon said apologetically.

With that, the man holding the clear tube approached her. His large hands took hold on her jaw and pried it open. She let out a long scream of protest. The male nurse never missed a beat. Once her mouth was open he began to slip the tube down her throat. Her cry became muffled before it fizzled out completely. He stopped when most of the tube was inside of her mouth. Another man came up; he had a container filled with something in it. She couldn't tell what. It looked like it was just broth, but she could never be too careful. He began to drain the pitcher into the tube. The pipe filled with the light brown liquid. He dropped in the small pill and washed it down with more broth. While the men force feed her all she could here was Amon's voice.

"This is for your own good Korra. I'm not doing this to hurt you. I just want you to get better." he said trying to soothe her.

The act had only lasted a few minutes but it felt like hours had gone by. They removed the tube from Korra's mouth slowly making sure to not hit her uvula. As soon as it was out she began to gag. She tried her best to cough up some of the broth and that pill. Nothing came up; it left her stomach with a sickening feeling. Amon was still saying the same thing over and over again; it was for her own good, he wanted her to get better, and he cared about her well being. This wouldn't be the last time they would force feed her.

From this point Korra was confined to a routine. She would awaken in the middle of the night from her nightmares, only to fall back sleep. Amon would already in the room when she woke back up. He would give her the chi blocking shot then escort her to the bathroom to wash up. Once back in the room she would refuse to eat and take her medication. The doctor would bring in the male nurses and have them strap her down in the same chair and force feed her. Sometimes she would get lucky and he would prolong her meals till later in the day. Other times she was not so lucky. Many of the times they forced her she just ended up throwing it back up; sadly the medication was already deep into her body before the food came up.

Most of their so called sessions were Amon asking her questions that she refused to answer. Her mind was elsewhere searching for her lost memories. Every night she had that same nightmare over and over again. The same voices, but now she couldn't quite remember who they belonged to. She remembered Tenzin but who had the other voices been? The voices that stood out in the dream were all male. The faces of her friends began to vanish from her mind. After hours of long thought she would finally be able to think of their names. Mao and Bae, even that didn't seem right. She wasn't able to remember what they looked like either.

With each day she spent here her world shrank. It consisted of her, Amon, the dark haired nurse along with the burly men and no one else. No one had found her, she was truly alone. Her nightmares had gotten so bad that now she dreaded sleep. She would often lay awake for hours until the sun would rise, straining her body to keep her eyes open. Heavy bags began to form under her eyes. Amon took notice of them and began giving her a pill for sleep as well. It didn't always work though.

Something in her just wouldn't allow her to have a peaceful sleep. In a rather sick way she was thankful for the sleeping pills she was forced to take. Taking them was better than reliving her mistakes over and over again in her head. No new window of escape had opened for her, she was trapped. Yet she never gave up hope. Though the snow storm had pasted and only occasionally flurries were seen. She prayed they were out there looking for her. Minutes turned to hours which formed days; she had forgotten just how long she had been here. Korra was holding onto a thin string of optimism that she was going to get out of here, hopefully that was all she needed.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

End of the chapter. I hope you guys enjoyed it, please review! Tell what you think, I'd love to hear your opinions. I'm starting to get busy now, hopefully that won't stop me from updating on time. If I have any spelling errors, grammar mistakes please tell me so I can fix them, bye bye! 










5. Revelation


 Big thanks to everyone for all of the follows, favorites and reviews. You guys are the best! And ten years later I finally update…I'm terrible and also very busy. This chapter was one that I was looking forward to writing yet once I started it I got stuck a lot and had to stop writing it for a bit… I was rereading this getting ready to upload and then I didn't really like it anymore…I didn't think the chapter was as dynamic as I thought it was a few weeks ago when I wrote it. I asked my sister to read through it for me...And it took her over a week to do so...-_-' Then she said she wanted to go over it with me which never happened..So here we are… I recently had to go to a hospital so hopefully my renewed hatred for that place will help me write more often. (It wasn't anything serious; I just had to get blood taken)

 "If vision is my only validation most of my life isn't real"-(Black & Gold) Ellie Goulding/Sam Sparro

Revelation (启示)-the making known of something that was previously secret or unknown

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

Korra was laying on her back as Amon carried on, but she wasn't listening to a word he was saying. It had been so long since she had thought of escaping. She didn't have the energy to anymore. Her days consisted of sleeping, eating or rather being force feed, and her long sessions with Amon. She had become a rather lethargic patient. Korra had been known for her strong spirit and brash nature. She wanted to live life to its fullest; she pushed fear aside and tested the world's limits. To her excitement and facing new challenges was living. What she had been reduced to now, she didn't know what to call it. She was a shell of her former self.

Her friends and family were all but thoughts to her now. She had a loving family and great friends. With each passing day she became unsure, if they really existed...What if what Amon was saying was true? ...No, she had to be right. If they didn't exist, then why did she have all of these memories? 'What memories' Korra thought, as of recently she couldn't think of any of them. She held onto one thing only, she had friends...She just didn't remember their names, faces, how they met or even what they used to do together.

Now she was really starting to sound like a crazy person. Who day dreams of people they can't remember? The sounds of their voices were long forgotten now. Even with her nightmare she couldn't recall who had said such merciless things to her. If she really did have those friends then…Then why hadn't they came and rescued her? The city was only so big; it shouldn't have been this hard to track her down. And what of Naga, surely the polar bear dog could find her owner.

Cerulean eyes looked around the room. The white room had an opal glow to it as the light from the window poured in. The sun cast down colors of violet, red and orange into the room. The sun was setting that meant two things. One that Amon would be leaving so she could finally stop hearing him spitting lies about her life. The second one wasn't always as pleasant though. With the doctor's leave she would also have to go to sleep. Anxiety filled her, she was unsure if it would be a good night or a bad one. If her medication worked she could sleep through the night peacefully, if it didn't then she would have to stay up all night or face her nightmare again. Korra glanced up at the equalist as he walked over and set his notebook and folder onto the bookshelf. He returned to her bedside to move the wooden chair back into the corner. He gave her a small wave before exiting the room.

For a while Korra just laid there. She watched the walls turn from orange and then to a light blue as the moon replaced the sun. The teen couldn't sleep; the narcotic didn't seem to want to work this time. It looked like she was going to have another sleepless night. Her eyes looked around the room in boredom. There was nothing to occupy her mind. Usually she spent her nights trying to recall her memories. That act had just become depressing and frustrating to her now. With all of the life of her she just couldn't remember them. Even her parent's faces were blurred a bit in her mind. Blue orbs settled on the bookshelf, the few books remained untouched but there was something new there. On one of the lower shelves was Amon's notebook and folder. He always had that with him when she saw him. Yet, she had never seen what was inside of it. The rebel leader would jot down notes in it during her sessions. And the folder was where he had pulled that fake article about Tenzin from.

That notebook might just be the key to her escape. Amon had never let her look inside it. He was always careful to hold it a certain way to make sure she couldn't read what he wrote. This was that small window of opportunity she had been hoping for. After so long of not being able to get any information from him, she finally had everything she needed. It had taken him a while but Amon had finally gotten sloppy. She had to be careful though, when she took things out of it she needed to make sure that she put them back just right. Korra barely got out of bed these days; he would probably think that she hadn't even noticed the book.

The water tribe teen threw back her covers and crept over to the bookcase. It was getting late now; if she started reading it and Amon came back she'd have to explain why she wasn't asleep and why her light was on. The bed creaked whenever she moved; if he came by the door he would know she was awake. Korra decided it was best to just read from the moonlight that seeped into her room. This way she could easily slip the evidence under the bed and jump underneath the covers. She walked so that she was right in front of the window and sat down cross legged. As she lowered herself down onto the tile, she could feel a small draft from the window poked at her. Her eyes gazed up at the full moon for a bit before she turned away. There was a strong contrast between her warm body and the icy ground below. The cold began to seep into her skin, she simply brushed it off.

Korra had more important things to do than to worry about getting cold. The first thing she looked at was the note book. Now that she was holding it in her hand she could finally make out the rest of the characters. The top read 'Patient 1071,' why had he labeled it that? What did that number even mean, if it had a meaning to begin with? After a second of thought it finally clicked to her. Carrying a notebook around that simply read 'Avatar Korra' across it would have been too obvious. Patients were often given numbers so that it was easier to keep track of things. She opened the book and began to examine the first page. He was really pulling out all of the stops on this therapist act.

The handwriting was the same as one of the note he had left on her tray that day. There was no doubt that it belonged to Amon. In the top right hand corner the date was written, it read 167 ASC. That was the year she had turned fourteen. She continued to read the large paragraph that followed it.

'Name: Korra

 Age: 14

 Nationality: Southern Water Tribe

 Bender; water, earth, and fire, (no air as of yet)

 Born: 153 ASC to the parents of Tonraq and Senna

 Day 1:

 1071 seems to be suffering from server hallucinations. Her current guardian, Councilman Tenzin, tells of her attacking enemies only she can see. She has also been seen talking to herself and making livid jokes with her so called 'friends.' When asked about who she was speaking to she would reply, her friends. She never gave them names, though. I was told to keep her at Doum-ui until I felt she was ready to continue her Avatar training. Patient 1071 seems to have multiple bruises on her body. These were found by a nurse who gave her a physical examination. They do not look like they are from her training, self-harm is possible. I asked 1071 of her bruises and she refused to reply, instead began to cry. I tried to tell her she could trust me and tell me where they came from. I would not punish her for being honest, she continued to refuse and I was forced to assume that they were self inflicted. She begrudgingly started taking the medication I gave her but would not tell me where her bruises came from. I was required to place 1071 in a straight jacket and she was to be fed by hand.'

Korra fought the erg to rip it up into tiny pieces. The Tenzin she knew would never hurt her. But the one in her nightmare would have no guilt in taking part in such an act. 'He had put a lot of stress on you while you were there. You didn't enjoy much of your time with the monk.' the doctor's voice echoed in her head. She didn't want her mind to linger on the notion. Instead she flipped to a different page in the book and began to read from it. Had Amon really taken all of this time to write out all of this lies he was going to tell her? She began to read from the next page she had found.

Day: 65 

 'We had finally started making progress; she has been taking her medication without discussion and had admitted that the bruises had been from her air bending teacher, Tenzin. She was able to separate her delusions from reality. 

 Day 75

 She is becoming restless again, 1071 talks about how she misses her parents and pet polar bear dog. Just as I thought she was getting better, 1071 has gotten far worse. It happened so suddenly, I am not able to find the cause of her emotional stress. Her attitude is now hostile and violent. She has now attacked two nurses and me. She is watched twenty-four seven and is always restrained. Her memory is also fading; she is having trouble recalling who I am. She had talked about having a deep loathing for Tenzin, whom she now speaks of him as a father figure to her.'

Korra couldn't believe what she was reading. And Tenzin was like a father to her! Although her memories of their time together had almost withered away, she recalled enjoying his company. The nightmare Tenzin drifted into her mind…She couldn't have just dreamed up something that seemed so realistic though... No, Amon had to be lying! Somewhere in these pages there was something that would help her. This entire notebook couldn't just be filled with garbage, there had to be something useful in it. Korra began to burn through the book lightly skimming pages for any type of information.

The deeper she got into the book the more she wanted to just rip it to pieces. The entire book was filled with lies. There were several smaller entries talking about her and Amon playing Pai Sho together. Why would she ever play any type of game with him? She had never gotten into the game much. It was too boring for her, she liked things with action. There were other entries of the two of them talking about pro-bending along with simple everyday things. In the book she began to notice a pattern in the entries. At first he would write that she was getting better then, her memory would fade and she'd be worse than before.

"Your memory is rather fickle; I've talked to you about this hundreds if not thousands of times before. It was much easier for you to forget than to forgive." 

It was a never ending cycle in the book. .. 'Easier to forget than to forgive' Korra thought to herself. Had she forgotten now too? Had her fever made her lose track of reality an-'No she never head a fever that was a lie Amon had made up. Everything in the book so far was just a lie,' Korra thought trying to convince herself. It was all lies and so far the book was useless. None of it looked like it was going to help her. No, there had to be something useful in it. It had been so long since she had even seen anything that would help her get out. Korra had lost track of how long she had been held captive. No matter how careful she was Amon would know she had read through the notebook. There would surely be reproductions for that. She just wanted it to be worth it. Whatever cruel punishment he had waiting for her in the morning she hoped that what was in this book was meaningful. The water tribe teen flipped a few pages before she started to read again.

'Korra had gotten much better now. Her memory is back, and her delusions seem to be almost gone. She takes her medication and eats a balanced diet. She is growing rather bored being in her room all day though. In light of her good behavior, I brought in a small radio for her to listen to. She spends hours listening to the pro-bending matches from the city. If she continues like this she will be released from Doum-ui very soon, checkups will be necessary every now and again. I have spoken with members of The White Lotus; they feared that Republic City had become too unstable for the Avatar to stay there. The rise of the equalist revolution had put everyone on edge. Although she does not wish to admit it, Korra is terrified by Amon. Her radio is able to pick up many of his broadcast to his followers. As soon as she hears his voice she cringes and a cold sweat comes over her. 

 Recently Korra has told me of nightmares of Amon coming and taking away her bending. Her actions have become brash again and she is easily angered. She refuses to eat now and does not wish to take her medication. I decided it was best to take away her radio and maybe that would instill some peace back into her life. When I came to her room she had thrown the radio against the wall and broken it.'

'This hadn't happened at all,' she screamed mentally. Korra remembered listening to pro-bending over the radio. That was where she had first heard her friend's names, whoever they were. The when, where, with who, and what, part was missing from her brain. There was truth mixed in with these lies…Maybe not all of it was false...What if it actually had happened...And she really couldn't remember… As quick as that thought came to mind she threw it away. The Avatar knew what was real and what he had made up...But if she was right...Why couldn't anyone find her?… As much as she didn't want to admit it; part of what he wrote was true. Hearing Amon's voice over the radio had terrified her… The idea of taking away someone's bending frightened her. She had felt so helpless...Just like right now…

'You told me about the nightmares you had of him. Being here you felt that you had no control over anything. You had a difficult time telling the difference between what really happened and what your mind had fabricated... Your mind made this treatment center your prison and me your captor. Tenzin, who you haven't seen in so long, became your savior.' The rebel leader's voice resonated in her mind once more.

Korra tossed Amon's voice into the back of her mind. She flipped through the pages, lightly skimming the characters, trying to find information. She stopped when she found a familiar date written in the top left hand corner. Unlike the other entries she had read through, this one was recent. The date read, '170 ASC,' that was this turned the next few pages looking at the long entries. After a few pages they stopped, and she was met with blank sheets of paper.

'Korra is getting worse again she has not yet grown violent though. In the middle of our sessions she will start to space out. No matter how hard I try I can never get her to focus for quite long. Her gaze becomes distant and her eyes glazed over. A nurse who brings her food had overheard 1071 talking to herself. Every time I try to explain that her friends are not real, she becomes enraged. She insists that they do exist. I still have yet to find out exactly what is triggering her memory lapses. It may be too late for me to try and stop this one."

The next part of the journal she read talked about what had become of her life. The force feeding, sleepless nights, and silent therapy sessions were all documented here. As she read it she took every word in. The way Amon had written everything…He felt sorry for her too. As much as she wanted to break free of this white and silver prison...It felt like he wanted to be able to open up the gate and let her out. Korra's eyes grew heavy for a second allowing herself to give into the sadness. What if he was trying to help her? No. Amon was a criminal who had kidnapped and drugged her. He was no savior and no type of healer. As much as she thought this, he had never directly caused her harm.

Her thin hands traced the binding of the book before she closed it. There was nothing more for her to read in it. For a while she just sat there in the floor with her legs cross. She let the information from the book sink in. She wasn't sick or confused...She was being held hostage...As many of the times she had thought this...She now felt so unsure… Her story had all but fell to pieces. Like water in cupped hands it slowly slipped through the cracks. The more she had read from that book the more she began to believe him. Thinking of what she called reality was even laughable to her. She was the Avatar who was being held captive by Amon, her memories were all but gone and no one had come for her. She was all alone. The White Lotus had always told Korra that as the Avatar she served the people. But also that people would serve her and help her along the journey.

If she had such great friends as she thought she did…Then where were they? If they cared for her as much as she had felt they did...Then why hadn't they rescued her? Unless...They weren't real… Amon's story made more sense than one she stood by. Korra took the book in hand and threw it across the room in frustration. It hit the wall beside the bookshelf and landed with a small thud. Maybe it was time she threw in the towel? No, the folder had to have something that would prove she wasn't crazy. It was her only hope. The Avatar shifted from where she sat and moved onto her knees so that she was now sitting on her calves and feet. She felt the cold tile press against her leg and her bare feet. She could feel the cold nipping at her skin through her thin cotton pants.

The dark folder read the same thing as notebook across the top. The edges of the folder were a bit bent but it held no rips or tears. She opened it and found pieces of paper of all sizes. Some looked so small they could have been simple grocery list; others were large articles from the newspaper. The brunette began to empty out the contents of the folder spreading the papers out around her. The first thing she pulled was the article he had shown her about Tenzin. She laid the two pieces by each other and began to align them so she could read the text. The next was a small slip of paper that looked like it had been used to keep score for something. It had her name on top and Kavik below it.

There were three tallies by her name and thirteen by Amon's fake name. Had this been a score sheet from their Pai Sho games? She had managed to actually win a few rounds. She felt a bit impressed with herself. The sorrow in her was pushed aside as pride began to form. Wait, did she actually believe this? No of course it wasn't because they had never played. It was just a stupid slip of paper with their names and tallies on it. The paper had several finger prints on it, they were rather large. It didn't have anything important on it. Something about a change in diet, more green vegetables and junk like that. She assumed they belonged to Amon, who else he would let touch this folder. Behind that there was a white envelope.

Korra took it into her right hand and used the left to open it up. Inside was a small card. The card was elaborate to say the least. Most of it was a light sky blue with complex design of sparkling silver snowflakes across the front. In matching silver script it read 'get well soon.' Who had sent her a card? And why did Amon have this? The brunette opened the card and read the message out loud.

"Wishing you a speedy recovery Avatar Korra, Sincerely Councilman Tar-" Korra stopped there.

The card was rather old, and where the person had written their name the ink had started to fade and was no longer legible. She could clearly make out the first three letters, it wasn't from anyone that she knew or could remember. The brunette couldn't recall anyone's name she knew that began with the letters; 'T-A-R.' She knew that card certainly hadn't been sent from Tenzin. She placed the envelope around the card and set it aside with the other content of the folder.

The next thing in the folder was an article it talking about Beifong resigning as chief of police. It talked of inclinations of under the table deals that the chief had made with some members of the bending triads. It was just like Amon had told her… Her blue eyes continued to read it. It spoke of a man named Saikan who had tried to bring up charges against Beifong for her crimes. Any witness they had found had decided not to step forth at the last minute. But even with the lack of solid physical evidence, Beifong had backed down from her position. Saikan had taken over her place as head of the police.

Korra tore through the folder, throwing papers left and right. There were several papers that had strange names of them. They were most likely what was in those pills she was taking. Sadly science was never her thing, they were useless to her. She didn't have the slightest clue as to what they meant. The papers began to add up and she was now surrounded by them. They formed a chaotic semi-circle around her. The next few things she pulled out of the folder she stopped once she saw the pictures that were on them. The Avatar looked down at the article in hand, in faded black ink there was a picture of Amon's mask. The headline read 'Equalist party on the rise, masked man named leader.'

She began to read the newspaper, it talked of the Amon, Korra knew; the calculating and terrifying rebel leader. As she read more, it also spoke of Amon's ability to take away bending. They talked of Amon's first victims being triple threat triad members. It also talked of his attack on the pro-bending stadium. Yet her name was nowhere to be found. She had been there that night when equalist had come, hadn't she? No matter as hard as she searched the paper her name was nowhere to be found. Not even so much a mentioning of the Avatar. If she had really been there then why wasn't her name in the paper?

Korra set the article aside and moved onto the others behind it. They all were about the equalist. She didn't bother to read some of the others though. She skimmed them and then moved on. They were filled with information about the equalist that she already knew. She stopped when she realized the folder was just about empty. Only two pieces of paper were left, the first was folded in half. The water tribe teen carefully unfolded it and smoothed it out over the other papers. Her eyes started to read it. Just as the equalist movement had gained speed their leader had vanished. Police had been so close to catching the mad man when he got away. With the absence of their leader the revolution had become a mere whisper. As quickly as Amon had come he had left leaving no trances behind. Yet again her name was nowhere to be found.

 "The equalist movement has died down now. It's nothing more than just a memory to most. You were really terrified of Amon, the thought of someone being able to take away bending is certainly something. The authorities never really found just how he did it." Amon's voice slipped back into her mind.

She didn't remember any of this happening. But the article was proof that it had happened. Korra wasn't a specialist on printing but it looked too real to be a fake. If she had been taken by Amon there would have been something in the article. If the equalist had taken hostages there would have been something about. She wasn't just some everyday citizen she was the Avatar. If she was kidnapped there would be search parties, missing posters with her face on them, etc. The teen quickly shifted her mind to the remaining items in the folder. She moved onto the last one, it was folded many times over and over again. As she opened she began to see Tenzin's disgruntled and worried face staring back at her. The title read 'Councilman under Suspicion!' 

Korra let out a deep sigh bracing herself, this was the only thing left in the folder. If it couldn't help her then she was back at where she started. She began to read the article; it was different from the others. There was new information in it yet also old news too. Chief Saikan had been trying to get Tenzin to step down from his position on the council. It talked more about the monk's deals with bending triads. More importantly one specific gang was mentioned several times, The Triple Threat Triad. It seemed as though they were the most significant player in all of this.

Tenzin had refuted that he had made no such deals with anyone and that he would not step down from his spot on the council. The Northern Water Tribe representative had said he sided with Saikan on the matter. He spoke of how the weight of living up to his predecessor had made Tenzin go down the wrong path. Things were starting to add up now. There was no proof of the air bender she knew even existed. But here in the papers and the journal there was more than enough solid evidence that the cruel and merciless Tenzin did. Korra's grip on the article tightened, creating strained lines that threatened to turn into rips.

Was this really her life? Had she really spent ten years trapped in the compound in the south for nothing?! Finally to be freed from it all taken away from it all. Only to find her escape had just been a gateway to even harder times. She was shaking now, and from what she did not know. It was getting harder to hold the paper in her hands. Finally the Avatar balled it up, not caring if she tarnished it. She took the ball into her quaking right hand and threw it across the room. The paper ball hit the wall, and then fell down a few feet from the notebook.

She leaned forward moving her bottom from on top of her feet so that it was in the air now. Her knees pressed into the ground but she ignored the cold. There had to be something useful here. She couldn't have gone through everything that was in this folder and not found anything. Being locked up in some loony bin, it had to fake. It had to be! Korra placed her hands out in front of her palms down. She hung her head, glance down at the papers in front of her. Her chocolate locks hung low around her face acting as a curtain. Tears stung her eyes and threatened to fall, she pushed them back. The water tribe teen began to look through the papers, picking up one rereading it and then casting it aside.

This act continued until she had looked through everything. The moonlight was all but gone now. In what had felt like such a short amount of time the night had ended, and day was upon her. The first bright rays of sunlight began to filter into her room. She had run out of time. With the sun brought Amon, he would be coming to greet her soon. At best she had an hour before he would come in. She had stayed up the entire night and found nothing. She could put all of the papers back into the folder and pretend like nothing happened. He would surely notice especially with the pages torn and crinkled. If she didn't put them back he would know and if she did there would be proof that she had.

"I'm not crazy" Korra whispered as she began to take the papers in hand and rip them up.

More than anything she wanted to burn everything in the room till there was nothing but ashes left. Sadly without her bending it wasn't possible. She continued to throw papers from left to right tearing them into small pieces. Her hair whipped back and forth as she threw the articles. She stopped her hands returning to the floor as she bent over. She clutched the papers in her hand, tightening her grip on them. The tears reappear in her eyes and this time she didn't bother to push them back. A single tear rolled down her face, another followed it. Then all at once like releasing a boulder from in front of a waterfall they came pouring out of her eyes. Her shoulders began to shake and Korra bit her already dry lip. In between broken sobs she repeated the same phrase over and over again.

"I-I'm not crazy...I'm not!" She shouted as hot tears streamed down her face.

It all made sense now. The Tenzin she knew never existed… The one that was very much real was a liar and a tyrant. Her dream along with her notebook and folder confirmed it. He saw her as a failure she would never be a great Avatar. While her mind had been busy creating new flights of fancy for her to enjoy, the people of Republic City had been suffering. The benders had tremble in fear in their homes terrified that Amon would come for them, while she slept here protected by the staff of Doum-ui. And now they were at the mercy of Tenzin and whatever plans he had for them. She had failed them…

Her nightmare made sense now. It was trying to tell her that she was wrong. That was why she kept having the same dream over and over again. It was meant to be a wake up call for her. The teen's mind had been trying to pull her back into reality when she kept pushing it away. More importantly...She had been pushing someone else away as well, the doctor who had stayed with her through all of it. No matter how difficult she had been, he had never seemed to get upset with her. She had yelled at him, ignored, spit on and even attack him. But he never got angry; he was simply disappointed in her actions.

A small pit began to form in her stomach and a lump in her throat. Just as the melancholy revelation of her situation hit her a new feeling came along with it, guilt. Everything Amon had said was true. He was just a doctor trying to help her. He had never truly hurt her, even when she attacked him he only sought to restrain her never to harm. The other male nurses had held her down and force fed her yes. But in a psych ward that was protocol. If a patient refused to eat or take medication they were forced. Before she had lost her memory the two appeared to be rather close. They had friendly conversations with each one another and even played games every now and again. More than ever Korra felt alone. She had never had a good relationship with her bending teachers and Tenzin had been no acceptation. Even though she lived in the South Pole she had barely gotten to see her parents. Everyone else that had wandered into her life was an adult. To them she was just the Avatar and not Korra.

But Amon seemed different. He had seen her as what she was. Not some tool for world peace or domination but as a human being. The equalist had seen her at some of her highest and lowest points. He had never given up on her even when she felt that was the only logical thing to do. If he didn't care he could have referred her to another doctor and gotten rid of her trouble. But he had stayed; he must have been doing all of this because he cared about her.

With that Korra buried her face into her hands and began to sob once more. She didn't care who saw her or who heard. She was finally coming to terms with it all. She wasn't going to wake up back in her room on Air Temple Island. Her so called friends would never come for her, because they never existed in the first place. She had never wanted to feel this weak and helpless. The water tribe teen had fought it tooth and nail. Nothing she had been through compared to how she felt now. Not being locked up at the compound or her time with Tenzin or even believing she had been kidnapped. She was truly alone, no friends and no family. What she had believed to be true was all a lie. Korra cried even harder, her thoughts and sobs consumed the room so much that she didn't hear the creak of the door as it opened.
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Cliff hanger, dun dun duuuun! Why, because I'm a jerk. The title of this chapter was 'revelation.' Just like the episode three of the first season…I had been heavily considering naming it 'epiphany' but in the end I thought I'd make another reference to the series and use this word. I'm beginning to wonder if you guys are getting tired of me making references to things… Hmm…I Often listen to the song 'black and gold' while I write this story. It was a favorite of mine before I started writing this but I feel it really fits what Korra is going through. Its spring break for me and I plan to update a bunch. I'm also going on trip and have 50 other things to do as well... So hopefully I can get everything done. Please, please review and tell me what you think? Was it worth the wait?










6. Acquiesce


Thank you to all of the people who waited ten thousand years for 'Revelation.' I bet you guys thought I forgot about you? Well that is kind of true. I got really busy so I didn't have time to write. I'm officially a high school graduate! A lot of stuff has happened. I had already finished chapter 5 & 6, and 7 was on its way when I felt like my story needed something else. So I stopped working on 7, and after procrastinating, losing focus, not knowing how to word stuff and just letting sit there. I then finished it months later in two days… Then realized I didn't need it. I might upload it later at the end of my story as a short drabble, kind what if this happened. I hadn't planned on updating today; I wanted to get further ahead on chapter 8. But I got a review today which made me really happy inside so here we are now.

 10 Reviews, 11 favs and 20 follows? You guys are the best! :D

"No, it's not meant to be like this. Not what I planned at all. I don't want to feel like this. So, that makes it all your fault?"- (The Walk), Imogen Heap

Acquiesce (默許)- submit or comply silently or without protest
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She was so amerced in her own world she didn't hear his footsteps as he moved further into her space. Korra was all too centered on the new found information and emotions that raged inside of her. A large gentle hand was placed on top of her head. The hand slowly began to ruffle her hair in a playful manner. Someone was in the room with her now. Her sobs quieted down and became small whimpers. Her shoulders stopped shaking but she was still very much on edge. A lump was permanently stuck in the back of her throat. As she calmed herself the hand began to give the back of her head loving pats. The Avatar whipped her head around and she came face to face with Amon.

She shifted were she sat so she was facing him now. Korra moved her hands away from her face and let them lay limply in her lap. Her puffy sleep deprived eyes met his soft cobalt ones. He was squatted down low to the floor so that he was eye level with her. The same white surgeons mask covered the majority of his face. He eyes did not look upset in the slightest. For the first time they actually looked comforting. The illusion of his secret motives had vanished along with the night.

She was safe here; no one was going to hurt her. Korra was finally starting to believe what he had been telling her from the beginning. He was here to help not hurt her. It felt strange having him touch her. It wasn't anything too intimate; he was just touching her hair. It didn't bother her as much as it did before. He had said this was a normal act that he would do for her. Her usual enraged attitude was the deviance here not him. And for the first time she accepted this.

This had been the second time he had seen her cry since her memories had left her. But this time was different. She didn't turn away, or wipe the long streams of salty water from her face. Korra let him see her just as she was. There was no tough front, no lies she had been telling herself. He had no doubt ably seen her cry many times before that she just couldn't recall. As much as she didn't want to admit it, she was ok with him seeing her like this. Amon looked around the room at the scattered papers that littered it. Korra's eyes followed in suite. The large articles from before were spread across the room, smaller torn pieces had joined them from her earlier breakdown.

"I-I" The teen began to voice cracking and the lump in her throat intensifying.

"So...You've read it...All of it" Amon said casually.

The guilt was back again, it was rising from her stomach and finally settled with the lump that was already in her throat. Her throat felt too sore to speak, so she simply dropped her head and cast her gaze down at the shredded remains of the papers. The young Avatar was so ashamed of how she had acted. He had just been trying to do his job correctly and she had caused him so much trouble. When she had no one he was there, and she had pushed him away.

"…I'm not mad Korra." He said leaning his head down and cocking it to the side so he could catch her gaze.

She felt like a small child who hid after breaking an expensive vase. She didn't know what made her feel worse. The fact that she had been living in this fantasy for so long or that no matter what she did he was never mad with her. Amon was usually just disappointed or sad but never really angry. Would he even help her after everything? She didn't deserve help, she was a lost cause. Korra had forgotten who she was so many times it would have been better if she had not been born the Avatar. She had heard of Aang's many trials to find himself but never had he forgotten who he was completely. Her nightmares were right about one thing, she really was the worst Avatar.

Her eyes wandered around for a bit before she looked back up at him. His facial expression hadn't changed. It was warm, caring and sympathetic. He lifted his hand once again and patted Korra's head once more. Now being fully aware of what he was doing she wanted to pull away. She didn't want him touching her. She didn't deserve it, but she liked it. Unlike the first time the pads of his fingers didn't burn her skin. The notion was comforting to her and it actually helped her relax a bit. She needed to apologize to him for all she had put him through. The water tribe teen cleared her throat before trying to speak.

"Am-" she started and then stopped.

That was wrong…There was no Amon...He had disappeared with the decline of the equalist movement. The man in front of her was a doctor, her doctor. She had never even met Amon. She had seen his mask in the paper and heard his voice. The rebel leader and she had never made contact. The only real Amon was long gone, what she could recall was just a figment of her imagination. This time Korra really looked at him. The piercing eyes of Amon melted away and for once she saw the soft icy blue orbs that belonged to Doctor Kavik. The way he dressed was no longer odd or out of place to her. He was just a simple non-bender healer. Lastly the white mask, he wasn't hiding anything. She had come down with a fever and he didn't want to catch her cold.

"D-Doctor Kavik...I-I'm so sorry" She said through broken sobs.

Tears began to make wet streaks down the Avatar's face. As they trailed down the mixed with other now dry tear marks. She let her head hang low allowing her hair to create a curtain around the sides of her face. The man reached into his front pocket and retrieved his handkerchief. He lowered it down to her face and began to wipe the tears away. The blue cloth was smooth like silk and soft like the furs from her home in the South Pole. It carefully traced her face from the inner right corner of her eye and across to the other side. Then down to her cheeks and over to the other side of her face. He placed the cloth back into his front pocket.

"I told you that I'm not upset, and I'm not. What had happened is in the past. What we should focus on is the present." he said in a matter of fact way.

There it was again, his naturally forgiving nature. No matter what she did he always acted like nothing happened. Even if she yelled at him, called him names, spit on him etc. he would just give her a soft gentle smile and move on. The doctor rose from where he had been squatting and bent over extending his hand towards the blue eyed teen. She stared at his hand for second; unsure of whether she should take it. He had forgiven her time after time and this event was no different.

Korra extended her own hand from her lap and took hold of Kavik's. As her legs began to move, they had never felt so unstable. She felt like a new born turtle duck learning to walk. They wobbled and threatened to give in on her as if standing had now become foreign to them. From sitting for so long her muscles were starting to cramp up. The doctor moved his hand from hers and onto her forearm. Grabbing onto her arm tightly but, not tight enough to cause any harm. While his free hand gripped onto her shoulder helping her to her feet. Once she was up his hold on her lingered for a second to make sure she could stand on her own without falling.

From there they continued about their daily schedule. They left the room and entered into the hall. The same heavily built nurses were waiting for them outside. Korra didn't even bother to make eye contact with anyone. She just felt too guilty to look at them directly. Maybe she should apologize to the other men as well? She had kicked them and resisted when they were force feeding her. Her bare feet shuffled against the cold tile floor, she stopped when they reached the entrance to the bathroom. Kavik opened the door for her yet spoke not a word. She entered solemnly.

The teen waited for the door to shut and she began to undress herself. She kept her eyes at the sink as she pulled off her white shirt and her pants followed in suite. She looked up at the empty space on the wall above sink. She remembered now...There had been a mirror there once. And she had broken it. Little pieces where finally starting to come back to her. Was this how her mind worked? Once she came to terms with reality things would finally start making sense. Her hands were still shaking as she reached for the knob and turned on the shower. The water squirted out in small tendrils. Korra lifted her hand up and began to run it through the water to test its temperature. Soon steam began to roll off of the water in waves. She stepped into the shower and let the water hit her body.

For the first time in so long the Avatar really looked at herself. She had several bruises along both of her arms that led up to her shoulders. Some were from when she had to be tied down to her bed others from the chair they used during her meals. The same marks were also along her ankles. Most of them had started to heal but a few were left. The men had only gripped her so hard because of how much she struggled. She looked down at them with disgust. The dark blue and purple tint of them was soiling her naturally exotic skin tone. She also noticed that she looked a bit thinner than she remembered. She couldn't have lost that much weight...She just felt small in comparison to the loose clothing she now.

If she told Kavik of her bruises surely he would have a healer fix them for her. Korra winced as she felt the hot water sting against her bruises. All of the marks she had accumulated wouldn't even be there if she had just listened. If for once she had stopped being so stubborn and actually taken someone else's advice, she wouldn't be in this mess right now. Her doctor probably didn't notice the bruises with her long sleeved shirt and oversized pants she wore. Part of her didn't want him to see. The marks along her body were proof of her struggle. They were the result of her sanity slipping out of her grasp. For now she would keep them and let them serve as a grim reminder of what had happened. She finished her shower promptly and dried her hair. The teen tried her best to untangle any knots that were in her hair. She didn't even want to imagine what she looked like.

The door opened and Kavik along with the other nurses were waiting for her. They escorted her back to her room. When she entered she noticed all of the papers had been picked up and the smell of antiseptic was overpowering, she nearly gagged as she came into the space. This time the burly men waited at the door. Korra walked over to her now made bed and sat on the edge. Sunlight poured into the room, making things seem happier. She placed her hands into her lap. Nervously she gripped onto her loose pants with her fingers. Kavik stood by the door talking to the other men. The water tribe girl wasn't paying them much attention. She was far too lost in what all had happened in the last twenty-four hours. Her concentration was broken as his doctor spoke.

"They'll be coming back shortly with your breakfast. I know you may not feel like it but, I think this is a good time to talk about what happened." He said crossing the space and sitting in his chair three feet away from her bed.

Korra didn't know what a healthy or beneficial therapy session sounded like. She felt too guilty to really say anything to him. Being locked in this room with him was never something she had gotten used to. He was at a comfortable distance from her but still she had an uneasy feeling in her stomach. 'Stop feeling so anxious' she scolded herself. 'There is nothing to be afraid of. It's just a conversation between a patient and their doctor. He is not Amon. He is not Amon!"

The more she attempted to calm herself down the more riled up she got. As melancholy and ashamed as she felt she couldn't help but think of how he must have felt. From what she had read in the journal they had been very close. They talked about pro-bending and played Pai Sho against one another. And then she would lose her memory and he would become a stranger to her once more. She couldn't image what it would be like to lose someone like that. Everyone that was a part of her life was nowhere to be found. She noticed that he had removed the folder and notebook from the space. The doctor held nothing in his arms as he stared at the teen.

The best thing for patients with such server illness was to create a support group for them. It didn't have to be anything special; just a small group of family and friends that she could depend on. Unfortunately the girl had no such thing. Korra had no friends, she didn't have good relations with her bending teachers, and her parents were too far away. As much as he cared for the girl, he was her senior by well over a decade. She must feel so lonely inside, although she would never admit it. With such an age gap she might feel that he doesn't understand her. The best thing now was for her to know he was that he wanted her to get better.

"I can understand how you feel right now...You're scared...But you are not without help. I will be there whenever you need me. No pressure, just say how you feel; shout, scream, cry, laugh anything is fine." he said folding his hands into his lap.

"Umm...I guess I'm sad?" Korra said bending her right leg and pulling it close to her chest while the other dangled freely off of the bed.

She laid her arm over her thigh and glance around the room. She had never been good with describing her emotions. Hopefully he would see that she really was trying. It was easier for her to get angry and throw a tantrum then to sit down and talk about her feelings. She is and had always been a woman of action. It was just how she was predisposed.

"Ok, that's a start...Why do you feel sad?" he replied.

What type of question was that? He knew exactly why she was upset. If she wanted to get better she had to do this. Korra swallowed before answering him.

"…Because...I do?" She replied.

She honestly didn't know how to respond. But still the faithful doctor did not get irritated or upset. He simply nodded his head as if she was actually giving him useful information.

"This may seem odd to you Korra but your memory lapses are connected to your emotions. Your mind can only handle so much stress before it feels overworked and shuts down. If you keep anything bottled up for too long it backfires on you." He explained keeping his eye contact with the teen.

It sort of made sense to her… She would get start to get better, then feel stressed and her memory would fade and her hallucinations would take over. It was logical for someone with her condition to do something like this, right? Her mind had created this utopia for her. She had gotten out of that stuffy compound and moved to the city where the real excitement was. She wasn't alone there; she had friends and was surrounded by people who cared about her. She was finally understanding what people meant by the harsh light of reality. Just thinking about it all being in her head was making her depressed. Kavik was talking about something now but she wasn't listening to him. His words faded into the background blending in with the monochromatic setting of the room.

Even now facing it all everything seemed so surreal. The seriousness of her situation was finally starting to sink in. She really was alone. There really was no one else out there for her. She hadn't seen her parents in so long and she had no friends. The brunette's eyes fixed onto the tile blow her. Her cerulean orbs watched as the ceiling lights reflected off of the snow white floor.

"Korra, Korra? Are you ok?" Kavik asked taking a deep look at her.

"Oh, ah...Yeah, I'm fine" she replied, his words had broken her away from her deep thoughts.

"Were you having more hallucinations?" he asked, as he spoke he leaned in making sure not to miss a word.

"Oh...No I was just...Thinking...Sorry" she said moving her eyes away from his.

And odd silence filled the room. Kavik watched Korra and her blue orbs stared at the floor. It was broken by a loud roar the erupted from the Avatar's empty stomach. She hadn't realized she was this hungry until now. It was early morning and the last time she had been fed was a bit before the sun had started to set. Thinking about it now it made sense. The interjection from her stomach had thrown her off guard. Korra took her arms and wrapped them around her stomach hoping to stop it from being heard. Kavik let out a small chuckle.

"You're hungry I take it?" he remarked. "I'll go see what's taking your breakfast so long, ok" he said as he rose from his seat and crossed towards the door.

Her stomach growled again. She had never felt this hungry before. After only have liquid food given to her for so long her body wanted real food. No more broth being poured down her throat. She wanted to taste rice, meat and steamed vegetables. Just the thought of it all was enough to make her mouth water. They had rarely bought her solid food. After she had started refusing to eat she hadn't seen much of anything close to rice.

When she began to hunger strike Kavik would ask why she didn't want to eat. The doctor would go through the list and ask her if it was a memory of Tenzin or her time in the South Pole. He would proceed to try and coax her into eating food. It would go on for an hour or so of her telling him she knew he drugged it. He would try to convince her that she was wrong. Eventually she would just be force feed. If she had gotten lucky she would only eat once a day. Other times he would come in with a tray of hot steaming food to tempt her. She would drool and her stomach would urge her to just give in. She was weakened but Korra's will had been strong enough to resist. She shifted on the bed once more, lowering her leg so that it was planted on the floor by its counterpart.

Kavik reentered the room pushing a cart with a gleaming silver tray on top. He had only taken a few steps into the area before the smell caught her nose. She could smell so many spices that blended together perfectly to create such a tantalizing aroma. The teen's eyebrows lifted with delight as her stomach growled again in anticipation. He wheeled the cart over to where she sat.

As he approached her his pace slowed. Korra's gaze was locked onto the food. Kavik looked down at the teen. It seemed as though she hadn't noticed or had simply ignored the changes in her body. From her hunger strikes and force feeding she had shrunk considerably. What they were able to give her could only go so far. Broth would keep her stomach from growling but it wasn't nearly enough to keep up with her fast metabolism. The patient uniform has already large on her as it was but now it all but consumed her. Her complexion had lost its glow and her bones stood out more prominently. The sides of cheeks were sunken in a bit, same thing had happened around her eyes as well. He was scared to imagine what the rest of her body looked like. The doctor was relieved that she wanted to eat now.

When she resisted being fed and fought with the nurses Kavik feared they might break a bone. No matter how much spirit she had in her, her body could only take so much. Korra was always a thin girl. Beyond the muscle and skin there wasn't much to her. Now that most of her muscle was gone she didn't have a lot to lose. He may have been going out on a long shot with bringing her solid food but, it was worth a try. It seemed like at least part of her memory was back. She was calling him by his name now so that was promising.

The tray was filled with food. In the center was a bowl of rice porridge. Small pieces of green onion and what looked like chicken floated in it. Off to the side were two buns filled with something. She didn't have the slightest idea was to what was in them but she didn't care either! There was a pitcher or water up in the right corner and a glass that was filled right in front of it. To the lower left hand corner there was a plate with steamed green vegetables. A spoon and chop sticks were placed on the right side of her bowl.

Korra didn't waste a second. As soon as the tray was in front of her she reached for the chopsticks. As she took them in her hand a voice whispered in the back of her head, 'he drugged the food, don't eat it!' Just when she was reaching for something her hand stopped. 'NO! No one had been putting anything in my food. Its fine, it's safe,' she thought countering the voice.

She threw the voice out of her head and proceeded to pick up a vegetable with her utensil. As much as her stomach willed her hand to keep going a part of her made it stop. Why couldn't she do it? It was so simple, so easy! The brunette furrowed her brow in concentration as she tried to move her hand closer to the plate. It didn't budge an inch. Instead it just started shaking uncontrollably. She couldn't save Republic City from Tenzin and now she couldn't even feed herself?! Just how useless was she?

"Are you alright" Kavik asked, eyeing her quivering hand.

"I-I'm fine" Korra snapped back.

Kavik had feared something like this would happen. She had brainwashed herself. For so long had she refused to eat thinking he was poisoning her. And now her body really did believe it. Her rehabilitation was going to be harder than he thought. Things had reversed from how they were before. Before she had refused to eat no matter how loud her stomach growled. Now her mind didn't want to let her. He watched her struggle a bit longer. He could see the tense expression she bore. She fought desperately trying to get her hand to move. Finally the Avatar grew too frustrated and threw the chopsticks down onto tray.

"I changed my mind, I'm not hungry" she said bitterly crossing her thin arms over her body.

"There's no shame in needing a little help every now and again." Kavik replied giving her a small smile with his eyes.

"I don't need help...I'm just not as hungry as I thought I was." She finished keeping her eyes glued to the floor.

Her stomach let out a low growl. Memory or no memory Korra was still a terrible liar. That fact had never changed since she had arrived at Doum-ui. She may be seventeen now but she still had some juvenile characteristics about her. The way her arms were folded and her facial expressions she looked like a stubborn child. Then again she was. She had been stuck in that cold compound for years only to be kept locked up on Air Temple Island with Tenzin. Her mind was still new and bright. Though she had lived through quite a few horrors herself they had not stifled her character.

"You can eat whenever you feel you are ready" he said glancing down at her tray. "How much of your memory is back?" he inquired.

"…Not much" she replied still staring at the floor.

"Can you recall anything about your time in the South Pole, or Tenzin?" he asked.

"I don't really remember the compound. It was cold and boring, that's all." Korra stopped and rubbed her right thumb against the sleeve of her opposite arm prodding against the bruise underneath her shirt. This was the same spot one of the air bending attacks in her dream kept hitting her. "You never told me but...Tenzin…he used to..." he voice trailed off.

"Yes, Tenzin would physically abuse when he felt your training wasn't to his satisfactory." He said finishing her sentence.

She looked up at him for a split second as he spoke. His cobalt eyes became clouded for a second. It looked like he was on the verge of tears. That was all the proof she needed. Unlike everyone else in her life Doctor Kavik appeared to be only adult who wasn't related to her actually that cared about her wellbeing. Everything that had happened in her dream was real. Tenzin did think she was a failure. And she was. The citizens of Republic City didn't want her. She had fallen short when she had tried to stop Tenzin when she was fourteen. And with the state her mind was in now, who knew how long it would be before she was released. The lump found its way back into her throat.

"Do you remember anything specific to those events?" he asked.

"Nope" she said turning her head to look outside of the window.

"If you don't remember things right away don't worry about it. Let it come back as naturally as possible." the doctor said attempting to consol her.

With that the door opened to reveal the dark haired nurse. She looked as irritated as usual. Her lips were turned downward as she pushed a cart in. On top of it was a needle filled with the same clear liquid as before, beside it was a clear plastic cup with a small pill inside it. Offer to the side was a glass of water. The nurse's eyes locked onto Korra, they were filled with disgust and anger. The woman's icy glare made it evident to her that even when she had her memory the two did not get along.

"It is time for 1071's chi-blocking shot and medication, doctor" she snarled.

She did have a name…She wasn't just some kid they were stuck babysitting. The brunette recalled when her bending teachers would always stress the idea of her being the Avatar. Avatar must be this, and do this. Avatar Korra, are you listening? As much as them talking non-stop about Avatar duties had bothered her it paled in comparison as being referred to as a number. Sure Kavik had done it in a few of his logs in the journal. But after a bit they had stopped and he began to use her name. The nurse in question wasn't making any type of report and was just doing it to belittle her. The water tribe girl responded to the nurse by countering her icy glare with snarky pout. The woman turned her attention towards Kavik as she wheeled the cart in beside the bed.

He first took the needle in hand and removed the plastic covers off of the bottom half. As much as Korra didn't want the shot she knew it had to happen. She wasn't afraid of them per say. It was that chi-blocking had always been associated with Amon. And Amon meant fear, danger and vulnerability. She shook the notion out of her mind, as Kavik crossed the space and stood beside her.

"You won't feel a thing," he assured her showed the uncovered syringe.

This time Korra took the liberty of rolling up her sleeve or her uniform so he could find the vein. It's just a shot, nothing special. I've been getting them for years and today was no different. He took hold of her arm and quickly found the vein he was looking for and eased the tip of the needle into her skin. She winced a bit and watched as the liquid emptied into her arm. When it finished he gradually removed the needle from her skin and covered the top of it.

The teen began to roll down her long sleeve. As she did Kavik turned away from her and retrieved the plastic cup and glass of water. He held them out for the Avatar to take. At first she hesitated. Her eyes locked with the small capsule in the container. 'It's not poison, it's medication. It's not poison, it's medication' she chanted in her mind. She had been taking pills like this for years, today was no different. And with that her resolve hardened, she was going to take this medicine so she could get better.

The blue eyed girl extended her arms out in front of her, slowly reaching for the cup and glass. Her arms began to shake as she brought herself closer to the cup. A simple act such as reaching for something shouldn't take this long. More importantly she didn't want it to be a relapse of what had happened with her food. She had been so hungry but unable to eat a single bite. Finally her hands took hold of the small cup.

She brought the plastic cup close to her face getting a closer look at the pill. She could feel her hand shaking. 'It's not poison, it's medication. It's not poison, it's medication' she began to chant again. This was it now or never. Time slowed down as she bought the cup to her mouth. Her thin lips parted and allowed the pill to enter. As soon as it was in with her other hand she moved the edge of the glass to her lips. Cool refreshing water rushed into her mouth. After a gulp the pill got caught up in the liquid and was pulled down to her stomach. She nearly finished the glass before she stopped drinking from it. At least her body hadn't forgotten how to drink water and swallow.

Korra handed the glass to Kavik who in return placed it back onto the tray. He smiled at her as a silent way of telling her good job. And for the first time she was able to muster up something close to a smile. Her lips didn't curl up completely to make it a smile. None the less it was something different. For once in what felt like forever she had made an expression that wasn't a scowl or a grimace. This would be the start of her rehabilitation. It wasn't much of a step forward but for now it would do.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

What did you think? Please review, tell me what you like. "The Walk," is one of my favorite songs ever. I listen to it when I exercise a lot and it's just a great song to help blow off steam. Another song I listen to while I write this fanfic. I love getting reviews; they make my heart happy and motivate me to write more. Ask me questions and you might get a little hint about where this story is headed. 










7. Prognosticate


So excited for book 3! I didn't know if I would be able to make my deadline for this chapter. And I didn't…I kept putting off writing and then I had to buy a new mouse. And I've just been procrastinating honestly…I had hoped I would be able to finish this story before I started college but at the pace I'm going it will be a while before this is done…I'll try and work on that…

Prognosticate (预言)-foretell or prophesy an event in the future

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

Korra was lying on her bed sprawled out. Her right arm was folded behind her head propping it up. While her left arm lay on top of the sheets. Her right leg was bent at the knee with her foot planted on the bed. She let her left leg hang off the edge. She could feel the plush of the pillow against her arm and the layers of sheets below her body. Her chocolate locks were splayed out across the pillow framing her face like a crown. Rays of sunshine poured into the room. The light created ripples of soft yellow that cast shadows along the walls and floor. Kavik sat in his usual spot in the chair a few feet away from her bedside. The same notebook was in his lap as he jotted down a few notes every now and again.

Unlike before the edges of the book were folded over excessively. Inside of it a few pages had larges tears on them along with a bit of smeared ink. The brunette had done some damage to the notebook from her most recent adventure. Before the age of the book could only be told by the dates on the pages. Now it didn't looked three years old now. If anyone asked they might have guessed it had survived the one hundred years war.

"How are you feeling with the new medication" the doctor asked.

"Better I guess, I'm not as sleepy as I was before." She said turning her head to face the man.

"That's good, have you gotten anymore of your memories back? Also how are you sleeping at night?" He inquired raising his pen up from the page.

"…I don't remember much, other than small pieces about Tenzin… I think my sleep has gotten better, I'm not having nightmares now" as soon as she uttered the last bit of that sentence she wished she hadn't.

Though many sessions had passed since she started getting her memory back she still had a hard time talking to her doctor. The idea that she had thought he was Amon still lingered in her head. That wasn't the only reason she was only telling him small pieces of the truth though. She had never had someone she could open up with. Her parents had barely been in her life with all of the training she was doing. None of the White Lotus cared that much and she never had a single friend. Once she had started letting Kavik in she found is easier to tell him things.

When they spoke during their sessions it was different than the few interactions she had shared with others. There was something about him that softened her tough outer exterior. When she talked to him it was completely different. She wasn't sure if what Kavik had was charisma or some type of magic. As soon as she put forth the effort it became easier and easier to open up to him. For once she had found someone who didn't see her as the Avatar. The doctor saw her just as she was, Korra. There was just this small part of her that wouldn't let her show him all of her insecurities.

She had never been good at controlling her tongue. Whatever emotion she was dealing with at the times she let everyone know just what she was feeling. Lying about how she felt had never been one of her strong points. She did exactly what he told her to do, 'say whatever comes to mind.'

At first she didn't really understand what that had meant. In the beginning it was hard, she often just said a few short and simple things; yes, no, not really, kinda. She described things in concise three word sentences. It made sense why she was able to trust him so easily though. They had been very close before she had lost her memory. It was natural that she would find it easy to talk to him.

"Nightmares, you never mentioned these before. Is this something recent?" He said stopping his pen right in its tracks.

She wished she hadn't told him. But it had slipped out and now she had to deal with the consequences. The teen bit the inside of her lip and looked away from him. She silently prayed that he would take her quiet as a sign that she would rather not talk about it. If she wanted to get better sooner or later she would have to tell him about them. There wasn't really anyway around the idea.

"I can't help you if you don't let me in," he stated his voice that ever nurturing calm.

And the very idea of it coming back was too much to bear. The nightmare had tormented her for so long. She never wanted it to return, no matter what the circumstances. Korra released the inside of her lip from her teeth and let out a large sigh. He was right; she didn't want to spend her entire life locked away like this. She was the Avatar and the world needed her to be there for them. She had already wasted three years of her life here. She had already let the people of Republic City down once. She wasn't going to make that mistake a second time.

The teen proceeded to describe her dream to the man. She told him of the never ending darkness that had engulfed her. It had been so long since she had, had the nightmare but it was still so vivid to her. She told him about Tenzin's wrath along with the other voices of anger and disappointment she had heard. And lastly she told him of the ending of it all.

"I see… You feel guilty, that you could not stop Tenzin when you were younger," he said after taking in every word she spoke.

The nightmare brought her worst fears out into the open. She was terrified of failure. Korra didn't want to realize that she had failed everyone. And now the doctor was avoiding the issue. It wasn't just guilt about Tenzin. Her former teacher was only part of her problems. The bigger issue was her. Kavik had never lied to her. Korra had been thinking this for a while now. She just needed someone else to confirm her thoughts.

"My dream was right, wasn't it?" she said breaking the silence.

Korra moved from her laying position and sat up. She turned and locked eyes with Kavik. She watched his waiting for them to waver for even a split second. If his gaze flickered, he was lying to her. She didn't want him to tell her some sweet lie that would help her sleep easy. She wanted to know the cold harsh truth about it.

"Kor-" he began but was cut off by her.

"I've failed the city haven't I?" she said she could feel the guilt rises and her eyes beginning to sting.

The water tribe teen sat back down with her gaze locked onto the ceiling. She bent and then lifted her right arm placing her forearm over her eyes. Close or not Korra didn't want anyone to see her cry. The tears stung her orbs and threatened to fall.

"I can't even airbend…I'm just a failure to Tenzin… I really am the worst Avatar," she said a lump finding its way into her throat.

"No you are not. Every Avatar has had a hard time learning something, for you it is air bending. Just because you don't get it right away does not mean you never will. You have not failed Tenzin he has failed you. He was meant to teach you..." Kavik paused for a moment as his tone changed. The kindness of it began to leave and it was replaced with rage. "And it disgusts me that such an appalling man is Avatar Aang's son and a member of the council! The way he treated you…he should be locked up and left to rot in a jail cell."

Korra was taken aback by her doctor's words. She had never heard him sound so furious. Rage was rolling off of him in large waves. She looked down at his hand that held the pen. The man's knuckles were the same shade of white as her room. His eyes were contorted into an ugly glare. The writing utensil looked as if it might snap in two from the pressure of his hand. Stillness filled the room. Kavik's grip on his pen began to loosen. Color poured back into his hand. The teen looked back down at the cover below her. Then back over to her therapist.

"…I'm sorry...I shouldn't have said that…It is wrong for a doctor to impose their views onto patients." He said softening his gaze as it met hers.

"…I hate him," she said looking down at the tile.

One of the first important memories had come back to her. It was one of her first days of training and she had no success getting through those stupid gates. She had gotten inside of the contraption but was quickly expelled. The brunette had landed square on her butt and boy had it hurt. Finally when her head had stopped spinning she looked up and saw Tenzin looming over her. The next part was the worst…It came without warning. She had known he was disappointed with her but she had never imagined his anger to be so ruthless. He had lifted up his leg and kicked her hard square in the back. The force of his leg was multiplied as a large gust of airbending followed it. With such force she was sent flying into the gates once more.

She hadn't been good at dodging them when she had been concentrating so hard. Now being thrown in with such power she was certainly no match for them. One smacked her face upon entry. Others battered her sides, as she let out yelps and screams of pain. She was getting tossed around from side to side. Her body had hurt so much...She had finally reached her limit and let out a barrage of fire everywhere just wanting it all to stop. And finally it did…She was now surrounded by the burnt ruins of the artifact. Tenzin's face was twisted into a scowl as he looked down at the fourteen year old Korra.

"That was a two thousand year old historical treasure!" His voiced boomed. "What is wrong with you!?" he shouted as he made a bee line towards the Avatar.

Korra could feel herself shrinking as the monk stormed over to her. She had never hesitated to speak her mind before. But now she couldn't even mutter a single word. Tenzin had never acted this way with her before. He has gotten frustrated but never had she seen this blind fury that she was witnessing now. What would she even say to him? It was his fault he had pushed her. She hadn't meant to destroy it... As he grew closer and closer she was finally able to find her voice.

"What's your problem?! It wasn't my fault, ok?! You pushed me! I panicked!" She shouted back at him.

The monk said nothing until he was looming over her. His soft baby blue eyes hardened as his gazed fixed on her. She had known Tenzin to be a very tall man especially for her only being a young teen. Seeing him this angry and this close to her he seemed to all but be a fifty foot giant. The man raised his right hand and swiftly brought it forth. In seconds it made contact with the Avatar's right cheek.

The sound echoed through the air, as soon as the punishment had been delivered the monk left. Korra simply stood there in shock. The side of her face stung, a large handprint taking up the entire space of her cheek. She brought her calloused hand up to her face and gently touched the mark. The pads of her fingers barely brushed the surface yet even the smallest graze of skin made it hurt even more. Her eyes stung, with tears threatening to pour from her cerulean orbs. She knew it hurt to touch but still she left her hand by the side of her face. She was in utter shock that he had hit her…None of her other bending teachers had ever lade a hand on her. But that was only the beginning.

The memory was old but it was still fresh in her mind. She had trusted Tenzin and he had hurt her. There was nothing that he could ever do or say that would make up for the beatings and cruel words. Not only had he hurt her...But now he was out there exploiting the people of Republic City. She did hate him. She despised that man with every fiber of her being. She wanted nothing more than to see him in jail for his crimes. Air nomad or not he needed to be stopped.

"..Korra don't say that...You don't mean it."

"Yes, I do! I hate Tenzin! Maybe I wouldn't have completely lost it if it weren't for him! The city should be at peace with Amon gone...Last time I checked it wasn't, and it's his fault... And mine," she finished her voice trailing off at the end.

"Needing assistance is not a sign of weakness. It is a sign of determination and strength. It's been a while since I've told you anything about what's been going on in the city, things are looking up." he said

"How?" she asked in disbelief.

"Councilman Tarrlok and Chief Saikan are formulating a plan to cut down on organized crime." he said cheerfully. "Those two want nothing more than to improve the city. Your main focus should be on getting better." Kavik said.

Organized crime meant triads business. And if the triads were gaining power in the city it had to be related to Tenzin. That much she was certain about. Even with Beifong out of power he still had a way to pull strings around the city. It seemed like they hadn't made much progress from where the police stood three years ago. They must have known Tenzin was behind it but still couldn't get any solid evidence on him.

"Okay..." Korra muttered back disgruntled. "Wait Councilman Tarrlok, I've seen that name somewhere before."

"Yes, Tarrlok is the Northern Water Tribe Representative for the council in Republic City. He sent you that get well card a while back." Kavik's eyes perked up a bit from hearing the politicians' name.

Tarrlok was the same guy in all of those articles she read. He was the one who was trying to put Tenzin away for his crimes. She didn't really remember him but she must have met him at least once for him to remember to send her a get well card. Then again that also meant that if he knew she was here… There was no doubt that all of Republic City knew she had been admitted into a psych ward. She knew there must have been around fifty articles out there saying she had lost her marbles.

"Does everyone in Republic City know I'm here" she asked?

"No, this was kept very private. I believe the only people that know are you, me, and Tenzin." he stated.

"Then why did he send me that card" she inquired?

"Originally Tenzin told everyone that you had come down with an illness and would not be in the city for some time. This was the cover while you were first placed in my care. That was when the card was sent, nearly three years ago. It was a rather kind gesture and you were very happy to get it. You often went through destructive phases so I thought I would keep it safe for you." he explained.

It made sense; if a simple radio hadn't been safe from her wrath then a harmless card was clearly no match for it. Her mind shifted back to her nightmare. The faceless fire bender who had he been? Why did he hate her so much? And why did it hurt her for them to say that to her? His voice wasn't like the others in the dream. Unlike everyone else she saw his entire body standing in front of her. He had to be important enough for her mind to recreate him and have him stand before her.

"But, who do you think the firebender in my dream was," she inquired?

"I haven't the slightest idea, to be honest with you. Did the voice sound close to anyone's you've heard before?" he said looking back down at his notepad.

"Nope," she replied.

"This may be a stretch but maybe it isn't someone you've met before" he said turning to a new blank page in the notebook.

"Oh...Kay, are you sure you're not the one who needs to be sitting on this bed" she asked sitting up once more to look at him.

Korra raised an eyebrow at the doctor as she placed her palms of either side of herself. What was Kavik talking about? Someone she's has never met that was in her dream? Wasn't that impossible? She had heard the story of Aang seeing a vision of Toph Bei Fong in a swamp. But she wasn't in some super spiritual place she was in a psych ward within the United Nations. There was nothing mystical about it.

"Normally I wouldn't suggest such a thing to a patient but, you are the Avatar. It is possible for this to happen. Being the Avatar makes you very intuitive, Korra. A dream manifesting into someone's worst fears is one thing but from what you've told me, this was much more. Do you recall what the firebender looked like?

"Nope, I can't remember if he even had a face the first time I had the nightmare" she said sighing.

Kavik had told her time after time that it was ok to not remember things right away. But only having pieces to look back on was starting to get to her. She could recall the earlier parts of her life, the cold and the isolation of the compound. That was followed by the fragmented memories of Tenzin's fury. And another large gap filled with smaller memories of Pai Sho games and long therapy sessions with Kavik.

Korra quickly became frustrated once more. Why did she even bring up the stupid nightmare in the first place? And why did Kavik want to talk about it so much? The nightmare had been delivering her the same message every time she had it. Over and over again it screamed at her, you are a failure. The dream had been her wake up call to bring her back to reality. It had brought some good. But still even though she no longer had it, the images it left in her head still haunted her. She could still hear the voices of the citizen yelling at her to go away. The voices of the three men, that broke down her confidence. As much as the doctor tried to convince her that she hadn't, she still wasn't buying it.

She had failed and not just in trying to stop Tenzin. No that was only the first out of many. With each time she got better and then began to hide away inside her mind. When she would succumb to her own hallucinations she had failed then as well. She had spent her life training her body and yet had been unsuccessful in keeping her mind in check. Korra had mastered three elements by age fourteen but had never really been able to use the skills she had been taught. All of that training endured to lay around in a hospital, pathetic.

How was it even going to be someone she hadn't met yet? Last time she checked she wasn't anywhere near mentally ready to leave Doum-ui. But that was going to change. She was getting better with each passing moment. She didn't need all of her memories back to fight off Tenzin and others that threatened the city. She was the Avatar if anyone was right for the job, it was her. Out of all of the change she had seen in her life there was only one constant person and that was Kavik.

He was the only one who had been actively in her life and actually cared about her. He wanted to make sure Korra was ok, not the Avatar. The way he acted, he wasn't just concerned for her because she was his patient. He genuinely cared about her. To put it nicely Korra was quite a handful. She wasn't an easy patient to deal with, if Kavik didn't care for her he could have surely asked another doctor to take over. He was the one and only positive stable thing in her life.

The dark haired nurse and the other male nurse seemed to be just stuck with assisting her doctor. She highly doubted they all hated their jobs so much that they always had a grimace plastered across their faces. They just didn't want to have to deal with such a difficult patient. Which was understandable to her but, recently she had been very well behaved. But their behavior towards her hadn't changed a bit. She had a small piece of hope that with her returning to normal that they might become a bit pleasant but had no such luck. If anything the raven haired nurse was even nastier. The burly men didn't glare at her as much...Mainly because they knew she wasn't going to try and attack them.

"So I'm going to meet some firebender who I'm going to befriend and then is going to hate me...Great." She replied rolling her eyes.

"I don't know maybe, maybe not. It's all up to you Korra. The funny thing about the future is it's always changing," he said setting his pen down.

Normally Kavik's wise and virtuous comments were usually found to be comforting by the Avatar. That didn't seem to be the case for right now. The fate is not set in stone, yeah, yeah. She knew all of that. Still things were looking up for her. The fact that she might meet this firebender showed signs of her getting out soon. In her dream she had looked the same as she did now so this encounter was close by. Aang had seen his earthbending teacher in the swamp only a little bit before he met her. The idea of being able to leave this hospital was promising enough for now. She could deal with the issue this firebender would bring when it happened. The only thing that mattered was that she might be getting out soon. A small hand wrapped upon the metal door from the outside.

"I have breakfast and medication for 1071" the nurse said.

"Yes, come in" Kavik said turning to face the director of the sound.

Why did that nurse refuse to use her name? Korra hadn't exactly been pleasant to the woman but she was human. She deserved to be called by her own name and not some number. Up until recently the teen hadn't noticed how nasally and annoying the woman's voice was. She wanted more than anything to give the nurse a piece of her mind. But each time she restrained herself from doing just that. Getting irritated at a nurse wasn't going to prove to Kavik that she was ready to be released from Doum-ui. If anything he might put her on another medication for her anger.

The woman followed the same basic routine. She pushed the cart in and then left the room. The water tribe girl braced herself. This was it; she could do it this time. Over time she had finally made progress and was able to eat again. She didn't eat nearly as much as she did before her fever but she was working on it. Her breakfast was usually the same thing every day. A small bowl of rice porridge in the center, a dish filled with some type of fruit, and a glass of water. Off to the side was her medication for the day.

She took the chop sticks in hand and started with the fruit. She made sure to keep her breathing at a steady pace. The meal looked promising today, rice porridge with green onion and a small side of moon peaches. She lifted a slice of peach with her chopsticks and slid it into her mouth and began to chew. The fruit was sweet and smooth but tangy and juicy. At the same time she wasn't really concentrating on the flavor. She was just worried about being able to swallow it. After a few more bites she was on autopilot. She didn't need to chant in her head that the food was safe. It was no longer an issue for her now. Gradually the food in the dishes began to diminish. Without hesitation the brunette took the plastic cup with the pill and placed the medication in her mouth. With what was left of her water she washed the pill down into her body.

"I'm impressed, you ate all of it. In all these years I've never seen you recover so quickly from one of your memory lapses. You're making a miraculous recovery." he said astonished.

She knew he wasn't just talking about her eating the food. He was talking about all of her growth these past few weeks. Korra had told Kavik thing she had never let anyone know about her. She was slowly coming to terms with certain aspects of her life. That would take time but as soon as she did he had to let her resume her training. Republic City may have had Chief Saikan but it needed their Avatar badly.

Kavik reached under the cart to the second tier and pulled out a small hand mirror. It wasn't much but it was something. The handle and sides were made of a shiny metal. The handle and sides were so brilliant she could see her reflection in it. The mirror had an elaborate design of waves from the ocean. With such detail they must have been hand carved. The doctor hand the object over to her along with a small brush. The brush had the same design on it as the mirror.

Korra happily took the mirror and brush from him. She held the mirror in her left hand and the brush in the right. It wasn't much but it was one of the liberties that she had earned. She still had to be supervised while using it. Kavik had told her it was just the police to monitor patients when they were given anything that could be used as a weapon. As much as she had complained about doing her hair as a child she was kind of happy to have the liberty now.

The stiff bristles of the brush carefully cut through the small tangles in her hair. They smoothed out the surface and added shine to each strand of hair. The brush had been a very good one. The Avatar had never asked but she knew he must have brought it special for her. The food at the ward was nice but everything else was a bit iffy at times. Her bed was a tad hard, the molding on the window was cracked and her shower no matter how much it gleamed as rather old as well. The way the brush shined it must have been brand new and rather expensive at that.

Naturally she had thanked him for such a wonderful gift. He replied that it was nothing and she had earned it. Kavik was always like this though. He never asked for anything in return. He really was like a father to her. When she came face to face with reality it had been hard for her. She had felt like she was so alone for so long. But she wasn't alone...Not really, she had Kavik, he was always there for her no matter what. After she finished brushing her hair she handed the brush and mirror back to him and he placed it on the bottom row of the cart.

And for the first time in a while things were really looking up for Korra. She was finally able to fill in some of the missing epics of her memories. Without them she and felt so empty and hallow, now that she was getting them back she was finally starting to feel like herself again. The old angry brooding young Avatar was vanishing. In her place was a new friendly, cheerful and impatient one. The teen was filled with even determination than before. She was going to make a full recovery this time. She had been absent from the world scene for far too long. Republic City, no, the world needed their Avatar.

And all of the progress she had been making was all thanks to her doctor Kavik. He had told her that patient often needed support groups to truly get better. It was usually made of parents and close friends. One look at Korra's situation and you would think she was just out there on her own. She had thought the same thing but now she realized she was wrong. She did have a strong support system. And that was Kavik he was like a father and a friend to her.

If what her doctor was saying was true she would be released soon and be back into the world. It didn't matter what trouble Tenzin or this unknown fire bender had cooked up. She was going to put an end to it. It was only a matter of time.
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And that's all for now. Please review and tell me what you think. Your feedback helps so much! Things are about to get serious, are you ready? I'll try to get better on updating but I will make no such promises. 










8. Dissension


I'm finally getting closer to making that deadline. I was only a few days off for this update. Sadly this chapter is rather short. (Sorry) I got to do a little reseach on the rules of playing Pai Sho. I hope you still enjoy it. ^^

Dissension (纠纷)- a disagreement that leads to discord.
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Korra picked up one of her jasmine tiles; she had the perfect place for it. She may have been a bit behind but this move was going to be the beginning of her comeback. A sly smirk began to spread across her face. As soon as it appeared she tried her best to suppress it. She didn't want her opponent to get an idea on what she was going to do. Surely Kavik would never see it coming. The brunette placed the tile down onto the board and looked to the other side were her opponent sat. The doctor let out a small cough before looking down at her newly placed tile.

"I wouldn't have done that if I were you," he said as he took a tile into his fingers.

The two sat cross legged in front of a low table that had a Pai Sho board overtop. This game had been excruciating. No matter how hard she tried she still couldn't outsmart the man. She had thought of many strategies and even attempted to see if there was a pattern to how he played. Every attempt left her dumbfounded. In the end she had found nothing. Game after game after game she always lost.

He placed it down next to the others had on the board. She couldn't see what type of tile it was though. Kavik's rather large fingers covered up the design on it. She could make out a small hint of orange on the piece. It appeared to either be the chrysanthemum tile or the rhododendron. Finally he lifted his fingers from the board to reveal what playing piece he had put down. She leaned in every so slightly to get a better look. Her eyes grew wide as she saw it; it had been the chrysanthemum tile. That meant only one thing…She had lost again.

"I give up," Korra said exasperatedly as she then her arms into the air and allowed herself to fall backwards. The teen folded her arms behind her head and pouted. "There is no way I'm going to win."

"Oh come on, you are getting better at this," he said suppressing a chuckle.

"I've lost every game we've played today" she insisted.

"The score can't be that bad." Kavik teased.

The young Avatar found the slip of paper she had been using to keep score lying a few feet away from her. She lifted it up a few inches from her face. Her eyes read the sloppily written characters. The note read; Korra: 0 and Kavik: 12. She began thinking back to seeing their earlier score sheet in that folder. The slip of paper had a number of tallies by her name unlike now. How had she even beaten him once as a child? She wasn't anywhere near close to that goal now. Most likely he had let her win before so that it wouldn't bruise her self esteem.

"That makes thirteen wins for you….And zero for me." She said sitting up.

Korra bawled up the slip of paper, into the palm of her hand. She tossed the ball aside as it hit the large metal door inside of her room. The paper made contact with the wall creating a soft thud before falling onto the tiled floor.

"Oh…Well you are improving." He said trying to cover up his embarrassment.

He didn't realize that his score was so much higher than hers. Though both he and Korra knew Pai Sho was never her strong point. She groaned in frustration, was there nothing better to do than to play Pai Sho? She was getting restless again. As far as she was concerned she was ready for the world. She was just as normal as the other people outside of these walls. She no longer had any strange dreams or hallucinations. Her memories were back with her. The young Avatar was finally herself again.

She turned her head so that she now faced the window. The afternoon sun was a bright golden yellow. She didn't want to spend anymore of her days playing games. She wanted to be out there protecting people. There was an entire world out there just waiting for her. It brought back the same longing she had as a child, the desire to see what lie beyond her gloomy prison. It wasn't that she didn't enjoy Kavik's company, she did. It was just that she didn't want to spend the rest of her life at Doum-ui.

"You're bored, I know...You are also getting restless again, I can tell. You have to be patient with this, it takes time. I do have an important announcement for you though." He said looking at the girl. Kavik moved so that he was now standing.

Her ears perked up at the words of 'important announcement.' Was he going to let her start training again? Oh how she missed her bending so much. She longed to waterbend again or to see flames burst from her fist and high kicks. She missed feeling the earth shift below her feet and change at her will. He had already stopped giving her the chi blocking shot. Her mind was swimming with ideas of the new reward. The possibilities were endless. Korra finally sat up and made eye contact with the doctor.

"You've made a miraculous recovery. I've looked at everything and I think it's safe to say you are ready to resume your training." he said smiling.

Korra could feel her chest began to swell with excitement and glee. This was it! She was finally going to be able to start training again. This was something she had longed to be able to do for so long. She wanted to jump up right then and there and scream for joy.

"Yes! Yes, yes, yes!" She shouted jumping to her feet. The teen was overjoyed with the news. She was finally getting to leave Doum-ui and for good. Then another thought hit Korra, what if Kavik was just making a joke.

"Wait, so I can leave. As in no more, Miss grumpy and her tiny friends?" she asked eyeing her doctor suspiciously.

He could help but let out a small laugh. He assumed the 'miss grumpy' she was referring to was the nurse that helped him.

"Yes" he said reassuring her. "You will no longer be a long term patient of Doum-ui, you can return to your training."

"Thank you, thank you so much" Korra said as she stood up. She made a mad dash across the small space and wrapped her arms around Kavik.

"Why are you thanking me? I didn't do much; your recovery was all you. It happened because you worked for it and you earned it." He said smiling at the Avatar.

The doctor gladly returned her hug and placed his arms around the Avatar's upper back. She had never been so happy before. This was it; she was finally going to be able to leave. In the same way it was a rather bitter sweet moment. She had spent a good portion of her life at Doum-ui. Out there in the city she had no one. No family and no friends, she would all by herself once again. For a while the two just stayed like this. This was probably one of the last times she would see her doctor. She would have to come for checkups every now and again. Other than that the two would rarely see each other. Slowly the two pulled away from the hug.

"With your condition some days will be better than others; you must make sure you take your medication every single day, ok?" he said as his misty blue eyes met her cerulean.

"I know, I know" she replied.

Korra could feel herself choking up a bit. It was all a part of growing up though. Having to move on and be on your own. But still she didn't want to leave Kavik. He had become such a big part of her life. Surely there wouldn't be anything against her coming back to the ward to visit him. Still not seeing him every day would be odd to her.

But still she was more than happy to be rid of the cranky nurse and glaring guards. The thing she had been anticipating the most was being able to use her bending again. It had been years since she had been allowed to use her abilities. When the doctor had told her she wouldn't have to get her shot every morning she had been ecstatic. But he also then informed her that she couldn't use her bending in Doum-ui. It was just a part of their rules. On the other hand she didn't want to think about how rusty she would be.

"I will notify Tenzin now so that he can send someone to pick you up in a few days" Kavik said turning towards the door.

"What…? NO!" Korra protested. The thought of being sent back to stay with Tenzin had never crossed her mind before.

"Tenzin is your legal guardian while you are in Republic City. As a doctor I don't really have a choice in the matter." he argued back.

Anyone would have been considered a fool if they hadn't seen this coming. Tenzin had been a terrible guardian to her. It was natural that she didn't want to go back. But sadly her opinion wasn't one that could change much at this state. They could contact the court and file a lawsuit against Tenzin. But that would take far too long. Time wasn't something Korra had. If they could get the court to even look into this it would take too long. Not to mention what would happen if the media got wind of this. It would be easier for her to just wait a bit until she turned eighteen. From there she could just go live on her own.

Now that she was thinking about it, it did make sense. From her parents care she had been placed into hands of the White Lotus. And from there she was sent to Air Temple Island where Tenzin was to take care of her. If other people knew what he had put her through they'd never make her go back. But sadly, the only people who knew about it were her and Kavik. No court would believe her case. A hallucinating teen claiming a monk, the son of Avatar Aang, had abused her. Wouldn't that be the biggest joke of the century?

"If I go back with Tenzin how am I supposed to stop him? He'll just tell all of the White Lotus sentries that I'm crazy and keep me locked up again! I'm not going back with him!" she shouted back.

"Your parents have placed you in Tenzin's care. If I were to not inform him of your recovery there would be serious repercussions." He disputed. "This is not up for discussion," the doctor snapped.

With that the man left her room leaving her alone in silence. She groaned before flopping down on top of her bed. Why was Kavik being like this? He knew better than anyone what Tenzin had done to her. What she had endured before being placed in Doum-ui. He knew...And yet he was going to send her back? Sure now she was older, she wouldn't get frightened when he yelled at her. But if things escalated there was no way she was backing down from a fight. It had been so long since she had been able to use her bending. She had gone years without using her it. Even with it she didn't stand much of a chance against an airbending master.

Sure living at the island might make it easier for her to snoop around. But stealth had never been one of her strong points. He would probably have White Lotus sentries posted outside of her door and window to make sure she didn't leave. As happy as she had become upon hearing about her release, her attitude has changed completely. The teen knew what the rules were but she didn't care. They were going to have to drag her back to that place. She knew once she arrived going anywhere would be nearly impossible.

For a while she just laid there on her bed. She was on her back thinking over the fight she had with Kavik. Her mind stewed over the scene, leaving it on replay as she watched over and over again. With each moment she could feel her blood boiling even more. She just kept picturing Tenzin's smug face looking down at her as he welcomed her back to the island. The brunette turned so she was on her side staring at the bookshelf and then down to the floor. The low table along with the Pai Sho board lay in the floor.

The teen had been so happy to hear she was going to be released that she had forgotten what came with it. There was no way she was going back with Tenzin. She didn't know how exactly she was going to get around this but she had to. This wasn't just about her and what she wanted. This was about what was right for the citizens of Republic City too. She moved her head slightly to look at the door. She could see the colors from the window projecting onto the metal. The sun was beginning to set now. She didn't know when he would come back. Most likely the doctor would not return until the next morning. Maybe it was better that she wouldn't see him right away. It wasn't even late but the day had been emotionally draining for her. From the Pai Sho games and the notorious conversation with Kavik she just couldn't seem to keep her eyes open.

She shivered a bit before deciding to crawl under the covers. Making sure she had the multiple sheets together. The familiar soft and thick layers of bedding lay on top of her. They hugged around the curves of her body. She put the side of her head against her fluffy pillow nuzzling in closer to get comfortable. She no longer compared them to the furs at the compound or the sheets she had at Air Temple Island.

They have a special place for her in her mind. Unlike the compound and the island this place felt more like a home. The other places were lonely. She could never really be herself there. It was like she was some type of museum exhibit. Here she was with someone who cared for her. With that final thought the teen's eyes closed and the Avatar drifted off into a calm dreamless slumber.

XXX

The sun had replaced the moon's position in the sky now. Her cerulean eyes began to open. She gave her eyes a second to adjust to the natural light that flowed from her window. Korra saw up in her bed and began to stretch. She put her arms in the air and let out a small yawn. She noticed that the Pai Sho board and table were gone from the floor. Had Kavik cleaned them up? Her mind went back to their fight from yesterday. She needed to figure a way out of this.

She threw the covers back from her bed and proceeded to get out of bed. The teen turned so that she was facing the window. The sun shined brightly in the rather cloudy sky. The snow sparkled like glitter as the light hit it. Once again she lifted her arms above her head as she shut her eyes. Korra shifted from being flat foot and onto the tips of her toes as she stretched again. She moved back to her bed and sat down dangling her legs over the edge.

Now all she had to do was think of what to say when Kavik came in. How would she even say it? There had to a solution that would work with everyone. She didn't want him to lose his job. But going back to Tenzin wasn't the answer either. The watertribe teen began to kick her feet back and forth.

As Korra sat on the end of her bed time began to pass. There had been a few times were she had woken up before he came… But hours had passed and she hadn't seen him at all. She could see the sun dropping lower in the sky. She followed through her usual routine without him. The same surly nurse had come by earlier to give her breakfast and medication but she hadn't seen her doctor yet. She had tried to ask her where Kavik was and she only snapped back that he was busy. Minutes and then hours passed and still no doctor. It was odd to not see him, in the same way this also gave her more time.

She still had yet to think of a way to get herself out of this mess. There had to be some way out of this. She began to fidget and move around. In no less than five minutes she had transitioned from four different positions. Finally she had given up on try to be comfortable lying down and decided to stand up. With a huff the Avatar finally stood. An idea was bound to come to her. It would only be a few more days before Tenzin would come and pick her up though. Sooner was preferred than later.

There was only one way she was getting out of this. She would have to run away. Even if it were just to give her some extra time. Her doctor would be breaking the law if he helped her escape but if she did it on her own the police couldn't blame him for anything. Breaking out of Doum-ui had seemed impossible when she thought Amon had kidnapped her. But things had changed.

They still locked her door every night but she was no longer given a chi blocking shot. She had started working out again. She wasn't doing anything big, just sit ups, pushups and going through bending forms. She hadn't been allowed to venture past the bathroom she used to wash up. So the teen had no idea exactly how large the hospital was. Finding a fast and easy escape route through it would prove difficult. Even if she did find an exit that's to say it wouldn't be locked.

She wasn't slick enough to steal a key off of a nurse. Kavik had to have a key to her room. Maybe even a master key that opened every door. She did want to get out but she didn't want to get him in trouble. She felt guilty lying to him even though she felt it needed to be done. Her eyes wandered around her room to see if there was anything that would aid her in her escape.

Her eyes grew wide as a smile began to spread across her face. She got off of her bed and stood before her window. She placed her hand around one of the metal bars. The window would make a perfect escape. It wouldn't take much for this plan to work. The pieces were finally starting to fall into place. And with that the door opened and Kavik entered. He walked over to where the Avatar was sitting on her bed.

"Good afternoon Korra" he said greeting her. "Sorry for the late arrival I had some paperwork to do for your release." The doctor continued into the room closing the door behind him.

"I know that staying with Tenzin won't be easy for you. It's not much but this might help." he reached into the pocket of his lab coat and pulled out a small business card.

The young Avatar looked at the card and scanned it quickly. It was fairly simple one; it had the characters of 'Doum-ui Development Center,' written across it in black ink. In the center was the drawing of two hands. The palms were open with them overlapping a bit. The hands help a small red heart. Below it was the address of the ward. In the corner was Kavik's name and profession written in neat characters.

"Gee, thanks doc. So when I lose my marbles again I know exactly where to find you." Korra said halfheartedly.

"Flip it over to the back,' he said chuckling.

She flipped the card over to the backside to find an address written on it. The characters were different from the ones on the front. The handwriting on the front had clearly been done by a machine but the back was different. It was neat and tidy like the other papers of his. She didn't recognize the address. Then again Korra's time to wander in Republic City had been short lived. She hadn't gotten the chance to do any sightseeing let alone memorize street names.

"It's not much but if you're ever in the city, you know where to find me. You can stop by at anytime Korra." He said giving the teen his signature eye smile.

"Thanks, Kavik. I'll try and visit if Tenzin doesn't keep me locked up all of the time," she said attempting to joke about her situation.

The remainder of the day continued as normal. Kavik shared with her some of the interesting sights in Republic City she might be interested in.

"Town hall is wonderful place. The building has so much history in the design." He said.

"My first time being out of Doum-ui in years and you want me to visit Town hall? There's gotta better place to visit than there?" she pleaded.

"For someone who's lived here for so long, I don't get out very much. I can't say I know too many places people often go," he said chuckling. "The city does have a lot of nice restaurants; you can pick what type of nation's food you want depending on where you are."

"That's at least something interest. You never go out just to enjoy yourself?" She asked.

"With a schedule like mine, I find I'm rather busy or too tired to want to do much." he replied.

Now that she was thinking about what spare time did her doctor have? He was always with her. He stayed with her from early into the morning till the sunset. Not to mention that she could be a handful at times. With all of that it didn't leave room for much socializing on his part. But with her leaving what would he be doing? She assumed he'd just move onto another patient.

"Reading a nice book or a nice game of Pai Sho it my idea of a good time. I know you'd rather do something more exciting with your spare time." The doctor said.

Food was brought in for dinner and they chatted while she ate. Along with her dinner was a gift from her doctor it wasn't much. But it was exactly what she needed. It was a pair of dark blue sweat pants, a matching sweatshirt and simple black shoes. He apologized for the clothing being so simple but knew she would want something to wear besides her white orderly uniform. Right as the nurse came to retrieve it she asked for her to leave the pitcher of water there, telling the nurse that she was still thirsty. It was a simple lie but one that couldn't be questioned. Everything was falling into place for her.

For a while after she finished eating the two sat and talked. Their conversation covered many topics. From interesting sites in the city to even fond memories the two had shared. It began to grow late and their conversation waddled down into small talk. As time passed the doctor took his leave. She gave a small good night as he closed the metal door behind him. Now that she was alone all she had to do was wait. She moved from her bed to the floor. For her plan to even work she needed to make sure she didn't fall asleep.
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That's all for now! I've already got a head start on the next chapter. If the episode of Korra this week doesn't end in a cliffhanger I'll update in a week and a half instead of two weeks. Please tell me what you think. And please point out any grammatical errors in the story.










9. Hegira


New chapter! I'm just so excited about the book 3 finale. It's going to be intense. My sister always says my fanfic's title is strange. Do you guys think it's weird? I picked the title for a good reason though. Sadly I won't be able to finish this before I start college. Seeing as I start Monday…

"Moving like the speed of sound, feet can't keep on the ground. Can't stay in one place. Keep moving like a bullet train"-(Bullet Train) Stephan Swartz ft Joni Fatora

Hegira (回教纪元)-a journey especially when undertaken to escape from a dangerous or undesirable situation
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For a while she just sat there in the floor. Her legs folded into one another as she watched the large metal door before her. She heard the hum of a chatty nurse and the crisp echo of passing footsteps. The nurse's voice was muffled from the door allowing her to only hear every other word from the woman. She heard talk of a gift she bought the other day. And then bits and pieces of how her kids were doing and what not. The woman's nasally voice made her ears ring.

The teen could barely hear the other company. Every now and again they would say something like 'oh really,' or 'that's great.' For that brief few seconds her ears would be spared from the woman's winey voice. One thing was for sure, whoever this woman was she loved to talk. She carried on for what felt like forever before parting with the group. Korra could hear the sound of their shoes click against the tile as they departed and went back to work.

'Is Kavik the only busy person around here?' She thought narrowing her eyes at the door. Her doctor always had somewhere to be and something to do. But the other employees appeared to just laze around. They had to have had other patients to take care of. She wasn't the only one in a psych ward that needed to be watched constantly.

As time passed the sounds began to decimate into silence. She waited until she stopped hearing the echo of passing footsteps. Without that annoying nurse chatting in the hall she became bored. The clouds had taken center stage in the sky blocking out any remaining sunlight. It was getting close to the time she normally went to sleep. She needed to make sure she didn't nod off. Her plan would be ruined if she did.

The brunette tried to fill her mind with other thoughts. She thought of the pro-bending matches she had heard on the radio. Then she thought of how big and bright Republic City would be at night. The South Pole was beautiful at night. The way the snow sparkled as the town's light hit it. The city would be even better than that. It was huge compared to what little of her hometown she could see from her compound. She tried her best to imagine all of the Sato-mobiles and the large towering buildings. She smiled inside, maybe she'd finally get so see one of those pro-bending matches live. It was a bit of a long shot but still doable. She could feel herself becoming jittery with excitement.

And when the evening turned into night she knew it was time. She gave one last look around her room, taking in each detail. As strange as it would seem, she was actually going to miss this place. It had been her home for so many years. It had been one of the only places where she hadn't been alone. Sure Doum-ui was filled with plenty of unpleasant memories. Her long sleepless nights, followed by extensive days filled with delusions. But through all of it Kavik had right there for her every step of the way.

Korra got up from her spot on the tile and turned to face the window. The sky was filled with clouds while snow was whipped around as it fell from the sky. Snow was beginning to form on the outside corner of her window. Although she couldn't see the moon she could feel it. For the first time in what felt like forever she could feel the strength it was giving her. Like the moon pulled the tide, it made her hunger for freedom grow even more. The moon's presence made her jumpy with anticipation. She longed to bend her natural element.

She turned toward the blue sweats that lay neatly folded on the edge of her bed. The teen quickly changed not wanting to waste a moment of the precious moonlight. For now she left the hood down, she needed to be able to see exactly what she was doing. She looked down on the floor at the foot of her bed and spotted her black shoes that Kavik had given her.

They weren't exactly ideal for a trip in the snow but they were all she had. She longed for her boots she had at the compound. If Kavik had kept them they would be too small for her now. She could only imagine how much snow was outside waiting for her. Korra didn't know how long it would take her to get into the city; she hoped it would at least be bearable. There was nothing she could do about it really, so she slipped the shoes on and went straight to business.

Her eyes went down towards the cart that she had asked the nurse to leave behind. In the center was a tall pitcher filled to the brim with water. She hadn't even bothered to pour any into the glass beside it. It might have looked better if she had and less suspicious. It didn't matter now though. What's done is done. Her cerulean eyes closed as she took in a deep breath. It was now or never. Even though Kavik had stopped giving her the chi-blocking shot she still hadn't practiced using her bending. The tile wasn't bendable, and she was never left alone before with any water, and the cold temperature of the room made it difficult to firebend in.

She opened her eyes and moved her hands over the pitcher. Slowly her hands drew water out of the container. The water began to rise out of its container and into the air. Her hands moved naturally but slowly. She feared that if she rushed the water would slip from her grasp. The teen brought the water in front of her face before moving it over to the windows. Her mind focused back on her training from all of those years ago. The teen kept her breathing steady and relaxed. She had hands raised with her palms facing the window.

As the water covered the bars on her window she began to spread her fingers apart. She let out a slow deep breathe from her mouth leaning in closer to the window. As she did the water began to freeze around the bars. She bent the remaining water from the pitcher into three small water whips. She brought her hand up close to her ear before moving it across her body on an angle. With precision and speed the water sliced through the bars. One piece slipped away from the other but did not fall to the ground. The windowsill was just big enough to stop the piece of metal from sliding away. She bent the water off of the bars and back into the pitcher. The teen took a step towards the window and moved the pieces of the bar onto the floor over by the bookshelf.

Korra repeated the same process on the glass of the window. This time she wasn't so lucky. A second after the water cut through the broken glass it fell to the floor and shattered around her feet. With the glass now gone she could hear the whistling of the wind. The current flowed into the room nudging at the exposed skin of her hands and face. The breeze rustled her brown locks. She froze hoping no one had heard such a loud noise. She waited for a bit listening for something; a passing of a guard, idle conversation in the hall. She was met with silence instead. With that she continued with her task.

The blue eyed girl jumped onto her bed. She could feel the mattress sink in a tad where she stood. Her eyes watched the wind whisk the snow from off the ground and into the air. Just as one snow flake was swooped up it began traveling through the sky only for another oncoming gust to knock it in the other direction changing its course. It was nothing compared to a storm in the south but it had been so long since she had been at the compound. It had been years since she had gone outside honestly. Doum-ui wasn't very big on Ecotherapy. She hoped her body was up to the challenge. She didn't have much of a choice. It was either brave the harsh weather or be in Tenzin's clutches.

Her little escape would also buy her some time. If she could get Kavik to see reason he wouldn't send her back to Air Temple Island. She needed to do what was right for her and the city. Kavik needed to do what was best for his job. Korra knew that he cared about her but legally his hands were tied. She could get help from Councilman Tarrlok. He had constantly been trying to expose Tenzin for who he really was. And she was living proof. If she spoke with him he would surely help her. Even if it just meant giving her a place to stay.

The window's edges had a border of jagged remaining glass. If she climbed through it the way it was now the glass would leave cuts all over her. It would take too much time to heal all of the small cuts. She needed to make a much distance from the ward as possible. When they find her room empty surely there would be a large search party. She wasn't just any patient she was also the Avatar. There would be people who knew these woods like the back of their hands. She had to be smart about this. Not to mention what the cold would do to her cuts for being exposed to such cold temperatures. She didn't know how long it would be before she could find a warm place to stay. The trail of blood would easily be seen in the white of the snow. She didn't need to give them such an obvious way to track her.

The teen stripped her bed of its blankets and covers. She put her pillow on the bottom on the window and wrapped her arms in layers of blankets. Korra placed her foot onto the pillow as she climbed out of the window and into the snow. She could feel the glass press into the covers that surrounded her hands. Her right hand was wrapped mainly in the thick comforter. It had done the trick though. As hard as the glass tried it wasn't cutting her hand, though her left hand wasn't so lucky. She cringed as she felt the glass cut a bit of her palm through the layers of cloth.

One black clad foot landed softly on the snowy ground. She placed the other one next to it. Tonight wasn't the best night for an escape but, she didn't want to spend another day at Doum-ui. If she had waited another day it would be just her luck that Tenzin would show up earlier than planned. It was bitterly cold outside the snow made it even worse. But her biggest concern was the wind; it was beginning to pick up speed. Chocolate brown locks whipped around her thin face. She lifted up the hood from her behind and onto her head.

Finally out of her room she could see a larger picture of what was really out there. The window had granted the teen a petite idea as to what the grounds looked like. But it was always so dirty that she could barely see out of it. There was a wide field that was incased in a wire fence that stood at around seven feet tall. The yard didn't have any trademark features. It was pretty void of trees unlike the rest of the forest. The ground was bare and flat.

The space looked rather solemn; one would think it was a grave yard and not a rehabilitation center. The fence wasn't anything special though. It had tall metal polls stuck into the ground that were around four feet apart. She could see small hills of snow rested on the top of each pole. Between them she found six evenly spaced lines of barbwire.

Beyond the fence she could see that it dropped off into a steep hill. The ward was certainly far from the city. In the distance she could see a faint cluster of lights. They were too low to be stars; they had to be coming from Republic City. The city must be dazzling for her to still be able to see it through so much snow and such a long distance. She turned her head back ever so slightly to see the building behind her. From what she could tell the ward was in fact huge.

From her window the wall extended thirty feet on both sides. But the height of the building was nothing to write home about. It was a rather petite in terms of height. No wonder Doum-ui had seemed so big when she had tried to escape. Judging by the open field before her and her earlier escape attempt, her room was in the back of the hospital. She had been going in the wrong direction.

Korra began to remove the sheets that were wrapped around her arms. As she did the wind began to pick up. She considered taking them with her but decided against it. They would give her something warm to sleep with. But if she were in a rush they would tear on an exposed tree limb. It would make an easier way for people to track her. She would hate to get caught just because she wanted a little extra comfort. In the end she decided against it. She finished unraveling her arms but before letting go of them she tore a small piece of the fabric away from the rest. She looked into her palm and saw a small red gash in the center. The brunette wrapped the cloth around her bleeding left hand. She would heal her hand later; right now she needed to focus on creating distance between her and the hospital. With that she let the wind take the cover away.

She looked from left to right trying to see if there was a guard patrolling. She saw no movement now even an animal. It appeared that there were no guards on duty at the time. If there were any, they weren't here. Then again someone would have to be crazy to try and escape in weather like this. 'Crazy or desperate,' she thought to herself. She wasn't just anyone though. She was the Avatar; she was born in the South Pole. She could do this!

Her attention went towards the fence. It wasn't extremely tall but of good height. She wouldn't be able to climb on it though. It would give her the same treatment the window would have. For all she knew it could be an electric fence too. Touching it was defiantly out of the question.

Korra got a running start towards the fence. She rested her hands on each side before she started to run. Her arms form a letter V shape as she took off. Her fingers point down towards the snow. As she got closer to the fence she began to bend the snow into water. The water followed the teen picking up more with each step. She was now only a few feet away from the fence. As she grew closer she moved the water in front of her path. The brunette bent the water into ice forming a ramp. Once she was up the ramp she found herself flying forward over the fence and into the snow on the other side.

Her feet met the ground and she wobbled for a second before finding her balance. After she had steadied herself, she turned around and began to bend the ice ramp back into snow. She needed to make sure they knew as little about her escape as possible. The window was obvious enough. The woods made a perfect way to escaped. The teen repeated the process on the rest of the yard of the ward. Bit by bit her footprints disappeared into the snow.

She gave one finally look at Doum-ui. She had spent three years of her life her. But it was time for her departure into another chapter of her life. She pulled her hood forward a bit more walking away. She allowed her left hand reaching back towards the snow. She moved her palm slowly moving back and forth, like a serpent slithering on the ground. As she did her footprints vanished from the snow.

She had to be careful. Korra didn't want to leave them with any clue as to where she was going. The window was already a dead giveaway. It was easier to cut through bars and break a window than to break down that metal door. She had to move fast as well. By time morning came they would realize that she was gone. Search parties would be formed along with animals to track her scent. They would probably send the word down to Republic City as well. The police would be everywhere once they heard she had runaway. She would need to travel with the crowd or in the alleys.

Now, that she was thinking about it, how would they even describe her? There were no pictures of her taken recently. She highly doubted Kavik had a picture of her when she was small. She hadn't been in Republic City for years so there wouldn't be any newspapers. She hardly left her own room. No one other than a few staff members could describe what she looked like. They didn't have much to go on. She chuckled at the idea of the very panicked surely nurse putting in the missing person's report through the phone. Would they say Avatar Korra was missing? Or would they purely describe her as an escaped nutcase from a psych ward?

No matter what the staff put in the report each side had its limitations. If they told the police it was the Avatar, she would need to hide more. She'd have to hide her bending and pretend to be a non-bender. If they said she was just some crazy kid, she could use her bending but only if she really needed to. She had to try her best and blend in once she got there. She didn't want to draw any attention to herself. Now that she was really thinking about it things were making sense to her. Everything in Doum-ui was centered on bending.

The floors stopped you from earthbending, they didn't give you any water unsupervised, and the door was solid platinum while the bars were coated with it. Not to mention the rooms were always cold. She had initially thought that was because of the chilly climate. Doum-ui was positioned in the mountains after all. But it wasn't that, she had heard that in the Fire Nation most of their prisons had cooling facilities used to punish firebenders. They could have been doing the same thing at the ward. She remembered Kavik telling her that chi-blocking shots were mandatory. It wouldn't make sense for them to give a shot to a non-bender. Doum-ui Development Center was made special for mentally impaired benders.

The safest thing for her to do was to hide her bending then. The city had to be huge a stray teen wandering around here or there wouldn't be too outlandish. The description of her would be pretty vague so it was best to make sure she didn't fit any of the police's other qualifications. Korra stopped walking as she made her way to the drop off. The slope was steep but she could make it down. With that she jumped down onto the hill. She bent the snow with her feet allowing her to effortlessly glide down the hill. Her bending smoothed out the snow producing no tracks of any kind.

She was able to move much faster now sliding down the hill. The wind beat against her body making her loose hoodie billow around her thin frame. She was pleased with her progress so far. She hadn't been able to use her bending in years and she didn't feel the least bit rusty. She hadn't tried to earthbend or firebend yet though. As she continued down the slope she could feel the weather becoming worse. The wind was picking up faster; snow was falling heavier from the sky.

This would make it even harder for them to track her. She had covered up any footprints she had left. If the weather got worse it would be in her favor. The blue eyed female hoped that she would make it to the city before it did. More snow would delay the search parties and give her enough time to formulate a proper plan. Segments of her escape had been calculated. She had thought over her how to break of out her room and to hide her tracks. But from there she was just making it up as she went.

After taking a better look at the bars she could see that they were just covered in platinum. The layer was thin at best. Certain parts of the metal didn't have any of it on at all. After freezing the metal and making it brittle the water sliced right through it. Korra would have liked a less obvious getaway. She didn't have much of a choice though. No matter how much Kavik trusted her there was no way she could swipe a key off of him.

He paid far too much attention so every detail not to notice. Everything about her doctor was deliberate. There was nothing he did just because, there was always a reason. She could have hugged him to try and get the key but she never was very affectionate. He would probably ask her why the sudden change. She never was a good liar either. He would be able to see through it in a second and her plan would have ended right then and there.

The forest was the best option for an escape. If she had followed the main road she would have had a clearer route to the city. She would just have to follow it and she'd be in town by no time. But she could be seen by other orderlies on their way to work once the sun rose. She wouldn't be able to outrun them if they were in a Sato-mobile. It would have only been a matter of time before she was drug back to Doum-ui. She didn't want to have to fight them either. She would feel guilty if she injured anyone while they were just trying to do their job.

'If the forest is filled with a bunch of hills, I'll be there in no time,' the brunette thought to herself. Just as she finished that thought her foot snagged on a tree root that stuck out of the snow. Korra let out a small yelp as she flew forward. Her back met with the snowy forest floor as she slid down the rest of the incline and into the base of a tree. When her back met the trunk fresh snow from its limps fell onto her. The white powder covered her side along with part of her face.

She let out a groan as attempted to get back up. She moved so that her knees and palms were into the snow below her. The cold of the snow seeped into her hands and worked its way up her arms. Slowly she pushed off from the ground and onto her feet. Her back was sore in a few places along with both of her legs. It didn't feel like anything serious though. Her hair had managed to come out of the hood and was sticking to the sides of her face wet with snow. Her fall could have been worse, for now it had only slowed her down. Korra began to brush of the excess snow that clung to her legs and arms. The young Avatar pulled the pieces of her hair back from her face and lifted her hood up once more.

From here she would just walk for a while. It was much faster to glide through the snow but also more dangerous. The storm was really starting to pick up. It was getting hard to see in the woods now. She turned to look ahead eyeing her surroundings. The ground was flat for a while so it would be better for her to walk. Getting to Republic City was only half the journey. She would need to look for food and a place to sleep as well. It would take a lot of energy to avoid the police along with Tenzin.

It wouldn't just be them looking for her either. She thought back to the articles Kavik had kept. The monk had connection in the underground as well. She would have to keep a lookout for any triad members he had looking for her too. By time she got there the entire city could be on alert for her. Keeping a low profile would be hard. Avoiding the police was one thing. She didn't know her way around the city and if she ended up in triad territory one of them might see her face.

Korra trudged through the snow at a steady pace. While the temperature didn't get any better. After some time the cold was finally starting to get to her. She could feel her exposed fingers begin to grow numb. As much as she wanted to stuff them in her pockets she couldn't. She had to make bend her footprints out of the snow so she couldn't be tracked. She tried her best to use her firebending to keep her body temperature up. But after a while she was feeling tired. At first her strides were confident and sure. Now she barely lifted her feet off of the forest floor. Each foot merely dragged behind the other. Her feet felt more like stone blocks being hauled over the snow.

She was pulling a double shift at the moment. And it had really drained her. Over the journey she had glided downhill time after time and walked in between. She was running out of steam. Korra was tired and starving. The last time she had gotten any food was in the evening. The meal she had been given was plentiful but for what she was doing she would have needed a bit more. She should have tried to hide some of it away for later so she could eat now. That would have been the smart thing to do. There was no sense in beating herself up about it now. What's done is done.

With each step her eyelids grew heavier. One thing was for sure, she needed to rest. If she ran into the police or Tenzin she would need to be able to run or put up a fight. In this sorry drowsy state she wouldn't be able to do either. She struggled to just keep her thoughts coherent. Her blue topaz eyes looked up at the sky. Murky clouds covered it. But they were lighter now; it must be getting closer to daytime now. It had finally stopped snowing now. The wind was still blowing but it appeared the storm had passed. In the distance she could see the tall buildings of the outer parts of the city.

She was closer now. After traveling all night it would only be a few more hours before she arrived in Republic City. She had gotten far enough for now. She just needed a quick nap before continuing. With that her feet finally stopped moving. She couldn't just sleep on the forest floor. She would easily be spotted by someone. Then they could just tie her up and throw her over their shoulder.

She needed someplace safer for a resting place. The young Avatar turned to her right and looked into the tall oak tree beside her. She could just climb up to one of the higher limbs and sleep there. It wasn't the perfect place to sleep but it was better than her other option. She would have a better view of the forest and be able to see how much further she had to go. It would allow her to see if there was anyone else lurking in the wilderness.

Korra narrowed her eyes as she looked up into the tree attempting to find the right spot. After going over the tree with her blue eyes a few times she finally found one. It wasn't too high or low enough that anyone could reach her without having to work for it. She bent the snow off of the tree and onto the ground by her feet. The weary teen made her way up the tree until she was on top of the branch.

She wrapped her right hand around the tree limp and pulled the rest of her body onto it. The branch was just wide enough that she could cross her legs and the same width as the limb. She leaned against the back of the tree trying to get more comfortable. The brunette adjusted her hood once more by pulling it over her eyes. Lastly she crossed her arms over her chest settling in for her nap. Within seconds the Avatar's eyes closed and she drifted off to sleep.
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This chapter just barely made it to 5k words. I had to come back to find places to add in detail to make it longer. When I first finished it was only 3k. This chapter was harder to write than most. It was hard to get in all of the details that I wanted. I wanted to describe the weather, Korra's emotions along with her train of thought and the scenery. Please review and tell me what you think! 










10. Consternation


My first week of college is over! I did a lot of writing recently so I thought I'd update a bit early. The book 3 finale hit me with so many feels that I just kept writing and writing. What would you guys think of the idea of Korra getting injured in this fanfic? I've been mulling the idea over for a while now. But I'm not sure if I want to do it or not. Tell me what you think.

Consternation (惊愕)-amazement or dismay that hinders or throws into confusion
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Korra let out a soft groan as her eyes fluttered open. She was met with a similar view from when she fell asleep. It looked to be early morning now. It was hard to tell due to the clouds still looming overhead. They seemed brighter than before allowing her to see her surroundings better. The wind no longer howled leaving the forest quiet. It appeared that most of the woodland creatures were all but tucked away in hibernation. It seemed so lonely without the stray animal moving about.

But with all of this snow there wouldn't be anything for them to eat. The cold time only came once a year unlike the long seemingly endless winters of the South Pole. The teen uncrossed her arms as she let out a yawn. Her arms extended into the air just inches away from the next branch above her. She felt her body grow tight just before releasing the tension. The motion left her body feeling relaxed and loose.

The young Avatar uncrossed her legs and moved so that one hung over each side of the tree branch she was on. A little bit of rest had been just what she needed. She felt more alert now and her muscles had stopped aching. Blue topaz eyes scanned the forest around her. She had to be twice as careful now. Kavik could have already came to Doum-ui and seen the empty bed and broken window. The woods could be swamped with orderlies and police. But if there were people out there looking for her why was everything to silent?

The woodland area gave off a calming feeling. But with its calm she could feel it in her gut telling her something was off. She just couldn't put her finger on it. Her eyes scanned in every direction. They watched for the slightest movement but found none. She turned around to face the direction of the asylum. She needed to take advantage of the fairly bright sky. The storm may have passed for now but that didn't mean it wouldn't return. Beyond the trees Doum-ui sat in the distance.

It looked as if nothing had happened. From this height and distance all she could see was the white brick back on the building and the metal wire fence. If she squinted she could make a guess as to which window had been hers. But she couldn't tell that if was even broken. Her eyes travel from Doum-ui and into the forest. It hadn't felt so far away when she had been walking that night. Without the wind and snow she could finally see everything. Virgin snow lay on the forest floor untouched by anyone. From what she could tell her plan had worked out perfectly. She had disappeared into the night, leaving behind no trance of her escape but a shattered window. She took one last glance at the area around her before deciding it was safe.

The young Avatar swung her right leg over to the other side. She placed her left hand against the base of the tree with her right onto the branch she had been resting on. Korra used her arms and pushed off of the tree and landed on the ground softly. Upon arriving on the ground her stomach let out a low growl. Her eyes glanced down at her torso. She was hungry but there wasn't anything around for her to eat. Any type of berry or plant that she would have been able to pick could not be found through all of this snow. It would be a while before the snow melted and the plants grew back. Even if there was a lake or river nearby it still might not be of any use to her. It would be a waste of her time to try and look for one. Her hungry stomach would just have to wait it out until she could find some food.

She began walking, continuing her path to the city. Making sure to be careful and bend the snow back into place. Without the wind the forest was calm. The only sound she could hear was the crunch of snow underneath her feet. It felt so empty, then again that was to be expected. Republic City wasn't like the South Pole. In the South the freezing temperatures were nothing new. But here the winters weren't usually very cold and lasted the same amount of time as the other seasons did. Most of the forest inhabitants were asleep awaiting warmer weather.

Maybe it was better that she hadn't seen any woodland creatures yet. Sure the forest was filled with many small furry animals. It could also be filled with dangerous ones too. She suddenly pictured a snarling platypus bear. She quickly shook the image out of her head. Keeping a low profile would be hard if she made a disturbance or got hurt.

For a while she just kept walking. Every now and again she would think about her plan. Once she got to the city, she would need to be able to find where Kavik lived. He would be upset with her. But she would just need a place to sleep for a little bit. Her main goal was to find Councilman Tarrlok and to negotiate with him. He would be able to help her. He was also working with chief of police. If she could convince Tarrlok to help her then Saikan and his men wouldn't turn her over to Tenzin.

She needed to be able to talk to Tarrlok in private. She couldn't just show up in his office and demand to speak with him. The world knew nothing of their Avatar. To him she would just be some silly little girl. And announcing who she was before other people in town hall would only cause further trouble.

Korra looked up at the sky to see the clouds looming over ahead again. There was going to be another storm tonight. She had managed through this one. But another night of sleeping out in the cold and she was bound to catch something. Although it was early morning winter days were short. Her time was limited. It may seem like a strange thought but navigating through the storm in the woods would be easier than in the city. In the forest the path she would take was clear. She would just have to go straight down the mountain. The route wasn't exactly the safest but she had found ways to manage.

She had no idea how the city streets would twist and turn. She would be surrounded by towering building in all directions. There would be nothing for her to climb on top of to get a better view. In the city she wouldn't be able to use her bending either. That might pose a serious problem. She had relied on her bending for so many things. And just when she was finally free and had it back she couldn't use it.

The young Avatar didn't have a clue where Kavik's house was located. All she had was a business card with a street name and an address scribbled on the back. He could have lived anywhere in the city. He was a doctor so she assumed he had a house in an upper part of town. He was also a private doctor. She imagined he must be paid handsomely especially for treating the Avatar. That still didn't narrow things down any. He had never mentioned having a family so she just thought he didn't have one. With it just being him he wouldn't need a particularly large place of residence. He could be living in one of the loft apartments if not a smaller home.

She could have asked more questions about where he lived in the city. But he would have instantly become suspicious of her if she had. What she really needed was a map. If she had one it would solve all of her problems. She could find the street and be on her merry way to Kavik. She thought of just asking for directions from a civilian. She wouldn't have to go into much detail just that she was having trouble finding a street.

The idea was simple enough. But she had to make sure the person didn't recognize her. The plan all depended on how much trouble the staff of Doum-ui and Tenzin had gone to. They had no recent pictures of her, so she doubted there would be any missing posters lying around. Even if they sent out a broadcast over the radio what would they even say? She highly doubted they were going to stop every person in the city that looked remotely like her.

Every now and again she would bend some of the snow into water. She carefully made sure to remove any dirt from it before drinking. It would be a while before she got any food. She didn't want to wander through the city starving and dehydrated. She only wished she had something she could have stored the water in. There wouldn't really be anyplace for her to get a drink in the city.

Korra found herself growing closer and closer to Republic City. As she closed the spaced between her and the city she saw small farm homes. Rather plain houses decorated in shades of brown on the outside. Small chimneys on the rooftops sprouted puffs of smoke into the air. The yards were covered in a layer of fresh snow. Around the homes were usually fences. All of the homes had variations of different types. Some were wire others made of wood. Just beyond the fence she heard a variety of sounds of the animals that lived within the confined area. Usually large barns could be seen just beyond the houses towering above them. There were large fields that lay bare waiting for spring to come when they would be ripe for use.

The small countryside homes were like something out of a postcard. But with such a charming view for her eyes she couldn't help but feel a pit forming in her stomach. Everything around her, no matter how picturesque it seemed, gave off an aura of sorrow. She listened closer to the sounds of the animals. They were not the sounds of the creatures anticipating spring but the sound of them mourning.

Things didn't get any better from there either. After some time the large barns were swapped for small shops and inns. Most of this part of the city looked abandoned. Unlike the countryside it did have sidewalks for her use. Most of which were covered in ice and snow. Many buildings were falling apart. She had walked by several old shops with broken glass and crumbling brick walls. She made a mental note to be careful where she stepped.

Korra couldn't help but think… 'Was this her fault? Had all of this happened because she wasn't there?' It would be natural that parts of the city were better kept than others. But still she couldn't help but feel responsible. It didn't look like anyone lived here. The town albeit small was completely deserted. Kavik had told her about Tenzin abusing the justice system. But still...It was impossible that he had caused this.

Into the west she noticed other snowy mountains. They weren't too far from the town either. There were also rail road tracks too. It must have been a mining town. But now most things were powered by electricity. The town could have been a fairly populated area before. It might have been one of the earlier Fire Nation colonies. After some time people probably began to move closer to the inner city.

The teen tried her best to make sense of the abandoned town. She felt the weight in her chest lift a bit. This wasn't her fault or Tenzin's for that matter. As much as she wanted to blame him he couldn't have caused this much trouble. The condition of her surroundings was caused by the change in people's needs. The Fire Nation could have controlled the village during the war and used its coal mines. Once more people began to use electricity the townspeople most likely moved towards the inner city for jobs.

She attempted to console herself with at idea. She silently hoped that the city would look better than what she had seen so far. After some time her body went into autopilot and she became lost in her thoughts. Korra pulled her hood down over her eyes a bit more as she walked. She had stopped bending the snow back in place now. There was no longer a need to. She figured she was close enough to the city that other people would be traveling through here as well.

The blue eyed girl kept her gaze on the ground. She finally snapped back into reality when she felt people rush past her. One man had nearly knocking her to the ground as their shoulders bumped. Her brow furled and she moved to lift her head to shout back at the person. When she looked up her cerulean orbs looked up to find women and men dressed in formal clothing dashing in different directions. Many of them held briefcases and folders in hand. Korra stopped walking and look around her. Towering buildings surrounded her, Sato-mobiles whizzed around street corners. She had made it. She was finally in Republic City. Her heart leapt with joy.

Even with so many thoughts racing through her mind. She was still awestruck at the city. The walls of the compound were nothing compared to the skyscrapers before her. The buildings were a mixture of beige and a brilliant ivory. The detail in them was amazing. It was like nothing she had ever seen. The sunlight bounced off of the building creating an amazing view. She wasn't even in the heart of the city and she was already astonished. She had never seen so many Sato-mobiles before. People in the south didn't use them very often. They weren't exactly ideal for maneuvering in all of the ice and snow.

After standing still for a bit she continued her quest. Her eyes couldn't seem to focus on one thing for too long. Every time something drew her in she quickly discovered something else. There were posters of some play that was happening in another part of town. Other signs of people advertising foods along with feminine beauty products were located on billboards. She noticed how clear the streets were.

If it weren't for the small tips of the snow still being that pure white she would have never had guess it had snowed at all. She could hear the honking of cars, street vendors marketing their products, along with the shuffling of busy feet along the cement. The city was rambunctious and crazy. And she loved it! It was the exact opposite of everywhere she had been. Even with all of the horrors she remembered from Air Temple Island. The worst part of it all was the silence. It wasn't always the punishment from Tenzin she feared. It was the way he looked at her before he would strike. Stillness would fill the room bringing with it the bone chilling fear.

She thought back to Tenzin. He was the reason she was here. It was to stop him. She couldn't get caught up in the city. That would only be a waste of time. She needed to find Kavik as fast as possible. She had to keep a low profile and gawking at everything she saw sure wasn't the way to go about it. There would be time later once everything was resolved to do some site seeing.

Korra wandered further into the heart of Republic City. Over time the crowd had died down a bit but not much. She tried her best to try and take in as much as possible. The first part of her plan was complete; she had escaped Doum-ui and arrived in the city. Her next step was to gather information. She hadn't seen a single missing or wanted poster of her. So that was a good sign. She had passed by several apartment buildings and had been able to overhear people listening to their radios.

People in the city fancied many stations. From one window she had heard a drama being acted out. The next time she heard a sports broadcast, they were discussing the Kuai ball championships. This radio station in particular made her strain her ears a bit more to hear it. She had never seen Kuai ball being played but she had heard about. As much as she had wanted to stay and listen in she knew she had to keep moving.

The next few were nothing special. More people listening to broadcasted dramas and others music stations. She passed by one street and found the one she had been looking for. A person two stories above her was listening to the news. At that she stopped walking and casually leaned her body against the orange brick wall of the apartment complex. She slipped her hands into the pockets of her pants. Korra kept her head down no one could see her face. The voice from the radio was muffled a bit from the static.

'Organized crime is currently on the rise in Republic City," the radio began.

'Tenzin...' She thought to herself. She could feel her blood boil just thinking about it. She could hear the radio go out again before returning to the announcement.

'-Many cases have baffled the police and they have no leads. We also have been given news that later this week Councilman Tarrlok will be holding a press conference to discuss his plan of action for dealing with the bending tri-' 

With that the radio cut off all Korra could hear was static. 'Come on,' Korra thought narrowing her eyes in frustration. She stayed against the side of building as the person fiddled with their radio. She could hear a few grunts from person above her. They seemed as frustrated as she was. After a bit the signal still didn't get any better. She decided it was best to call it quits and move on. The short broadcast had given her some useful information. Tarrlok would be giving a speech later in the week. It would be too messy to try and talk to him during the conference. She would have to find him before then. If only the radio host had told her the day he would be giving his speech. It didn't change her plan any. Her goal was still the same talk to Tarrlok as soon as possible.

She needed to find another radio to listen to. Maybe they would make the same announcement later again in the day. She couldn't make finding a radio top priority. She had what she needed. Finding information on her way to Kavik would just have to be a luxury. No one was looking for her and the bending triad's power in the city was growing. Korra pushed herself from against the side of the building and started walking. Her eyes went from side to side as she observed the city.

After a while she picked up on a few patterns. There weren't many children outside, at all. She was in the inner city surely there would have been a few children playing? But she didn't hear anything. No giggling or playful kids shouting. The city's rhythm excluded those sounds. It was the winter though. It made sense for children to be inside. But still something felt off. The young Avatar also noticed how many police officers she saw. For every block there was a group of at least five of them. Some stood close by squad cars talking to one another over something that seemed rather serious. Others walked around as if they were looking for something or someone. Every now and again one them would stop walking and scratch their heads.

She took one glace at their faces before pulling her hood up a bit more. Looking up she could see the tired faces of many of the officers. Her blue orbs went back to the pavement. A large shadow engulfed her own startling the teen. She stared overheard air blimps floated making their patrol over the area. She didn't want to guess how many cops were inside of it just in case something happened. The idea that only the authorities had been notified of her escape hadn't crossed her. Where they simply looking for clues on the triads or searching for her? She didn't want to stay around and find out.

Another pattern could be found in the city besides the vast amount of cops. For every block that she saw cops she also saw triad members lurking on street corners and in alleyways. She tried her best not to make eye contact with any of them. After having seen the snow storm that had happened she didn't think she would see any people outside unless they had to be. One group in particular caught her interest though. A tall dark skinned man handed a shorter chubby man an envelope. The shorter man in return handed the man a thick stack of Yuans.

Just across the street was a group of cops who seemed to be studying the street like she was. There was no way they hadn't seen that. The two men had obviously just made some type of deal. And in broad daylight with cops everywhere? She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Where the police afraid of the triads? Had the cops been paid off? What was going on in this city? Her mind was flooded with ideas. She was snapped back into reality when she felt a muscular hand grab onto her arm. Korra turned back to face the man.

"Where do' ya think you're goin' beautiful?" The man purred. His speech was slurred and his accent heavy.

She gagged the alcohol was strong on his breath. It only a bit past midday and this man was already drunk? His skin was dark like hers. He wore her nation's colors proudly. He wasn't dressed like a beggar that was for sure. He had on a long dark blue coat that had fur trimmed around the collar. It had silver double buttons going down the side. More than anything she just wanted to give him a good punch in face. But she couldn't. It took every amount of restraint of hers to not waterbend ice at the man's face. From what she could tell this man was a member of a triad. He could possibly one that worked under Tenzin. This almost certainly wasn't the first time he had harassed someone walking by. She just needed to make sure to not give him a reason to remember her.

"I don't want any trouble," she replied trying to pull out of the man's hold on her arm.

"Don't want no trouble, huh? Well you're in Red Monsoon territory and you need to pay the toll to get through." He said leering at her.

"Sorry no money," Korra replied shortly attempting to pull away. From the shadows of the alley she could see other men coming forth.

"We ain't lookin' for that type of payment," the man said tightening his grip of her arm.

She had gotten through the city so far without a hitch. She could feel the man's hungry eyes on her. It was disgusting. It looked like she was going to have to fight to get out of this mess. She narrowed her eyes as they locked with the strangers. She prepared herself to strike but before she could her thoughts were interrupted by a voice.

"Come on Yukon, leave the girl alone. You know the boss has better things for us to be doing." A man from the shadows said.

With that Yukon looked at Korra's fiery eyes once more before letting go of her and walking off. The thugs turned their backs to her and made their way down the street in the opposite direction. She rubbed her arm where the man's fingers had been hoping to gain the circulation back. With that she turned to face forward and saw a small elderly woman peering out of a shop door.

The woman had a small mousy face. Her face was filled with fear and worry. Dark circles encased her eyes. Korra raised an eyebrow before she carried on. Within a few steps she was passing the shop. The same woman was there still staring at her. 'What was this lady's problem,' she found herself thinking as she grew aggravated. Then the woman spoke.

"You're the first to get past the triads in a while. You must be lucky, that or special" She said her voice was filled with terror and concern.

'This is my chance to get some information,' Korra thought to herself.

"I'm no one special...But what about the police, I've seen plenty of them around don't they help?" She asked stopping in front of the store's door.

"No, they're never around when you need them. Too many things that are always going wrong," the shop keeper explained. "It's dangerous out there you should be careful, little girl. Especially at night,' the elderly woman warned.

"I'm actually here to visit a family friend," Korra lied. "But all I have is his address; do you think you could point me in the right direction?"

"Oh, yes. I've lived in the city for years. Where is it you need to go," the woman said her tone brightening up a bit.

"White Lily Drive," she replied.

"Oh, that's far from here. It's in the upper part of town. If you just keep going straight you'll come up across a gate that will say 'White Lily Residential.' Just go into their and you'll be one White Lily Drive. Make sure you hurry, things get worse at night. I would hate for your family to worry," the woman finished.

"Thank you," Korra said before walking away.

From there she didn't have any more nasty situations with the bending triads. But no matter where she went she saw the same thing. Four or more cops posted around the street corners or in cars. And every other corner was filled with triad members. The bending triads had gotten a little too comfortable in the city. Even the elderly woman she had spoke to said that the police were spread too thin. She had only seen a few actually do any illegal activities. It wasn't a crime to stand around. But what bothered her was how relaxed the men were.

When the one had grabbed her, police had been just around the corner. They didn't seem to have the slightest bit of fear. She didn't know much about these thugs but when police were close by they usually left. What she wondered was what could have kept them all so busy that triads extorting citizens was at the bottom of their list.

She looked up at the sky. The clouds were growing dark now. The small bit of sunlight that she had been able to enjoy was leaving her now. It would only be a matter of time before it started to snow again. Korra's mind went back to the old woman's warning. When it got dark the triads would really become active. She highly doubted if she ran into another group that they'd just let her do because they had better things to do.

The day had been a long one for her and it wasn't over yet. She still had to make it to White Lily Drive. The shoes Kavik had given her weren't good for much. They had no support and left her feet aching after all of walking she had done. Whoever had made the shoes didn't think anyone would be walking miles in them at once. Soon it had gotten dark. Republic City was illuminated by hundreds upon thousands of lights. The city was even more beautiful at night.

Neon signs of night clubs flashed before her. Scantily dressed woman and men in expensive suits lined the sidewalks. Even in nightfall the city was still alive. More now than ever she could feel eyes on her. She could feel the well dressed people glaring and sneering at her. With her face concealed and her dark sweats, she stuck out like a sore thumb in the city's night life.

Finally after a day of a traveling she had reached it. The road was odd to say the least. As it made a right angle she spotted a brick wall with an iron tall gate. Her eyes scanned the dark brick wall surrounding the place. Carved into the brick were the words, 'White Lily Residential Suites.' She was in the right place. Now that she had gotten away from the recusants and shop it was very quiet. As she made her way up the road she reached into her right pocket to find the business card. Upon retrieving it she walked a bit closer to the streetlight in hopes of getting a better view of the card. Her eyes scanned the card as she read, '133 White Lily Drive.' Her calloused index finger ran over the address before looking up.

The blue eyed teen stopped and looked up at the first house. It was huge; the house was coated in simmering ivory paint making it standout in the glow of the streetlights. But sadly not what she was looking for the number of the home was 130, not 133. She pressed on down the road. The homes here were certainly grand. Even after she passed the house it was a while before she saw the next one. It was like walking through the countryside minus the animals.

She found the house almost at the very end of the street. The house was the largest one she had seen on the block. It was decorated in shades of blue. Around the house was a low fence. Beyond the fence was a paved walkway that led to the large double doors. The home screamed watertribe. It towered over her casting a shadow. The home looked like it had four no maybe even five floors. There were several windows that lined the front of the house. They were all dark though. She looked down at the fence once more. On each side of the entrance there was the symbol of the watertribe. The detail in waves was something to marvel at even though she usually didn't care much for architecture.

She was surprised to find that her doctor lived here. It was all so flashy unlike the man who was beyond the doors. He was always dressed in such a simple manner she knew would have guessed he liked such luxurious things. Maybe that was just about of his uniform for work? It might have been policy to not have anything extra around patients. More importantly anything that could be used as a weapon. Even having a pen around her during certain time could have been proven unsafe. It was understandable for the orderlies to not be allowed to have anything on them but the bare necessities. Korra hoped over the fence and made her way up the steps to the front door. She raised her arm and bawled up her fist. She made a soft yet audible rapping against the door. For a while she heard nothing.

'What if he's already asleep,' she thought? Kavik sounded like the type of person to retire early in the evening. She didn't want to make a lot of noise and wake him up. But she also didn't want to spend her night camped out in front of his doorstep. He was surely going to be angry about her running away. But he would understand it was just what she had to do. She let out a sigh, slouching a bit.

From behind the door she heard heavy footsteps. They stopped in front of the door. She could hear the person turning the lock. As the door opened she was hit by the warmth of a nearby fire and the many smells of some type of spicy dish. Once the door was open cerulean eyes met cool blue.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

That's all for now guys. Do you guys want to see Korra get hurt in this fanfic? If so tell me! You can always reach me through my fanfic & tumblr account. (I use the same username) This story is getting long yet there is so much that hasn't happened yet. Please review and tell what you like or didn't like about this chapter.










11. Recalcitrant


I'm sorry guys; I didn't mean to make you wait this long. I just ended up getting so busy and then I realized you all had waited a month for this chapter. Even though I don't update as often as I should I do try and work on the story at least once a week. The chapter is a bit longer this time, so that helps make up for the wait right? Book 4 is here guys and I'm not ready.

"I don't think the world is sold I'm just doing what we're told. I feel something so right about doing the wrong thing. And I feel something so wrong doing the right thing."-(Counting Stars) One Republic

Recalcitrant (困难;)-having an obstinately uncooperative attitude toward authority or discipline

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

The man before her had a large face. It was not concealed by a white surgeon's mask. His skin was close to the shade of hers. She could see his prominent cheek bones, angular jaw line and square chin. The center of his face was mostly taken up by his nose. He had coffee brown hair that was pulled back away from his face. She couldn't see most of it but could tell that it was very long. The sides of his face were framed with two small pieces of hair that stopped at the bottom of his earlobe. The man's eyes were like the ones of her people. They were a soft blue that symbolized the element that many of them controlled.

He was dressed well too. He had on a rather modern suit. All of it was in shades of blue with a bit of white trim around his jacket. The colors ranged from a dark navy to an icy blue. The clothing suited the man very well. He was dressed better than most of the people she had seen in the city. Well other than the triad thugs that lingered around corners. But no, the man before her gave off an aura of sophistication and class, unlike the gang members. She began to ponder if Kavik really live here? Or had he given her the wrong address.

Was this man a relative? She had never seen more than her doctor's eyes. Truthfully she didn't know what her doctor looked like, besides the blue eyes and fair skin. She knew his skin was much lighter than the adult before her. Korra was looking for a man that she had no real idea of what he looked like. The doctor had never mentioned having any family. The man also looked too well dressed to be a butler or a maid. But his face certainly was familiar. She couldn't put her finger exactly where she had seen him before though.

"Can I help you miss," the man asked?

"Oh, Yeah," she said after being broken from her trail of thought. "I was wondering if a man named Kavik lived here. I'm a friend…Just stopping by for a visit..." She lied stuttering a bit before giving the man a small smile.

It wasn't a complete lie there was some truth in it. Kavik was a companion of hers. She had just left out the part about breaking out of a psych ward and traveling miles by foot to see him. She silently prayed that she had the right house. If she had been given the wrong address she wouldn't know where to look. And going back to Doum-ui was certainly out of the question.

The man studied her for a second before speaking, "Any friend of Kavik's is a friend of mine." He stepped aside ushering her into his home.

The outside was nothing compared to the inside of the house. The foyer was huge. The walls were painted a light shade of blue with a white border on the bottom. The ceiling was around high with a large chandelier hanging from it. The glass sparkled like ice crystals. She had never seen a home like this before. Not to mention the tall ceiling and the towering spiral staircase. She also noticed the elaborate rug beneath her feet. With such a design it surely had to just be for show. He began guiding her down the hall to another room. When they arrived at the room he began to speak.

"You can wait in the den while I tell Kavik of your arrival," he said before turning to leave.

The den was larger than the foyer. Small laps were posted on the walls of the room and from the ceiling. Her eyes grew wide as she saw the roaring fire. After spending an entire day out in the snow the fire had been exactly what she needed. Sure she had used firebending to keep her body temperature up but still. It was no replacement for the dancing flames of a fire inside a cozy home. In the room two comfortable and rather plush looking sofas were positioned across from each other. Between them was an onyx colored marble coffee table.

The teen made her way into the room and sat onto one of the sofas. She made sure to sit on the end closest to the fire. It had been hours since she had been able to sit down. When she did she felt her entire body finally relax. She could really feel just how sore her feet were. The sofa was covered in what looked felt like leopard seal skins. The room had a few pictures of the man hanging around but no family pictures. She could see old photos of him shaking hands with people dressed in the same finery. There were view framed certificates hanging as well. She was too far away to read that they said though. The teen could feel like heat radiating off of the fire and hitting her skin. She did notice that under the table was a fur rug. The fur looked brown but from what type of animal she couldn't tell.

The man returned to the room holding a silver tray. On top of the tray was a powder blue tea pot. There was a small ring of gold around the top of the tea pot adding that special something to it. Beside the tea pot there was a matching cup.

"Kavik will be down in a bit; I thought you would enjoy something to drink while you wait." He said placing the tray in front of her in onto the table. The man proceeded to pour a bit of tea into the cup.

"Thanks," Korra replied.

Her eyes watched the green liquid fall out of the spout and into her cup. She didn't want to impose but she hadn't had anything to drink in hours. She was desperate for something, anything really. As the man finished pouring the drink he spoke.

"It's very dangerous to be wandering the streets this late at night," He said.

"Oh, I don't live too far from here," She lied shrugging his comment off.

He was right though, it wasn't safe. She was in shock when she saw so many thugs posted on corners in broad daylight. But once the sun had set they really started crawling out of every gutter and posh home in the city. And the looks that they gave her were venomous. They knew she was not a part of their world. If she had stayed around any longer they might have tried to get rid of her. She had a sinking feeling in her gut that something bad was about to happen.

"I never did catch your name miss," he said eyeing her.

For a split second she froze. If she gave him her real name would he know she was the Avatar? Then again the world had only had a glimpse of their savior for a few moments. She had hardly been in the city to be seen while she had been with Tenzin. Korra was a fairly common watertribe name…Right? And the man said he knew Kavik. She trusted Kavik with everything. If her doctor trusted this man, then so did she. She cleared her throat before replying.

"It's Korra," allowing her eyes to meet his.

"A watertribe name," he mused as he handed the full cup over to her. "Well, it is a pleasure to meet you Korra. I am-,"

She had barely swallowed a small gulp of the tea when she was startled by someone yelling her name. The man's sentence was cut off by the sound as well. She nearly choked on her tea before turn to face the doorway. There stood Kavik. His white mask was still upon his face but he no longer had on his white therapist attire. He was wearing dark grey loose fitting clothes. If anything they looked like pajamas. Was he about to retire for the evening when she arrived? Her eyes focused on his face, his skin looked beet red. The look in his eyes was a mixture of so many emotions. The most prominent one was his anger.

"Oh, ah hey Kavik, You said if I was ever in town that I should stop by for a visit," she said attempting to lighten up the mood. She gave the doctor a nervous smile and a small wave trying to play down the situation.

"Korra," Kavik growled before turning his head to look at the man across from her. "I'd like to speak with my guest alone, Tarrlok."

Then it clicked. This was the man she had been looking for. He had been right under her nose and she hadn't even noticed. Just as Tarrlok was moving from his spot Kavik was moving in closer.

"Wait, Tarrlok? Councilman Tarrlok?" She said jumping to her feet. "I came to Republic City to find you! She exclaimed.

Tarrlok stopped and looked at her skeptically. His left eyebrow raised a big further than the other. It wasn't until she saw the look he gave her that she started to see how strange the situation was for him. A teenager had showed up at his door at night asking to speak to a man at least twenty years her senior. Not to mention her clothes. She didn't even want to imagine what her hair was like under her hood. She looked like some runaway teen. Which technically she was... Just not the type that Tarrlok probably thought she was.

"Well, you see...I'm the Avatar," She said attempting to explain it to him.

Tarrlok's misty blue eyes widened with shock. He was taken back with the girl's statement. He had never imagined that he would find the Avatar at his doorstep. No one had seen the Avatar for quite some time now. People knew that they had an Avatar but many had never seen her.

"I came here to see if Kavik could help me find you. And I did. It's perfect." She said her smile spreading across her face once more.

"No, it's far from it," Kavik said his voice seething with anger.

"Avatar Korra... I must say it's an honor to have you in my home. I gladly assist you with whatever you need," he said offering her his hand to shake.

Just as she was about to reach for this hand she was stopped cut off by her doctor again.

"I don't think you understand how serious this situation is, Korra. You broke out and ran way," he said glaring at her.

"You were going to let me out in a few days anyhow…" She said shrugging it off. "It was more of an early release." The teen said pouting a bit.

"I need a word with Korra, alone Tarrlok." Kavik said facing the man before turning his head to shoot daggers at her.

Tarrlok opened his mouth to protest but quickly closed it once he saw the look in the other man's face. And with that the councilman exited the room leaving the two alone. Her plan had worked out brilliantly. She had escaped Doum-ui, made her way through the city without being noticed and even found where Kavik had been living. The hard part was talking him into not sending her back to Doum-ui or to Air Temple Island. She couldn't decide which was worse. Fighting Tenzin or having to talk and calm an angry Kavik. There had only been one time when she had seen him upset like this. It had been when they had talked about her airbending teacher during one of their sessions.

"Sit down," Kavik said shattering the silence. His voice was merely a whisper but filled with anger. He moved to sit on opposite side of her where Tarrlok had stood.

She sunk down into the plush cushions and looked at her doctor. Her doctor took the set across from her. He had buried his face into his palms. He began to run her fingers through his dark hair. With that all of the anger he had shattered. It melted away like snow outside would do once the spring came. With it gone she saw his true emotions. He was upset with her but there was something more. She could feel how tired he was and sad but also relief. More than anything he had been worried about her safety. He let out a deep sigh before sitting up and looking at her. Kavik laced his fingers between one another and placed his elbows on his lower thighs.

"Do you know how much trouble you've caused? I was worried, Korra. I came into your room the next day and you were gone." He said his voice becoming strained.

The guilt began form inside of her. She knew leaving would have upset him. But seeing him like this way hard. His cool blue eyes glistened with water threatening to overflow. His tone had lost the initial shock and anger. Deep down she knew that leaving was just something she had to do.

"I'm sorry but, I had to leave. I have to find my own path as the Avatar. And I don't know what's exactly going to happen from here… But I know that I wouldn't be able to help anyone if I was stuck on that island. I'm sorry if I got you in trouble," She said looking up to meet his gaze. She could feel herself choking up a bit as well.

"Kor-," he began but was cut off by her.

"I traveled through the city today… And these people. They need me. They spend everyday living in fear," she said her voice was filled with confidence but also with grief.

Her doctor let out a sigh relaxing a bit before replying. "Even if I had sent you to the island you wouldn't have stayed there. Not for very long at least. If I sent you back to Doum-ui you would try to break out again… I agree with you Korra, the city is a mess right now, no one is safe. The thought of you being out there with the triad members lurking around...I'd rather not say," he said leaving a small pause. The man before her became tense before relaxing once more.

"The only thing we can do now is to move forward. What has happened is in the past. We can't change it now matter how much we try. We need to focus on what's going on now. Right now you're here, in the city. And I know Tarrlok has the ability to keep you safe." He said giving her a minute eye smile.

She could feel a smile spreading across her face as well. He was going to let her stay. He wouldn't send her back or with Tenzin. Happiness began to spread to every part of her body. She wanted to jump high into the air. Sensing her newly returned glee he began to speak again.

"Now Korra this can't be a one sided thing. If Tarrlok is willing to help, you have to tell him everything. And I mean everything. He'll be putting a lot on the line for this. If things don't go well he'll lose his job and be sent to prison. You'll just be sent to live with Tenzin instead. ..." he finished.

She listened carefully as Kavik stressed the word 'everything.' She knew exactly what he meant. She would have to tell him how she and Kavik met, along with at least a few of the incidents with Tenzin. It would only be fair right? Staying here with Kavik and Tarrlok wouldn't just be a way for her to help the citizens. No, there was some selfishness in the deal as well. Tarrlok would be able to keep Tenzin from her or at the very least keep him at bay enough for her to dig up some dirt against him.

No one had believed her when she had tried to tell others about Tenzin the first time. Who was to say they would believe her now? Would he still want to help her if he knew the truth? Or would he simply tell her she was crazy and call the police? The man seemed nice enough but still. She didn't know if she was one hundred percent ok with telling someone such intimate details about herself. But Kavik trusted Tarrlok. Kavik was the only one other than her parents that she had trusted.

"Are you sure about this," Kavik asked, he could see the uncertainty spread across her face.

"I'm sure; I know not all of it's my fault. But I coul-," she was cut off by her doctor.

"You shouldn't blame yourself. Everything happens for a reason. You must always focus on what's happening now; the past is in the past." He said smiling at the Avatar before continuing. "I know you must be hungry. Tarrlok should have something for you to eat in the fridge."

The two moved from their seats in the den. They made their way back into the foyer and down the long hallway. The walls were lined with russet colored doors along with small crystal light fixtures. The lamps gave off a warm golden glow to the blue hall. At the end of the passage there was a double door leading to what she assumed was the kitchen. Kavik opened the doors to reveal the interior or the room. The spicy smell she had smelt at the front door hit her in full force. It had been so long since she had last eaten anything. She could just feel herself beginning to drool.

The room was grander than the den. Like the rest of the house they were all decorated in shade of blue. Dark amber cabinets lined the walls. Below the cabinets there was countertop space for pots larger than her torso. In the center was a small island. It held a few basic seasonings. Overheard was yet another dazzling chandelier. It was much smaller than the one in the foyer but still impressive. On the far side of the room was a large pearl white refrigerator with a gleaming silver handle on the left upper side.

Not too far from the fridge was a large stove with what looked like it had seven or maybe even eight burners. A few of the burners were occupied with small silver pots. Korra wasn't very big on interior decorating and still everything she saw left her spellbound. It was nothing like she had ever seen before. The kitchen at the compound had been nice but not this nice. To the left was a spacious sink that was currently occupied by Tarrlok.

She had to say she was confused by the sight. Although she had just met him moments ago the image didn't seem to fit him. The teen had assumed he had hired people do things such as cooking and cleaning for him. Being member of the city's council must pay very well. Especially given the size of the house he lived in. It didn't seem like anyone else really lived here. From what she could tell it was just Kavik and him in this castle of a home. Not to mention how busy he must be. And with all of the pandemonium in the city his schedule had to hectic.

With his back to her she could see how long the man's hair was. It was kept in three ponytails that went down his back. The man scrubbed away vigorously at the dish in the sink. He hadn't seemed to notice the therapist open the door.

"We have a few leftovers from our diner that you can have," Kavik said as he walked over to the cabinet next to stove.

He retrieved a cream colored bowl before closing it. He moved over so he was in front of the stove. The man took the lid off of the pot freeing the zesty aroma. The smell was familiar though. She just couldn't recall exactly what the dish was. Kavik took the ladle in hand and dipped it into the pot. Despite the strong smell she could tell that they pot was almost empty. The doctor grabbed a spoon from a drawer before moving towards the exit.

"Why don't we all sit down while Avatar Korra eats and discuss the situation?" Tarrlok said as he dried off his hand turning to face her.

Korra nodded in agreement and Kavik guided the way with her food in hand. The walk to the dining room wasn't as long as the trip to the kitchen. The rooms were practically right next to one another. The dining room was twice the size of any room she had seen so far. The long table stretched across the middle of the room, while still leaving space for people to move about. There were two larger chairs at the opposite ends of the table. A long white table cloth was draped over it. The chairs were made of wood with detailed carving of waves on them. Large windows lined the walls leaving only a few feet of wallpaper before another window had been placed. Each window was at least seven feet tall and closed off by long powder blue curtains.

Kavik placed her bowl adjacent to where the head of the table sat. He took the stop across from her while Tarrlok took his spot at the head spot. Her eyes focused in on the food before her. Now that she was able to get a better view of it she could see that it was Muktuk soup. The dish held very many fond memories for her. Her mother had made it for her when she was small. So many things about Tarrlok's home were different. But also many of them reminded her of home. She couldn't help but to smile.

The blue eyed teen dipped her spoon into the soup and lifted to her mouth. The dish was delicious, it tasted just like what her mother used to make. Korra could feel the hot broth running down her throat. The meat was so tender it just melted in her mouth. She didn't really bother to watch her manners. No she had been starving, after a bit she had blocked out the other two people beside her entirely. It wasn't until she saw a class of water be placed in front of her bowl that she noticed that Kavik had even moved or was still sitting by her. With the bowl emptied she quickly drained the cup of its contents.

With her stomach full and her throat no longer parched she could feel her eye lids growing heavy. It had been a long day and her body was ready for it to end. The last place she had slept had been a tree. She just wanted someplace warm to rest. Anywhere was still better than cold rough bark. Seeing that she had finished eating Kavik began to speak.

"I believe Korra should begin," he said looking at her.

"The reason I came to the city was to stop Tenzin," she said turning her head to face Tarrlok.

"Councilman Tenzin?" he responded with one eyebrow raised.

"He's not the person everyone thinks he is," she said feeling her tone becoming serious. "I was sent to live with Tenzin when I turned fourteen by the White Lotuc..But when I got there after one press conference he kept me locked up on that island. My training wasn't exactly up to his standards...And things got worse…" She said feeling a lump form in her throat.

Tarrlok's confused look turned into a sympathetic one as he looked at the young Avatar before him. Her eyes averted his gaze and looked down at the white table cloth. At this moment she could feel it. She could feel those cold blue eyes on her. She remembered his towering height. And worst of all his rage, his unyielding, painful, terrifying rage. Her mind raced through the memories. She quickly shook the thoughts away trying to focus.

"After a while Tenzin shipped me off somewhere else and covered it up by saying I needed more training… I was sent to Doum-ui on the outskirts of town and that's how I met Kavik..." She said allowing her voice to trail off.

"Doum-ui? Doumui Development Center," he asked seeking clarification.

"Yeah, the place for all the nut jobs," she mused letting out a dry laugh. "When I was with Tenzin I suffered from hallucinations. He sent me there to get me out of the way more than to help me. Kavik was my doctor while I was there," she finished.

"Hmmm… So this was the mystery patient you were so busy with, the Avatar herself," he said finding himself interested as he look to his right where Kavik sat.

"I know this all seems really crazy but I'm better now. In fact I was going to be released a few days from now but…" She said looking over to Kavik then back to Tarrlok. "Kavik told me about Tenzin using the triads to control the city…And I knew if I was sent back to the island it would be hard for me to help anyone so.."

"You ran away," Tarrlok said finishing her thought.

"Yeah, I can understand if you don't want to help me."

Tarrlok placed his elbows onto the table. He laced his fingers together just like Kavik had done while they were in the den. His expression became serious as he began to speak.

"We'd all be breaking our fair share of laws…Kavik and I would be thrown in jail…Tenzin may already have come up with a plan to counteract this… I made a promise to abide for civil law and do what was best for this city."

Korra could feel a pit forming inside her stomach. He wasn't going to help her. There was so much at stake if he did. She knew that. But if he didn't help her there was so much that hundreds of people would lose. Her mind drifted to the faces of the people she had seen in the city. The tired and overworked police, the frightened shop owners and children. Many of them had already lost their peace of mind.

"…But this time what's best for the city is to break a few laws. I've tried so hard to mold this city into the dream it was meant to be...But I've failed. This city needs its Avatar." He said as his solemn face turned into a smile.

As he completed his thought Korra couldn't help but feel her spirits lift again. She wanted to jump up and hug the man. This was it! She was finally going to able to do her duties as the Avatar. It was something she had been waiting her whole life. Just as she found herself on a whole new high it was brought done by the next topic of discussion.

"How are things at work for you Kavik? Avatar Korra's recent covert relocation must have caused you some trouble?" Tarrlok inquired looking over to his right.

"As strange as it might sound, I don't think we have much to worry about." he said nonchalantly.

Both Korra and Tarrlok raised an eyebrow at his comment. How could an escaped patient not be a concern of the staff? Yes it was true that she had been rehabilitated. She was no longer hallucinating and haunted by nightmares. But she wasn't just any patient she was the Avatar. Her disappearance could throw the world into chaos. People might begin speculating she had gotten stuck somewhere like Aang had or worse. Before the two could open there mouth to question the doctor's statement he began to speak again.

"When I was asked to take Korra on as a patient Tenzin and The White Lotus had a lot of regulations they wanted me to follow. They wanted to make sure as little people as possible knew the Avatar was there. They thought if the world knew it would cause uproar. Because of this your interactions with other patients was cut off. With the system we used at Doum-ui all of the patients there are given numbers. We use the numbers instead of using names just in case files would be taken." He said before pausing and looking at Korra.

"Do you remember the journal and folder I had with me during your sessions?" He asked.

She had actually been trying to forget the whole ordeal of her rummaging through his stuff and ruining it. It wasn't exactly the best memory that they two shared with one another. But the memory was certainly a strong one and not to be disregarded. She simply nodded in reply.

"That was my person copy. I started using your name in the log which was bad on my part. I didn't understand how some of the other doctors could constantly refer to their patients as just numbers, so I stopped. I would copy what happened into another book in my office for the ward to keep. Your file is different from any other patient. To stop anyone from making a connection the name on it isn't yours. If anyone suspected that you were the Avatar they would go looking for a file and not be able to find one. There is a picture of you but it is outdated. For now the police believe you've gone north instead of south. The police have speculated you're off to visit some family. They're trying to keep quite as possible and they don't have very many clues either. I don't think we have much to worry about. The police don't suspect me" He concluded. "For now I'm not going to be with another patient for some time. Not until this blows over."

Even though Kavik didn't seem too concerned she still felt guilty. At the same time she also had a bit of pride in the job she had done escaping. The authorities that thought she had gone north and not south. Her plan had worked perfectly. She didn't know she could feel so good about running away.

"It's already late and I think it's time for all of us to retire for the night," Tarrlok said rising from his chair. Korra and Tarrlok followed in suit.

"I'll show you to your room Avatar Korra," Tarrlok said making his way to the exit.

The two traveled down the same path back to the foyer and then up the long staircase. When they reached the top he turned to the right where another small set of steps awaited them. From those steps the two made their way down a long hallway. The walls were blue with averaged sized brown doors. For every four doors there would be a window covered by curtains. At the end of the hall was a large double door. The halls were silent with only the sound of their footsteps keeping them company.

"I can't thank you enough Councilman Tarrlok for helping. It means everything," She said looking up at the back of his head as he led her down the hall.

"I should be thanking you, Avatar Korra. It is an honor to serve you. If you need anything to do be too shy to ask" He said as he stopped a few doors short of the large double one. "There's no need to be so formal, you may call me Tarrlok." He said turning towards her and giving her his signature million Yuan smile.

"Just Korra is fine," she replied.

"Well then Korra, I'm sure this room will be to your satisfactory. If you need anything my door is at the end of the hall and Kavik's is to the right of mine." He said as he opened the door and flipped the light switch.

Her jaw nearly hit the floor at the sight before her. The room was bigger than any bedroom she had ever had. The space was so big she could do anything in there. The walls were covered in a powder blue with white trim on the ceiling and floor. There was wood flooring that had large fur rugs by the window and in front of the bed. In the center was a king sized canapé bed. Small crystal light fixtures hung from the ceiling and two others were located on a night stand and a dresser in the room. On the left side of the room across from where she stood there was a huge window that was draped with the same powder blue curtains.

Beside the window was a tall wooden dresser. On top of the dresser was a wide mirror that sparkled. Across the room from the bed was a full length mirror. A few feet from the wall there was a wooden door. Korra stepped closer into the room to get a better look.

"The door to you left is the bathroom; the one to your right is a closet. You should find soaps and towels available for your use." Tarrlok explained.

"Ah-wow thanks, this is more than enough." She said awestruck.

"Then I'll see you in the morning, Korra," he said taking his leave.

"Good night," she turned around to reply as he shut the door.

Korra kicked off her shoes into the floor. Her feet were so sore and tired. She usually wasn't the type to obsession of things like this. But the room was impressive. Not just in size but as a whole. Everywhere she had lived before she had humble surroundings. Her home in the South Pole with her parents held stuffed animals from her childhood along with various other toys and pictures. When she had stayed at the compound she had a few pictures here and there of her parents and maybe one or two toys. At the Air Temple she didn't have anything but a few extra pairs of clothes.

Part of it was because of the air nomad way other reason was because she had never really needed to have so many possessions. They seemed irrelevant to her. At Doum-ui she had even fewer things. She had to discard her signature hair ties, fur boots and lined wrap she wore around her waist, arm bands and all. They had been deemed as something unsafe. That she could use to hurt herself or someone else.

Looking back at it now, she knew it had been for the best. Thinking back to how she had acted towards Kavik after her fever. The way she had attacked him… Anything would be a weapon for her. She could have really hurt him or worse… But that was behind her. She was better now. She wasn't the same lost and angry person she had been. Through all of those layers of doubt and confusion she had found herself. It was time for her to make things right. She had made them right with herself. Now the young Avatar just needed to do that for the citizens of Republic City.

She walked towards the bed. She could feel the thick fur of the rug under her feet. She could feel the heat radiating off of the pads of her feet. The fur held the heat in place as it began to spread through the rest of her body. She went to the bed next. The bed spread was blue cover in silver waves across the top layer. The blue eyed teen sat down in the edge of the bed testing it out. The bed was tall. As soon as she got onto it she found her feet unable to find the floor beneath her. She bounced a few times on her butt so see how the material felt. The bed was sturdy more importantly it was soft. Just sitting on it made her feel relaxed. It was like nothing she had ever felt before. Then again her experience with beds hadn't been so great. She had spent the last three years of her life on an old hospital bed and then a tree.

The female began to kick her legs back in forth when she heard a small wrapping against her door. She pushed off from the bed and walked over to the door. Her slender yet calloused fingers wrapped around the golden doorknob and twisted it open revealing her doctor. He was holding forward a set of neatly folded pajamas. They had a crisp fold over collar with small buttons down the center. It was decorated with vertical stripes in the colors of azure and sapphire. Underneath the top she could see folded pants.

"I thought you could use something clean to sleep in," He said in a soft tone.

"Thanks Kavik," she responded the same as he spoke as she took the clothing into her hands. A smile spread across the Avatar's face as she looked at him.

"You shouldn't be thanking me yet. They might not fit very well," he said chuckling.

"Not just for the clothes, for everything."

"I don't know why you're thanking me…I didn't do anything. Getting better and making it here. That was all you." He said giving her that same eye smile as placed a hand on her shoulder.

"Good night Korra," he said before leaving her doorway.

The teen shut the door and turned her attention to the bathroom. She was going to be able to take a shower. But not just any shower. She could take one as long as she wanted. No more timed showers like at Doum-ui. She had never been one to spend excess amounts of time on personal grooming but she was in desperate need of a long hot shower. She had travel through the mountainside, into the woods, through the countryside, then across town. She didn't even want to imagine what she smelled like.

The water tribe teen opened the door and stepped inside of the bathroom. From head to toe it was cover in white tile. A color she didn't miss very much. She had been surrounded by the color for so long. If she never saw a single white anything for the rest of her life it would be too soon. Blue fuzzy rugs lined part of the floor. To her left there was a pearl white extensive bath tub. To her right there was a tall shower with glass doors surrounding it. Before her was a silver accented sink with a mirror above it. She got good look at herself and cringed.

Her hair was a mess. Parts of it were stuck to her face from sweating so much. Other areas had hair sticking up in all of the wrong areas. Her face was had dirt on it on certain parts. She had most likely gotten that from her fall in the forest.

She began to weigh her options. She could take a bath and relax for a bit. It had been so long since she had soaked in a bath tub. But she was exhausted after having such a long day. She would most likely just fall asleep in the water instead of cleaning herself. So she opted for the shower instead. It was something quick and easy. Beside the shower there was a shelf that held towels. The highest one held smaller towels for your face. The shelves grew wider holding heavier, thicker towels.

Korra placed the clothes beside the edge of the sink and began to undress. She discarded her clothing onto a small pile on the floor by the door. She opened the shower door and reached for the crystal knob turning it to the right. Within seconds water flowed from the shower head above. She stuck her hand under the water waiting for it to reach the right temperature. Steam began to billow off of the water. The Avatar stepped into the shower closing the door behind her.

The teen just stood there allowing the hot water to beat against her body. With each droplet of water hitting her skin she could feel the tension in her muscles leaving her. The water flowed into her hair down her face and arms then her legs to the drain. She closed her eyes feeling her element all around; the steam in the air, the water on her body.

She opened her cerulean orbs and looked down at her body. She wasn't so thin this time. Her body had gained back most of its thickness. She could feel her muscles were back in the right places. Her arms had gained back more of their bulkiness. Her stomach was lean and tight with rippling muscles. The bruises had faded a lot. Most of them were gone now. A few still remained where she had the most strain. There were two that were on her left arm. One was just above her wrist the other on her forearm. Her right arm had the remains of a large one a few inches from her elbow. She had been healed mentally the physical aspect was going to take some time.

True to his word sitting on a small shelf at eye level was a collection of small soaps. Below that one was another shelf that she believed held shampoos. The bottles were each unique. The one closest to her right hand was champagne colored with white detailed writing. The first one read 'moon peach orchid.' She scrunched up her face at the name. She had never been too big of a fan of very feminine fragrances. Beside that one was one that was a soft spring green with grey colored font. That one was labeled 'white jade.' Out of curiosity she reached for the small bottle and opened the top to get a whiff of it. The scent was light and rather smooth but still a little too much for her taste. The final one in the lie up was a deep red like the color of the fire nation flag with a pink font. The last bottle read 'cherry blossom.' The scent was very strong but not her taste. The teen decided to settle for the white jade one instead.

After she finished washing her body she went to do her hair. She made sure to grab the bottle that read white jade. She squeezed a bit of the milky white liquid into her palms and began to work it into her hair. She found herself having to rinse and repeat multiple times. She just couldn't seem to get all of the dirt out of her hair. For what felt like forever she was caught in an endless cycle. Finally when she was done she opened the shower door and stepped out and on to the blue mat. The watertibe teen reached for a towel before pulling away. She wasn't at Doum-ui anymore she didn't need a towel to dry off.

She began to bending the extra water off of her body and into the sink. Bit by bit the water flowed down the drain until both her body and hair were perfectly dry. Once she was dressed she made her way out of the bathroom and into the rest of her room. Steam crept into the rest of the space as her door swung open. It had been so long since she had been able to use waterbending. Kavik had been right about them not fitting so well. Although they were warm the pajamas were far too big for her. She found her arms swimming in the sleeves. Even her old patient attire fit better around her torso than this nightshirt. The pants had been the true hassle. She had to pull the strings to tight to get them to fit on her hips. She made sure to tie the strings up tight so that they wouldn't come undone in her sleep. Out of the corner of her eyes she saw something shimmer. She walked to the window to get a better view.

Her thin hands pushed the rest of the curtain aside and she stared out of the window. She could see practically the entire city from here. She had been right Republic City was beautiful at night. There were lights everywhere. She could see them on the bridge, at street corners, from restaurants and shops. The site was simply breath taking. Her eyes scanned the city taking it all in. They stopped when they reached the bay area. Once her eyes hit the water she saw nothing. Her blue topaz orbs looked further past the bay and saw a lone light blinking off the coast. Korra began to scowl. There it was Air Temple Island, the place where so many of her fears lurked. But she wasn't a kid anymore. No, she was stronger, wise and more determined than ever to take Tenzin down. Her gaze stayed fixed on the island for a while before she continued on her path to her bed.

The young Avatar pulled back the canopy before flopped down on her bed unceremoniously face first. The pillow was soft like sleeping on a cloud. She quickly crawled underneath the layers of blanket. She moved around a few times trying to get comfortable before settling in. In a matter of seconds Korra was fast asleep enjoying a well deserved nights rest.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

That's all for now, Counting Stars is my favorite song for doing everything, cooking, exercising, writing etc. I have to say I suck at describing complex interior decorating. I'll try to get better for you guys. Tell what you: like, don't like, want to see, or tell me you prediction for the next chapter. Bye, see you real soon (hopefully).










12. Incipient


 I'd like to think I'm getting better at this whole updating thing. I just have to say you guys are the greatest. I went from 10 reviews to 21, 11 favs to 28, and 20 follows to 44. Spoiler alert a special chapter is coming soon. It is different from any other chapter in this story. Are you ready?

Incipient-beginning to come into being or to become apparent

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

Gradually her eyes fluttered open. She woke to the sight of muted blue. The sheer canopy around her bed had subdued the colors of her room. Everything around her was blue or a light yellow from the sun the streamed into the room. Korra sat up in bed and lifted her arms into the air. She let out a loud yawn before allowing her arms to rest in her lap. She had never slept so well before. She had every reason to sleep well though. Things were looking up for her.

Korra threw back the covers and climbed over from the center of the bed to edge. From there she planted her feet onto the ground. She made her way out of her room and into the hall. Her eyes went to Kavik's door first then to Tarrlok's. Both doors were closed like they had been last night. They must have been already awake. She continued down the path that Tarrlok had showed her last night.

Out in the hall she noticed that the curtains were pulled back now. Sunlight rippled into the hall making it feel more alive. Everything the golden light touched seemed to sparkle. Maybe it was the lack of windows at the ward or just its location, whatever it was. The sun seemed brighter in Republic City than at Doum-ui. It appeared to still be morning but she didn't know what time. While making her way down the hall she hadn't bothered to look at any of the clocks if there were any. Now that it was morning she could feel just how empty the house was. It was like each one of her footsteps created a loud echo. The teen could feel the floorboard creak slightly with each step. It was a different feeling of emptiness though. It wasn't like the bitter cold emptiness of the compound or the suffocating bareness of Air Temple Island. And it certainly didn't have the same feeling of Doum-ui either. The house had its own feeling of spaciousness. She carried on until she had gone down the grand staircase. Kavik and Tarrlok had to be awake already. Korra stood in the center of the foyer under the chandelier.

"Hello? Kavik! ...Tarrlok!" She called into the empty space.

There was no way she had gotten up before Kavik. He was almost always up before she was. It could have been possible that Tarrlok had left for work though. He was an important political figure in the city. He had tons of things to do than to just wish her good morning. She made her way to then den to find it empty as well. The teen went to the kitchen and found no one. She had only been shown so much of the mansion. She didn't want to wander around to find them. After going down another hallway she found the entrance to the dining room she had eaten in last night. As she stepped inside she was met with the covered face of Kavik and Tarrlok who was enjoying a hot cup of tea at the head of the table. The two men looked up at her as she entered.

"Good morning Korra, how did you slee-?" Kavik began but was cut off by deep throat coughs.

"Great, are you going to be ok," she asked at first her voice was enthusiastic but thenit dropped into deep concern.

"I should be fine in a few days. I've been taking antibiotics so it shouldn't get as bad as your cold was." He said attempting to reassure her.

That cough sounded terrible. She didn't want to know how bad she had been when she had been sick. She could barely remember that week but it must have been dreadful. But he was the professional so she'd take his word on it.

"We weren't expecting you to be up for another hour or so. Are you sure you don't want to rest anymore," Tarrlok inquired.

"I really want to get back into my training more than anything. The faster I get back into shape means less time for Tenzin to try and stop me." She said narrowing her eyes at the monk's name.

"I understand how you feel Korra but breakfast comes first," Kavik responded. "I'll fix you something in the kitchen," he said rising from his spot at the table.

Korra took the same seat as last night as she waited for her food.

"We'll need to get you some new clothes soon. Anything you really want," Tarrlok asked taking a sip of his tea.

"Hmmm...Not really, I guess, just something that I can fight in, blue?" She guessed shrugging her shoulders.

Her old clothes before Doum-ui had been very simple. White loose fitting cotton shirt and pants were her normal attire. At the compound she had worn a tight fitted shirt with loose blue pants. Over time she had added one arm band to the mix. It had been a gift from her father one year. But she didn't have that now. She couldn't remember if she had it on when she came to Doum-ui. If she had then it would be with the rest of her things if someone hadn't thrown them out. But she couldn't ask Kavik to get it for it. Everything she had touched would be collected as evidence for her disappearance from the ward. Even if he could get it back. Who's to say it would even fit her now. She could barely recall what type of material it was made out of. If she had left it on the island there was no way she was ever going to find it. Either way the arm band was gone.

Her stomach let out a loud growl causing her to slouch a bit more in her seat. One thing was for sure, she was starving where was Kavik anyhow? After what felt like forever her doctor returned holding a gleaming silver tray. In the center was a bowl of rice porridge. It had thick pieces of fish floating in it. Off to the side was a glass of water. Below the water there was a single pill. Her eyes grew wide when she saw the food. She rolled up the sleeves of her oversized night gown making sure they were out of the way.

"It's not much, just some leftovers from the fridge. For all of our skills Tarrlok and I aren't such good cooks. Usually a chef prepares the meals here," he said letting out a small laugh.

She almost asked why the cook wasn't here today before realizing why. They couldn't exactly have people roaming the house with her here. Well at least not at this second. She was supposed to still be at Doum-ui. Even though her new place of residence was nice she was still in hiding none the less. If Tarrlok had a private chef he probably had maids as well. The thought of being able to manage a political career and keeping up with all of the chores in such a large home was overwhelming for her.

"Make sure to take your medication after you finish eating," he reminded her.

"You said it yourself I'm better now. I don't really think I should have to take this stuff," She said taking her chopsticks into hand and pointing at the lone pill.

"Some days will be better than others but you are in no way cured, Korra" he said making his point know.

"Fine, you're the doctor," she said pouting slightly as she lifted a clump of rice into her mouth.

"If you'll excuse me for a bit," Tarrlok said getting up from his chair.

He walked behind Kavik's chair and over by the window. On a small table against the wall was a telephone. She must have missed it last night. His large right hand took hold of the phone and he lifted it to his ear. While the left one took up the job of dialing. She heard the subtle sound of the dialing. His finger dragged the circle up to the top before allowing it to fall back. With each number he put in she heard the soft chime of metal. It was silent for a bit leaving Korra alone with her chewing as she devoured her breakfast.

"Ah, yes Hei Ryung, its Tarrlok. I've called to place an order. Yes, something for a friend of mine." He paused before glancing over at Korra who had rice sliding down the side of her cheek. "She's a young adult, around five seven, five eight. Style? Something that's easy to move in, they train often, also water tribe. A southern style would be best." He stopped again looking over at Korra again. "Anything else," he said moving the phone away from his face briefly.

She responded by a blank stare rather confused as to what was going on. With that Tarrlok moved the phone back to his mouth and spoke

"Hmm... Surprise me, uh huh, that's all. You'll send it over when it's finished? Great," he finished before hanging up the phone.

Korra and Kavik had been talking about something regarding their time at the ward together. Leaving her to only hear bits and pieces of what Tarrlok had been talking about over the phone. The politician turned to face the others at the table.

"Who was that," Korra inquired lifting the last bit of rice out of her bowl.

"That was Miss Hei Ryung, an old friend of mine, and the finest seamstress in all of Republic City. As soon as she's finished with your new clothes she'll send them over," He explained. He strolled over to them and took his place at the front of the table.

"We do still have a lot to discus, on the issue of Korra's stay though," he said as he laced his fingers together.

"It's well past twenty-four hours since she was reported missing. By now if they haven't gotten any clues they're going to contact Tenzin," Kavik said in a matter of fact tone.

"The best move would be to announce where she is then as soon as possible," Tarrlok reasoned.

"You're not making any sense. I thought the whole purpose was to keep me away from Tenzni. As soon as you tell him I'm here he'll drag me back to the island." She said feeling her anger begin to rise.

"The longer your arrival in the city stays a secret the further it incriminates Kavik and I," the dark coffee haired man stated. "If you're not guilty of something no need to hide it," he explained.

"I guess," she replied flatly.

"Through the very few letters I've received from Tenzin and The White Lotus they made it very clear that they didn't want anyone to find out about your stay at Doum-ui. If Tenzin reveals that he's broken their rules." Kavik theorized.

"Tenzin will lie and cheat but only behind closed doors," Tarrlok added.

"We have to make an announcement for Korra's return to the city." Kavik said.

"It doesn't need to be flashy. No the people of this city just need a spark to bring their hope back. And more importantly it needs to happen soon. Then we'll worry about putting him in jail," Tarrlok said.

"The fastest way to get rid of Tenzin is to take down the bending triads. In the city I saw tons of them. The police aren't doing anything about it." Korra include.

"Yes, you're right, with everything going on the police have been too busy. The triads have gotten comfortable and sloppy," he said before continuing. "As much as I hate to say it my work with Chief Saikan hasn't seemed to rattle Tenzin at all. But you're comeback will." He said a smile spreading across his face.

"Tenzin's gone too long with nothing to fear. He's been untouchable to the police. But not to you Korra." Kavik said.

"Getting approval for another press conference would take too long," Tarrlok said. "I have a one coming up in a few days for my new plan to deal with this city's organized crime troubles."

With her meal finished she took the pill in hand and placed it in her mouth before taking the glass of water in hand. She brought the cup to her mouth and allowed the liquid to fall down her throat taking the medication with it. Korra thought back to her time in the inner city. She had remembered hearing about Tarrlok's speech that was coming up. She had made it just in time. Everything was working out for her. But this was the easy stuff. Finding the evidence against Tenzin and stopping him would be the hard part.

"Then it's settled," Kavik said his voice filled with vigor.

"Do we have any leads," she asked eyes Tarrlok across the table.

"Not too many," The politician replied. "I might have something you'll want to know." With that Tarrlok reached into his coat pocket and pulled out three photographs.

He set each one down onto the table before her. Her cerulean orbs scanned the pictures. Each one was a head shot of a different person. The photographs weren't very big in size. But they were large enough for someone to get a good look at their face. The first two pictures were of males but the last one was a female. Her eyes went back to the first one. Even with the picture being in black and white it still held a lot of information.

He didn't look too much older than her. The person had a thin face with a broad jaw line. Even with the lack of color in the picture she could see that his skin was pale. Possibly ivory colored as well. He had dark hair that stuck up a bit in the front, while the rest of it was rather tame in the back. Well for the most part that is. His eyebrows were thick and pointed up at a certain angle. It was hard to see what shade of grey his eyes had came out as. If the picture had been bigger she could have tried to guess their color. The man had thin eyes that was for sure. His nose was of decent size, not too big or too small. And lastly he had a scowl plaster across his face.

"His name is Mako," Tarrlok began.

The young Avatar looked up from the photo for a moment meeting the man's eyes. This teenager was a suspect. The guy in the photo looked rather young to be involved in something like this. Then again she was just seventeen and was tasked with the job of saving the entire world. She had fully embraced her role as the Avatar since she was young. Aang had stopped an entire war at twelve. Age was nothing but a number.

"From the evidence we're gathered he's already got a record. He's been with the Triple Threat Triad since he was small. From there he became a pro-bending star but that didn't last too long. He was back on the street again working for Lightning Bolt Zolt soon afterwards. Mako and Tenzin have been seen together on many occasions. We speculate that he's been a big help at running some of Tenzin's smuggling deals." Tarrlok clarified.

"What's he trying to sneak in," she asked.

"The police always arrive too late, he's been at this for so long but we haven't found a single clue." Tarrlok said feeling his frustration show. "This is Bolin," he said releasing the tension in his voice.

Korra remained silent as her eyes moved over to the next photograph on the table. This man looked similar to the other Mako guy but different. Bolin was definitely younger than Mako or at least not as serious looking. His eyes were big and expressive. He had a strong jaw line like Mako but his face was fuller, rounder even. His hair was the opposite of the other man's. Where Mako's had been unkempt in the front Bolin's stuck up in the back a bit. His eyebrows were thicker than that of his relative and they did not have the same point. His nose was of good size for his body. It was round like a button and fit perfectly into his face.

"Are they related," asked Kavik.

"Yes, they were on a pro-bending team together before returning to their life of crime." Tarrlok answered. "And last, Asami Sato," he said point at the final photograph.

The last photo was that of a woman. To say the least she was beautiful. She had an oval shaped face with a slightly pointed chin. Her hair was parted off center to the right. Her dark hair was in loose curls that framed her face. Unlike the two teenaged men the female had thin eyebrows. Her eyes were almond shaped with a slender nose between them. From the photo she could see that the female wore makeup as well. She could see the slightly darker tint on her eyelids along with the dark color of her lips. She had thin but long lips that were smiling. Asami looked like she could have been a model on the city billboards. Korra found herself feeling oddly jealous of the girl. Her name was familiar to her. She had heard it before.

"Her father, Hiroshi Sato, invented the Sato-mobile and is also the founder of Future Industries. The police found out that Hiroshi had been manufacturing weapons for the equalist. After a raid on his manor Hiroshi went into hiding and all of his assets were frozen. From there she got involved in the wrong crowd. And now she's working for Tenzin and assisting the Triple Threats. She's not a member though, she's a non-bender." He concluded.

"This is Tenzin's elite squad," Kavik questioned.

No one knew exactly how many members the Triple Threats had but Kavik would have guessed they had enough man power to not need the help of teenagers. There were exceptional benders all over the world. The fact that Tenzin's most trusted happened to be a group of teens was hard to believe. If he trusted such a young crowd to do his dirty work their skills must be astonishing.

"Don't be fooled by their age Kavik, whenever a major deal has happened these three have been spotted. Mako is a skilled firebender and his brother is just as good an earthbender. The Sato girl may not be a bender but you shouldn't underestimate her either. They've been seen in the area before an exchange took place or after to clean up any loose ends. We haven't caught them in the act but we've had witness say they saw them leave the area with Tenzin," He said.

"Is there anything else you can tell me," Korra asked.

"Sorry that's all I really have on them, my apologies. Saikan would most likely have more on them but that's all classified police paper work." Tarrlok reconciled.

"That's something to go on, is there a pattern of where the deals are happening?" she asked.

"No, I'm afraid there isn't. Sometimes they happen at the docks, residential areas, warehouses anywhere really. If there was it would be easier to track them and find out their next move," he said letting out a sigh.

The three continued to discuss ideas and plans on luring Tenzin out into the open. Their brainstorming session had lasted hours. Yet, none of their ideas were any good. Every time they thought they had a solid idea the other found a hole in it. The more they talked about it the more they became frustrated. Kavik looked over at Korra. He could see the way her brow was twisted and the lines forming on her face. Just from the look on her face he knew how she felt. It was time to give their strategy meeting a break and for them all to find a little peace of mind. That momentary distraction had come at the right time. The sound of knocking echoed through the house followed by the crisp ring of the doorbell. Tarrlok instinctively rose from his seat and made his way to the foyer leaving doctor and patient alone.

"This is hopeless," Korra said exasperatedly before throwing her arms into the air.

"These things take time. If it were that easy the police would have caught him some time ago," he said trying to ease her aggravation.

Moments later Tarrlok gave back into the room holding several boxes and a shopping bag in hand. They were mauve with pearl white flower décor covering the tops. The bottom of the containers was just that solid light shade of mauve. The boxes ranged in shape and size. The bottom one was large and rectangular, while the one on top of that was circular. After that one was two smaller square ones then another large rectangle. Inside of the bag it looked like there was another round box sitting there. Each box had a simple yet elegant soft periwinkle ribbon tied around it. The boxes were stacked tall covering his view. With each step the top boxes wobble threatening to fall. Before Korra could act Kavik was already up helping push Korra's tray out of the way. From there he took the first two boxes off of the top and placed them on the table in front of her.

"What's all of this for," she inquired looking at the stack of boxes around her.

"Your new clothes," Tarrlok replied setting the last one off to her right.

"All of those are for me," she said her eyes roaming from one box to another.

"How about you open them," Kavik suggested.

Korra reached for the first box in front of her. With a simple pull on the edge of the ribbon the bow came undone. She removed the lid from the rectangular box to find layer of tissue paper under it. After taking it out she found a simple sweatshirt in navy blue. Her hands grazed the material it was soft and smooth. There was a pair of matching pants sitting in the box.

The next box was round and contained small shoes. They were much nicer than the one she had worn on her journey to Republic City. They had a solid sole in them and looked like they could outlast anything. The next few boxes contained other clothes much nicer than the first. One of which was a new pair of pajamas. As warm as the ones she had borrowed were having clothes that actually fit was great. All of the gifts were amazing she couldn't find the words to express how thankful she was to Tarrlok.

"After you change we have a real surprise for you," Kavik said.

She took what she needed and went up to her room. Korra had picked to wear the sweatpants and the slip on shoes. In ten seconds flat she was fully dressed shoes and all. She came down the stairs into the foyer to find Kavik and Tarrlok waiting for her. From there they walked from there in the opposite direction of the den. They continued in silence until they came across a door and the end of a long hallway. When Tarrlok opened the door it revealed a staircase almost as impressive as the one that led up stairs. The three went down the steps at the pace of a snail. With each moment she found herself starting to lose her patients. Where were they going that they had to move so slowly? What was so important about this? What could even be down here in his basement? These questions and many more found their way into the Avatar's mind.

As they came to the bottom of the staircase she finally saw the big surprise. It was a huge training area. Along the back wall were training dummies along with targets. On the left side there were large containers filled to the brim with water for bending. Closer to where they stood was a padded bench for resting. In the right hand corner there were weights stacked in order of weight. The floor a cool blue left lots of empty space for a person to star, work on their acrobatics, anything really. Korra could feel her jaw drop at the sight of it all.

"This is my private training area, feel free to use it as much as you like and for as long as you like," Tarrlok said panning his arm over the space.

The training space at the compound was nice but this...This was something different entirely. Her eyes were the size of saucers all she could do was stare in wonder. She stepped out onto the training mat getting and closer look at it all. It was far better than the training grounds the White Lotus had made for her.

"I get to use all of this, thank you Tarrlok," she said giving him a bow with her hands in the passive position.

"You can practice both your waterbending and firebending down here. The floor I'm afraid isn't suitable for earthbending. I have some paper work to do at town hall I'll be back shortly before dinner," Tarrlok informed the two before leaving.

With that Korra went to work. She lifted her hands and bent the water out of the enormous jars. She started with the basics of moving the water in small sections. Within minutes she tried more. She created water whips and shot them out to see if she could hit the bull's eye on the target. After watching for a bit Kavik announced that he would give her some alone time and departed as well. For someone who hadn't been able to use her bending in years she sure didn't look like it.

Every one of her attacks hit the dummies. She practiced forming ice around them and her own body. Then she went onto firing ice sickles at the dummies. It was as if she had never stopped training. She then moved onto fire. For the first part she spent her time on the mats practicing her kicks and punches at the thin air. She had missed her bending so much. With every movement she made a large flame would burst from a part of her body. She had no idea how long she had been training. She didn't care! After three long years she was finally able to do the one thing that made her feel so alive. Every successfully executed skill made her heart swell with happiness and pride.

The young Avatar prepared herself as she jumped into the air delivering a perfect round house kick into the air. The fire roared as it departed from her foot. After a few seconds it disappeared into the air fading away. She bent down and rested her hands onto her knees. Her chest heaved and all of her muscles burned. But it wasn't a bad burn though. It was the sign of a good, no great workout. She stayed like that allowing herself to catch her breath. Sweat rolled down the side of her face from her forehead. Pieces of her brown hair stuck to her face in different places.

"How about you a break, hmm,' Kavik asked.

Korra pushed her hands off of her knees and stood up straight. She turned around to see her doctor walking over to the bench. In a few seconds she walked over to him where he was. The doctor extended his hand that held a dry towel for her. She gladly took it and began to wipe the sweat off of her forehead and neck.

"You look like you're already in top condition," he remarked.

"Not yet, I still haven't gotten to try some of my most difficult firebending forms and I can't earthbend down here," she said taking a seat next to him.

"Well from a non-bender's point of you, you look ready for anything," Kavik said chuckling a bit. He looked around the gym once more. "After the press conference you should be able to practice your earthbending outside in the gardens."

"His place has its own gardens? Why do you two have such a big house when it's just the two of you," she retorted.

"The house is Tarrlok's not mine. Like you I'm just a guest in his home. I'm usually one for small simple living spaces. I have an apartment in another part of the city but it's being renovated so Tarrlok was kind enough to an old friend let me stay here for a bit," The doctor said enlightening his patient.

"Oh, you are Tarrlok are old friends," she said.

"Yes, we've known each other for as long as I can remember. He's a good man I trust him with my life." He said his voice filling with pride when he spoke of his friend.

The two were best friends? That explained why Kavik had said when she first arrived. He had told her that if anyone could protect her and help her it was Tarrlok. If there ever was a single doubt about the politician in her mind it had vanished. Kavik was the only person that knew of every single one of her demons. He had helped her vanquish most of them. There were no secrets between the two of them. No ulterior motives that they two kept hidden. Kavik was the only person she had trusted. Everyone else had lied and used her. Her parents loved her but they had believed Tenzin over her. They could have helped her but they never did. The Order of The White Lotus had treated her like she was a puppet, a mere pawn to be used for their selfish goals. Tenzin, he was worse than the order. He lied to everyone and abused his power in the city. If Kavik trusted Tarrlok with his life then she did too.

X

The days passed faster than they had expected. She spent most of her days training away until Kavik would convince her to rest. Tarrlok was largely absent around the mansion, which was to be expected. There was so much to do in such a short amount of time. His daily tasks ranged from meeting with the other council members to filing and signing paper work. He had other meeting discussing and organizing the press conference that was going to be happening.

After a few short days Korra could really feel her bending becoming stronger. Her kicks become higher and her fire burned even brighter than before. Even with such a busy schedule Tarrlok had taken time out of his day to help her work on her defense in waterbending. Even the little things he said like telling her to pull her feet closer together as she performed a waterbending skill aided her. He even helped her write the small speech she was going to give at the end. She wouldn't be a polish as a veteran speaker like Tarrlok but his help made it easier.

That morning as the sunlight filled her room the Avatar awoke. She was ready for anything, the triad thugs, Tenzin, you name it. She threw back the covers off of her bed and pulled the canopy veil away so she could get up. Once she was on her feet she stretched up towards the ceiling. She went about her day as if it were normal. She had eaten breakfast in the dining room but instead of training she went back up to her room to change. She looked over by her dressed to find the boxes in the corner. She made her way over to them pulling out one large rectangular one followed by two circular ones.

She opened the boxes and quickly discarded the clothes she was wearing onto her bed post. She pulled the top over her bindings and then the pants followed by socks and the new boots she had received. She pulled on the finger less gloves. Korra looked at herself in the mirror. She had to say the seamstress had out done herself. The outfit was sleek and modern but still comfortable. The top was a tight fitting crop top that stopped just before her belly button. The top showcased her tone rippled stomach. It had only one shoulder leaving left shoulder naked. The sleeve on the right side stopped at where her arm connected to her shoulder. The top was a light sky blue. From the corner of her top on the upper left side a white trim began. It continued up the top and ended on the inside corner of her top. The white line was only an inch thick just giving the top a touch of white.

These pants were the exact opposite of what she had been used to wearing. The pants were long and skinny legged in the color of midnight blue. They fit close to her body but they didn't feel uncomfortable though. In the beginning she had her doubts o how comfortable they would be to fight in. When she woke up one morning she put the outfit through a test run to see how it fared in a fight. It had passed with flying colors. She then looked at her arms. They were covered in dark blue long fingerless gloves. The gloves stopped just an inch or two away from where her shoulder started. What she loved most about the most was the cut around her fingers.

The gloves were high around pointer finger, middle one and thumb. The style was nothing new. In fact it was old very old. But she had recognized it none the less. It had been the same style she had seen her dad wear when she was little. It was a style worn by a warrior. The woman had paid heavy attention to detail. Her boots stopped a bit below her knee and were black. To finish off the look Korra donned a midnight blue cape with a hood. The cape had a thin layer of fur around the corner that really gave it that Water Tribe feel. She wrapped the cloak around her making sure to clip the symbol in the center together. It had been so long since she had seen her own family symbol she had forgotten what it looked like. Tarrlok had asked for them to put his in instead. Which she didn't mind, it was a big honor to wear the symbol of another family. Especially since Korra hadn't seen hers for so long.

Her expression grew sour as she thought of her family. She hadn't seen then in three years. Even when she lived at the compound they had rarely been allowed to visit. The White Lotus said it distracted her from her training. That was just some excuse to hold against her. They would make promises of their visits before changing their minds at the last minute. It had been three long years since she had seen her parents and three years without seeing her best friend, Naga. She could only imagine the type of pain that the polar bear dog was feeling. Was Naga even safe? She had been forced to leave her on the island when she was sent to Doum-ui. Was someone taking care of her? Feeding her, taking her for walks? Had Tenzin sent her back to the South Pole? Was she there all alone? No he wouldn't have done that, he was smart. He knew she wouldn't be trapped at the ward forever and when she did come back to the island he would need leverage to keep her in line. One of the first things she had to do was to get her friend back.

The only thing that remained in the boxes was the elaborate hair ties. She didn't really know what to do with them. It had been so long since she had styled her hair. For years she had barely touched it. Even before she got to Doum-ui she rarely did much to her hair. She walked over to the dresser and found a hairbrush and comb waiting for her. Slowly she began to brush out the tangles from her hair when she heard a soft knock at the door.

"Come in," she called.

Tarrlok stepped into room look at the teen as she attempted to do her hair. She brushed it up and moved the cluster of hair to the right then left trying to decide which side looked better.

"Need a little help," he said seeing her struggle.

"Yeah, actually," she said laughing at herself a bit.

Tarrlok took the brush out of her hand and began to brush her hair until it was free on the tangles she had missed.

"Is there a particular style you want," he asked.

"Not really, I just need it out of the way," she said.

Just like with clothes, hair was a whole new territory for her. She had never really focused on it. When she was younger she had worn her hair in little puffballs two on each side and one in the back. She didn't know what to do with her hair other than that. Tarrlok took the comb from her dresser and ran it through her hair. The comb slid down her long chocolate brown locks effortlessly. From there he parted it into three sections, two very small pieces on the side of her face and the rest was pulled back until he got around to it.

He started with the small pieces. He took the left one and began to braid it up. Tarrlok braided the hair starting from the center of her face along her hairline. He pulled the finished tiny braid back with the rest of her hair and did the same to the other side. From there her took the brush back into his hand and began brushing her hair up until it was at the top of her head. She watched him carefully in the mirror. Tarrlok truly was a man of many talents. He was a great speaker, a brilliant waterbender, and now she found out he was good at doing hair. He undid part of the braids on the side before smoothing out her hair and placing one of the hair bindings onto the ponytail. The clip's color matched that of her pants. In the center there was a sky blue piece with the carving of the water tribe on it. He didn't stop there. He began to braid Korra's long high ponytail. As he reached the end on it he placed a dark blue fabric wrapped over it to keep it in place.

She was astonished with what she saw in the mirror. It had only taken him a few minutes to do this and it looked great. The small braids went against her hairline like a crown but before the faded out and joined the rest of her hair in the long up do. She would have never picked a hairstyle so feminine on her on. But in the same way she liked it. It was something new and different.

"Are you ready to leave," Tarrlok asked as he set down the hairbrush.

"Yeah," she replied.

"Keep your hood up and stay close to me," he said turning and walking towards the exit.

Korra gave herself one last look in the mirror before pulling her hood up over her eyes. She turned on her heels quickly causing her cape to flare out as she followed in suit behind Tarrlok.
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That's all for now~! Bolin, Mako and Asami are outlaws and Korra has a new look. I even drew sketches of it when I was writing this, (they're kind of crappy but they count). I drew influence from Katara and Sokka's clothing from last airbender. Mentor Tarrlok and Kavik is sweet right? Please tell me what you like, what you didn't like, what you think will happen and what you want to happen. Reviews make me smile, and write more lol. Bye for now~










13. Pervade


 I got so busy with school and everything and didn't have much time for writing, but finals are over! This chapter is one that many people requested that I write I felt as though it was needed but the time for the chapter to be written hadn't come until now. This is it! This is the super special chapter; it is unlike any other chapter so far. Was it worth the wait? 

"I can feel you all around me. Thickening the air I'm breathing, holding on to what I'm feeling. Savoring this heart that's healing"- FlyLeaf (All Around Me)

Pervade-be present and apparent throughout
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Soft freshly fallen snow crunched underneath his feet as he walked. There was no destination. No, this was more of a routine he followed. At first the habit of these long walks had purpose but not anymore. He did them because his mind had reasoned it was better than doing nothing. It was better than sitting there waiting for something, anything to happen. He hoped that maybe he would find a small glimpse of what he was looking for. Even the slightest clue would have been better than his empty uneventful strolls.

The wind began to pick up again causing the firebender to shiver. He pulled his signature red scarf closer to his body. Republic City had never had a winter that lasted this long. Even with the years him and Bolin lived on the streets it had never felt this cold, this bleak, this empty. The city streets looked the same they had that day. It was almost as if time stood still. It should have been early spring by now. … But it wasn't. Birds should have been chirping and flowers should be staring to blossom. All that could be seen now were shades of gray and white. These dull colors covered the once brilliant city.

Everywhere he looked he saw things that reminded him of her. The snow that littered the roads and twirled through the air made him think of her. It brought back the memories of her telling him about her home in the Southern Water Tribe. It made him think of her usual attire of a sleeves top and sweatpants. She never appeared to be cold and it wasn't because she was a firebender either. She had grown up in weather far worse than this. If anything the snow made her feel more at home. When he saw the snow it made him think of her natural element. The way she would manipulate it was magnificent. He thought back to how her body moved as she pushed and pulled the water. Watching her bend was just breathtaking. But it wasn't just the sight of the ice and snow that made him think of her. No, even his own element had betrayed him. When he created even the smallest flame in his palm he thought of her. He thought of how a girl born in the land of water and ice favored the use of fire.

Fire, she was just like it. She was brash, confident, strong, arrogant and so passionate with everything she did. The hottest and the most powerful fires burned blue like her sparkling cerulean eyes. So many people overlooked her and dismissed her without giving her a chance. They saw an impatient child with a foul temper. He had almost done the same when they had just met. She was stubborn, this was true. But beyond that immovable altitude of hers was a selfless and sympathetic girl. She was willing to do anything for others, no matter what the cost was.

In the short time that he had met her she had snuck her way into the brother's lives. At first he had accepted it begrudgingly. She had saved them by joining their pro-bending team. Without her they would have never gotten this far. And for that he was thankful, though he never really showed it. She was the best waterbender their team ever had. But soon he found himself warming up to her. She had broken down his walls he had so carefully constructed all these years. It was so easy to talk to her. With just one look with her dazzling eyes he could feel himself relax.

When he looked back at his life he was amazed they had just met a few months ago. She had imbedded herself so far into his life it was as if she had always been there. When he thought back to some of the fonder memories of his childhood he found himself flabbergasted when he couldn't remember where she had been that day. As he would sort through the events he would try and think of a place she could have been if not with him and his brother. A few seconds later he would recall that they hadn't met yet. Korra had wormed her way so far into his life, into his mind; it was as if she had always been there. She fit in so perfectly with him and Bolin. She laughed at Bolin's jokes more than Mako ever had. He didn't know how she found so many of them funny.

Thinking about her also brought on regret. She had made it clear that she had feelings for him. She had blurted it out right in his face. She had been honest about how she felt, but he had lied to her. He had lied then had the nerve to jealous of his brother. He had acted like a child. If he had said what he felt then maybe he wouldn't feel this way. If he had known this would have happened he would have been able to tell her. His mind drifted to the brief kiss the two had shared. It had been done on impulse but that was just her style. It had been unlike any kiss that Asami and he had shared.

When their lips had met it the act had surprised him too. But a second later he never wanted the moment to end. Mako could still recall how soft her lips were. He could feel the heat radiating off of her even though the rest of their bodies weren't touching. He found himself leaning in closer deepening the kiss. In that instant everything seemed to melt away. All of his worries and fears were gone. There was just him kissing this beautiful brunette. When they pulled away he saw the light blush coat the apples of her cheeks. In this short occurrence he had found bliss. The reality of the situation came crashing down on his shoulder moments later when he saw her face change. The sheepish expression changed into one of shock and lament.

In that brief moment he had found bliss but at what cost? He had killed three birds with one stone. He had been able to tell Korra how he really felt about her. But the moment of passion had hurt his little brother and he had cheated on his girlfriend. Neither one of them deserved that. He had been so selfish and stupid. Even after it he hadn't really worked out the issue with anyone. His talk with Bolin had been short and concise. He had been lucky Bolin was just naturally forgiving. He had led Korra on though… Kissing her back didn't help anyone. It just made him more confused than ever.

Asami had never found out about the kiss. He didn't know how to tell her...Maybe that was just an excuse…He liked Asami, really he did. But there was just something about Korra that drew him in. Like the moon pulled the tide Korra pulled him closer to into her world. Every moment he found himself becoming tangled up in her web. Before he even realized what was happening it she was gone.

They had all taken her disappearance bad. But everyone had different ways to cope with the situation. Tenzin threw himself into his work. Day after day he worked tediously with little sleep. The councilman worked mercilessly to find her and keep the city stable. To him it wasn't just losing a student, no he had lost a daughter as well. Pema had urged her husband to get more rest but that had a low success rate. Bolin tried to tell more jokes than usual to try and lift everyone's spirits. But even he felt that pain in his chest they all had. Every now and again one Tenzin's children would laugh. Asami tried to formulate theories with the ex-chief Beifong. All of which ended miserably.

At first when she had left them in the city there was chaos. Search parties had been formed, posters had been plastered everywhere. The citizens of Republic City hunted day and night for their Avatar. But with no clues people became discouraged and gave up. Some people suggested that maybe the Avatar had been killed in battle. He denied every bit of it. There was no way Korra would be taken down like that. She was a fighter; she never gave up no matter what. It just all seemed so impossible. How could she work her way so far into his life and then vanish leaving nothing behind? How could someone like her just be gone like that? It didn't make any sense. She wasn't just anyone, not to him at least.

When Korra had gone missing many had also found peace. With the Avatar missing the equalist movement had crawled to a screeching halt. It seemed too convenient for the equalist to start gaining power in the city before vanishing. With the Avatar gone he had overheard some equalist supports talking about how they felt better without Korra here. The Avatar was the symbol of their oppression to many and with her gone many of them felt at peace. After their mysterious leader had left them a select few tried holding meetings to rally one another but they never amounted to much.

None of those equalist supporters knew what to do without their leader. They were just like koala sheep; they couldn't do anything by themselves. Then again was he no different than the equalist? Without her here with him he had fallen apart. He found himself unable to sleep at night. After a while the others had coaxed him into sleeping if only for a little bit. They had promised to continue the search for their lost friend. He kept having nightmares of her. She was hurt; someone was hurting her, he knew it. He could hear her screams of pain and her sobs that made his own body shake. Time after time he woke up soaked in sweat. Maybe it was his punishment? If he had not allowed her to go alone things might have ended differently. Maybe she would still be here?

He didn't do much of anything now but go on his walks. He barely slept. Every now and again he would nod off somewhere for an hour or two. He had lost interest in most of the very few hobbies he had. He only trained out of necessity. Training brought back memories of him, Korra and Bolin at practice early in the mornings. At the end of his exercises he would have a bitter taste in his mouth. He could still recall her quick witted attitude when he would correct her on something. He rarely ate these days. He just didn't have much of appetite for anything. Pema and Bolin would urge him to eat more but he couldn't bring himself to do it. If he had been more careful then she would still be here driving him crazy.

He hardly spoke to anyone now. He and Asami fought almost every time they had been in the same room. She became fed up with his constant thoughts of Korra. She understood that their friend was out there missing. But in the same way he had neglected Asami. She was still trying to cope with her father's betrayal. He thought of how she had cried in his arms in the airship that night. He had promised to be there for her and he had lied. When it all came down to it her was off chasing another girl when she needed him. After a while they both had came to the conclusion that it would be better if they broke off their relationship. The two had promised to still be friends with one another but nothing more. Things had gotten better between them from there. They had stopped avoiding each other so much. It had become hard to not see one another. The island was spacious but not big enough for them to keep this game up.

His mind went back to that night. The battle had been intense to say the least. They were out number but still hoping it would end in their favor. When she didn't come back right away they knew something was wrong. The numbers of those who had surrounded them quickly diminished. They were retreating, running away like cowards…Or so they thought. The foes that they had battled were using themselves as decoys. They were nothing but a simple distraction while someone else went for the real prize. Looking back at it now he realized how foolish he had been. How foolish they all had been. When their enemies began retreating they had thought they won. They all kept waiting for her to return. The waited for her to come back with that cocky smirk of hers. But the chorus of 'I told I'd be fine,' never came. They had won their fight but she surely had lost hers.

He had replayed that day in his head over a thousand times now. And still he couldn't find a single clue that would help him find her. There had to be one tiny detail that would explain it all. They had all retraced their steps a thousand times. The group had split up into teams trying to find which route the Avatar had chosen. The day had started out so innocently. How could it have twisted into such a hideous thing? In one instant their lives had been changed forever. Not just his but the entire city wept with heavy hearts.

Mako looked at his surroundings. It was as if nothing had been altered. Snow lined the streets and clung onto rooftops of nearby buildings. The sky was as drab as ever and the chill in the wind never left. Yet in the same way everything had changed. Nothing would be the same without her. It was almost as if the planet was mourning with its people. In the distance not too far from where he stood he saw town hall. People had gathered both reporters and everyday citizens alike. All of them donned thick coats and long scarves. He had heard something about their being a press conference this week. His amber eyes scanned the stage. All of the council members were there. Tenzin was on the far right standing on the stage. Even from here he could see how tired the man was. His skin was pale and his blue eyes were filled with so much pain and sorrow.

He could still remember the day he made the call down to the South Pole to tell her parents about what had happened. Tenzin had been tasked with keeping her safe and he had failed. The strain that was so very clear in his voice. It was followed by the sound of Korra's mother sobbing in the background. Shortly afterwards Tonraq and Senna had arrived in the city. Korra's father had led expeditions into the mountains with Naga and a few others in search of her. Each journey was just as fruitless as the next. It had been hard but after some time Tenzin had convinced Tonraq to go back to their home in the south. If Korra had been taken she might escape and go back home. And if she did show up they wanted to be there for her. Mako didn't even want to know how her parents were feeling. Korra was their daughter; they had watched her grow up. He knew they must have been worried with Amon and the equalist in the city, but this... This was something different entirely.

He could recall the chorus of 'when's Korra coming back,' from Tenzin's children. Their eyes were wide with fear and distress. He remembered how much Ikki had wept in her father's arms. Jinora had tried to stay strong being the oldest but the loss was too much for her to bear and she broke down as well. The young Avatar was like a big sister to all of the airbending kids. They were the sibling she never had growing up. He couldn't imagine what it would be like if he had lost Bolin. Mako's gaze passed over the Fire Nation's representative then the Earth Kingdom's followed by the Southern Watertribe's. His tawny orbs narrowed when they fell upon the Northern Water Tribe representative, Tarrlok.

As much as he blamed himself for Korra's disappearance he held Tarrlok even more responsible. He had never paid much attention to the politicians in the city before. He was too young to vote and is main goal was taking care of his brother. Just the way the man smiled was disgusting to him. Earlierthat night he had threatened her and their friends. But no matter how hard they tried they couldn't find any evidence against him.

The city had changed since Korra was gone. Criminals became bold when they realized she wasn't coming back anytime soon. The triads were running the city. With her gone criminals weren't as terrified anymore. They began robbing shops in broad daylight and beating down others for money. Who was going to stop them the police? They were too busy trying to solve fifty other problems the city had. By time they had realized what was going on. The city was already thrown into chaos. Since the Avatar had gone missing Tarrlok had stepped up saying he would save the citizens of Republic City. Many wholeheartedly believed him. Some said things had gone back to how they were before she came. But he disagreed things were far worse.

Since her disappearance Tarrlok and the newly appointed chief of police Saikan had held many conferences to 'better the city.' There was something about Saikan he just didn't like. Something about the man just didn't sit well with him. He could never figure out just what it was though. Maybe it was because he was so willing to work with Tarrlok? The two were also almost always seen together. There wasn't a moment when he saw Tarrlok that Saikan wasn't just a few paces behind. It was obvious to Mako what was going on. The politician was showing everyone who had the real power in the city. The sight told the people what would happen if you went against him. It wouldn't be the first time he had abused his power to get what he wanted. No, that man was willing to step on anyone to get his way.

But something was different from the other times he had seen a speech being given by the politician. Saikan was standing farther off to the side. In the past that was the same place Beifong had stood. It was where the chief of police usually was. It had been so long since he had Seen Saikin stand there it felt out of place. He was not at Tarrlok's right hand side; no he was standing closer to the podium. In his place there was a figure shrouded in a dark blue cloak with a fur trim. He couldn't help but wonder who was this mystery person? It looked like everyone had the same thought as she did. The crowd whispered looking at one another with curious faces. They were trying to find out who this person was as well. As much as the members of the council tried to stay composed he could see their wandering eyes. None of them knew who it was either.

Reporters snapped pictures every second. Most of them took photos of Tarrlok and the mystery person next to him. They put their cameras in awkward angles and positions trying to see if the flash could help them uncover the cloaked person's face. With each flash the politician's smile grew wider. He must have known that they weren't trying to get a picture of him. He couldn't be that egotistical? Then again Tarrlok loved to prove him wrong.

The firebender's attention focused on the person beside the waterbender. Their cloak covered up their entire body. This made it harder to tell if it was a male or female. They were at least a foot shorter than Tarrlok that was for sure. It could have been a girl then. But it could also be a guy who was either young or just petite. The people of the water tribe wore lots of furs. Maybe they were from the water tribe? It was also cold outside as well. The cloak could have been just for warmth though he highly doubted that. People usually donned the color of their heritage. Could the person be from the Northern Water Tribe like Tarrlok was? And why were they even here? Was this part of another one or Tarrlok's schemes to gain more power in the city? If were just another an ordinary person then why keep them covered up like that? There was something off about the circumstances.

Mako began walking towards the crowd until he was just on the outskirts of the cluster of people. As things began to calm down Tarrlok left his place and walked up to the podium. The crowd became hushed. They all leaned in not wanting to miss a second of this speech. The tribesman seemed to relish in their anguish. He took his sweet time as he cleared his throat and shot winning smiles down at the audience.

"For too long have the bending triads controlled this city… I am here to liberate it," He began. "This city has suffered from so much loss. Our chief of police had resigned...One of our city's biggest employers was found out to be an equalist conspirator. ..And our biggest loss was our Avatar." Tarrlok paused giving the audience a pained look of mourning. "I am here to tell you that loss will be a thing of the past. I am working one on one with Chief Saikan to help reorganize the police force. A special guest has come to help right the wrongs in the city and will be working alongside me." His voice filed with confidence.

As he continued his speech Mako had began to drown the politician out. The man was just rambling now. He found himself staring at the cloaked figure. Whoever it was had captured his attention just like everyone else. And as odd as it seemed with the person's eyes hidden. He felt that they were staring at him too. Did he know them? He soon found himself acting like the koala sheep again. He kept squinting trying to get a closer look at the person. If he just saw a glimpse of a piece of skin that might be enough. He began tilting his head this way and that way trying to find the right angle. He looked at the faces of those around him to see if they recognized the mystery person on the stage. Before he knew it Tarrlok was finishing up his speech. How long had been staring at this person for?

"And without further a due, I would like to invite this city's special guest to the podium to share a few words with us," Tarrlok finished and with that he stepped down and walked back to his place among the other council members.

With that the shrouded figure made their way up to the podium. Many leaned even further trying to see if the cloak would open up enough for them to sneak a peek of this new comer. That was not the case. The cloak was so long that it covered their feet as well. The hooded figure stood on the podium as the people whispered below them. The person lifted the arms from under the cloak and placed them onto the side of the podium. The person's arms were a medium brown. He could tell by their fingers. Most of their arm was covered by long sleeves that went up inside the cloak. The fingers looked too thin to belong to a male. Was the speaker a woman? Even with them standing dead center they still couldn't see the mystery person's face.

"For too long the citizens of this city have lived in fear," the person began.

As soon they had uttered their first word the crowd became silent. Everyone began strain their ears to hear the speaker. The voice was strong but very soft and it was definitely a female. Even with so many microphones in front of her she spoke so quietly. The voice, he knew it. Mako found his eyes growing wide in disbelief. It couldn't be! ...No it had to be! He began to push his way through the crowd of people trying to get closer. Was this all some cruel joke? Was this really happening? Why here of all places? What did any of this mean? With each word she uttered his assumption proved to be true.

"-It will be a privilege to work alongside Chief Saikan and Councilman Tarrlok." she said raising her arms up from the podium. "It will be an honor to serve the citizens of Republic City as your Avatar." And with the last part of her speech her hands took hold of her hood and pulled it down revealing her face.

For a second the crowd frozen, they were all in shock at the sight before them. In an instant the crowd became hectic. Blue topaz eyes, medium brown skin and chocolate locks. It was Korra! Photographers snapped as many photos as possible, people turned to their neighbors and began to chatter; others just stared in awe of everything, while reporters shouted out questions for her to answer. Every member of the council's eyes grew wide. They all had craned their necks and were staring in shock at the Avatar, the politicians' composure and professionalism completely forgotten at this point. The only one who didn't look surprised was Tarrlok. No, his grin was even wider than before. Mako's eyes scanned her as she stood before him. He found himself caught in a mess. People were being pushed from place to place trying to get a closer look at their once lost hero.

But through all of the commotion she stayed perfectly still. He kept staring at her face wanting to make sure she was real. In his cruelest of dreams she had returned only to be snatched away again. She didn't look like the same girl who had disappeared. Her features was like steel. It was hard to even guess as to what she was thinking at this moment. Her face was thinner than he had remembered. It looked as if she had lost some weight. Her hair wasn't in its usual style either. The look in her eye didn't belong to the strong girl he knew.

There was confidence in her eyes that he was certain of. He could see the fire burning in her blue eyes, she hadn't lost that. But there was something else there as well. He didn't know what it was exactly. But the look in her eyes did not belong to the Korra he had known. What had happened to her? People around him had begun a screaming contest. Reporters were shouting over top of one another trying to get her to answer their questions.

"Avatar Korra, Avatar Korra! Why did you leave Republic City in the first place?" One reporter shouted above all the others.

"I know my departure was sudden...But I did it so that I could focus on my training to better serve all of you," she replied looking down at the journalist. Her voice was level and cool.

"Avatar Korra, Avatar Korra! Why are you suddenly returning to the city?" Another journalist screamed.

"I realized that I had spent too much time away from the place I was working to be able to protect. For that I'm sorry." She said allowing her expression to soften.

The journalists shouted out more questions that she refused to answer. In all of the chaos that was going on Korra remained perfectly calm. As if all of it was normal to her. She was usually so bad with the press but now she was like a professional. The reporters continued to scream questions at her. After standing at the podium for a bit longer she spoke again.

"No more questions," she said sternly before stepping down and pulling her hood over her head.

Her cape whipped around her dramatically before settling in place. It was like time had slowed down. The entire situation became like an out of body experience for him. Mako could see Tenzin starting to make a move towards the Avatar. As quickly as Korra turned to leave she was surrounded by group of metalbending police officers. The men formed a perimeter around her incasing the teen in a circle. Other officers moved in ushering the councilmen off of the stage to their right. He could see Tenzin attempt to push past the police with no avail. As the police moved in to the crowd they began ordering them to disperse.

"KORRA," Mako screamed as he tried to fight his way through the people.

Tarrlok had taken this time to wait until the group of metalbenders made their way over to him. He turned so that he back was too them and led them down the steps. Mako tried shouting her name again as he tried to get closer to no avail. If she had heard him over the noise she was ignoring him. But what had he done to warrant such behavior from her? Where had she disappeared to all of this time? And why had she suddenly come back like this? He called her name again this time louder. She was down the steps now. The firebender yelled again, she was getting into a Sato-mobile. He summoned all of the air into his lungs and screamed her name one last time. Nothing, she hadn't so much a flinched from all of this. She had gotten in the car with Tarrlok now and it was speeding away into the distance.

His throat hurt and his head was reeling. Nothing about this made any sense. Mako had only seen Korra interact with Tarrlok on one occasion and it hadn't been pretty to say the least. From the news paper one might have guessed that two were on good terms. But he knew better. Picking a fight with the cops wasn't going to get him anywhere. The best thing to do would be to head back to Air Temple Island and tell the others what he saw. Maybe they would be able to make sense of it all.

~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~ WELCOME TO DOUM-UI DEVELOPMENT CENTER~~~~~WELCOME TO DOUM-UI 

The alternative name for this chapter could be 'the author of this fanfic is a huge jerk.' I made sure to give you guys a just a few pieces of information but not enough for you to put it all together. A full Mako-centric chapter for you guys. Did I get his character right? To be frank I'm not the biggest fan of him but I do ship Makorra. I was worried that my bias against him might get in the way of me writing a good solid chapter about his emotions. As always please tell me how you feel about this chapter, tell me what you like and what you didn't like. Constructive criticism is always welcome. Bye for now










14. I'm Back


p class="MsoNormal"Hi Tea here, wow it's been years since I last work on this story… But I actually want to finish it… I still have just about everything I need save on my computer to keep writing it I just need to spend some time working on getting back into the habit of writing like Korra. There will be more to come, if you have any questions, comments, or suggestions message me here or on my tumblr: paritiis. See you all real soon/p
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15. Embroil


Guess who's back? I came across the files I had saved for this story and I remembered really enjoying writing it. Not to mention I'm still obsessed with Lok. I have free time again now and I remembered how much I missed writing stories. Tell me what you think of the story. 

Embroil- to throw into confusion; to complicate

"No light, no light in your bright blue eyes. I never knew daylight could be so violent; a revelation in the light of day. You can't choose what stays and what fades away. And I'd do anything to make you stay."- Florence + The Machine (No Light, No Light)

~~~~~DOUM-UI~~~~~~REPUBLIC CITY~~~~~~DOUM-UI~~~~~~REPUBLIC CITY~~~~~

As soon as she took her seat in the back of the Sato-mobile Korra let out a deep sigh of relief. The teen sunk into the deep leather seats as she finally let herself relax. After being confined for so long she wasn't used to seeing that many people. Not to mention that many people that were just there staring at her. Public speaking had never been one of her strong points. The young Avatar's actions also spoke louder than her words. Why say it when you can just show people? After learning about the head games Tenzin was playing with the people of Republic City, she could see why public speaking was important. Without his peaceful demeanor and phrasing others might have seen through it all and figured out where his true loyalties lay.

Sure, Tarrlok had walked her through it and gone over the speech with her several times. It had been brain numbing but worth it for her reveal to shock the city. She was still never going to be as good as the politician was. The way he stood at that podium with such confidence anyone would envy him. The way his sentences flowed together effortlessly was just incredible. Despite all her doubts about she had survived. Having the hood up during the thing had helped. She could see a majority of audience but not everyone, after a few rows the people all blended together. Faces and expressions became unimportant to her, what had mattered was that she had their undivided attention. She knew they were staring at her, but it was at least bearable when they couldn't see her. She had never had much experience with crowds. The compound in the south had left her isolated. White Lotus sentries lined the outside, but they rarely interacted. The White Lotus were basically her jailers; interacting with their captive would have only served to hurt their operation.

The thought of all of those eyes watching her made her anxious. Korra would have to get used to it though; she was the Avatar after all. That meant that camera would always been watching her every move. Maybe if she was lucky Tarrlok could tell her his secret about dealing with the press. She highly doubted that the councilman had a shy bone in his body. The whole ordeal brought back memories of how the White Lotus eyeing her during her training. The way their gaze locked in on her, watching, waiting for her to make a mistake…Just like Tenzin.

Even now she could hear his voice in the back of her head. He was yelling... No, screaming at her. In her mind the words were soft like a whisper; she didn't need to imagine how his voice ricocheted off of the walls. If she lingered too long on the idea she was brought back to those dreary days.

She knew he would have been there at the press conference. He was a member of the council after all. She was glad he was at the other end of the stage though. Just standing up there knowing he was feet away made her breathing uneven. She wasn't that scared little girl anymore. She knew that...Yet... She could still remember where the last set of bruises he had given her had been. He would get his soon enough. With time they had faded, but the memory still haunted her. In time the initial shock of seeing him after so long would wear off, or so she hoped.

Korra almost wished she had been able to see his face the second she pulled down her hood. Was he angry that his plan to have her locked up had failed? Or maybe shocked; hoping that he would never see her again. A sly smile began to spread across her face. This was only the beginning. It wouldn't be long before he was behind bars. It wasn't much but, in her mind, it was a victory. For once after all these years she had the upper hand on him. Her mind shifted back to the crowd. There had been tons of reporters there but also regular citizens as well. Among the journalist had been teenagers too. It seemed a bit odd to see young people interested in politics. Then again with the state the city was in it made sense. Everyone was struggling to get by.

One in particular was stuck in her mind. She could feel his eyes boring into her even now. It had taken her a second to notice him. He had such intense eyes, what was with that guy? Most of what he was wearing was fairly simple. What stood out the most was his red scarf. When she did, she began to scan the cluster of people one by one. He was a part of the Triple Threat Triad and a member of Tenzin's elite team. It wasn't until just now that she remembered his name. It was Mako. He was the only one she could identify. There could have been other triad members lurking around as well, ones that weren't as infamous.

She had taken time to analyze the teen in the crowd while Tarrlok gave his speech. She could see his dark hair in its messy style. She had been right about his skin color, it was ivory. His eyes were ones that belonged to most firebenders. He matched the photo perfectly. The young Avatar hadn't expected to see one of Tenzin's goons so quickly. Then again, she also hadn't expected to see so many thugs posted on street corners on her trip into the city.

When they arrived back at the mansion Kavik was waiting for them. The two barely got in the door before the house was surrounded by reporters. One by one Tarrlok closed the curtains briskly blocking them from prying eyes. Small flashes of light from cameras could still be seen through a small slither of space between the two sides of the fabric. She knew that the citizens of the city had thousands of questions for her. Most of which she could only reply with lies and half empty truths. The group retired to the den to sit and rest for a bit. Korra removed her cloak and handed it off to Kavik who hung it up in a nearby closet. Her doctor brewed a pot of tea for them all to drink from. Their conversation was mostly led by Tarrlok. He showered her with praise about how well she had given her speech. After time their conversation died down a bit. Kavik and Tarrlok began a separate topic about something else allowing Korra to space out.

Her blue eyes began to wander back to the window. The unexpected return of the Avatar had to be the story they were all after. Tarrlok had closed the curtains to give them some privacy but she wanted to catch one last look outside. Maybe she would be able to see another triad member? Or other members of the council? Curiosity got the best of her though as she peeled away from her seat and slide over to the windows.

Her slender fingers pulled back just a few centimeters of the curtains so she could see outside. For a second all she could see was the blinding light of flashing cameras. Her eyes adjusted to the barrage of light and found what she was looking for. Sure, enough there he was. The police had formed a solid perimeter around the house. Reporters and photographers were clustered around the home. But even in the sea of people that monk stood out. He was arguing with one of the police officers you stood in front of the homes gate. She peered out of the edge of the curtain. Even on such a bleak day his robes looked as vibrant as ever. A cold sweat washed over her she one hand gripped the curtain tightly as her muscles grew tense. The two men had come back from their conversation and were now focused on Korra. The doctor studied her body language before rising from his seat.

"Is something wrong," Kavik asked causing her to break away from her thoughts. "He's out there isn't he?"

She didn't need to say anything. Her doctor already knew the answer. A silence filled the room. Now that the group's conversation had died down, they could really hear the sounds of the press that awaited them.

"I can tell the police to send him away...If you want," Tarrlok offered.

Just sending Tenzin away wouldn't solve anything. He wouldn't want to cause a scene especially with the police here, so he would leave. That wouldn't fix anything. It would just be the same thing repeating over and over again. Tenzin would come and she would hide. She used to find different place on the island where she thought he wouldn't find her. She always lost that bet. When things got worse, she hid within her own mind. Anything was better than facing the monster head on. Things were different now. She didn't have to run. When it all came down to the wire the two were going to have to fight one another. He wouldn't hesitate and she didn't want her fear to hold her back either. She clenched her hands into fist before looking at the politician.

"No, let him. It's about time I stopped running," The young Avatar said closing the curtain.

"-Are you sure," Tarrlok asked his gaze softening as he looked at the teen.

The councilman looked over to Kavik for a second trying to read his eyes. The masked man nodded in approval of the notion.

"I'm sure," she replied her voice like steel.

Tarrlok rose from his chair and walked went into the foyer. She could hear the sound of the lock turning before the door opened. When it did the sound of the reporters multiplied. She couldn't hear what Tarrlok was saying or even who he was talking to. She assumed that it was Saikan. A few seconds later the councilman leaned his head in the doorway of the den and motioned for her to come. The politician had picked a perfect place to stand. His fame took up the entire doorway. She could see the occasional flash of a camera but no people. Then suddenly the crowd became hushed.

"Tarrlok, where is she?" Tenzin asked his voice dripping with concern. But also, there was essence of distrust and anger in his tone.

It made sense that Tenzin wouldn't like Tarrlok. He was the one trying to expose him for what he truly was. And that voice. It made her breakfast churn in her gut. Just who exactly was he trying to fool? She knew it was an act, the concerned teacher looking out for their pupil. Disgusting. Tenzin didn't care about her or anyone beyond himself. He had shown up just to keep appearances up to the rest of the city. Just the way he sounded made Korra want to barf and punch him at the same time. So, he was going with the concerned mentor act? Wasn't that rich. Before when his name was mentioned she could feel her blood boil. And now that he was only a few feet away and she could hear his voice. She wanted to fight him right now in Tarrlok's lavished home. She knew better though. Fighting him now wouldn't solve anything. They had no solid proof of his crimes and it would only make her look bad. She could see the headlines now 'Avatar assaults councilman.' At this moment her fear had been pushed aside for rage. Her temper always got the best of her.

"You seem a bit stressed... Don't worry Avatar Korra is safe here with me," Tarrlok said in his usual smooth tone. "I understand your concern you can talk to her if you want."

He stepped back and allowing the monk to enter the foyer. He swiftly side-stepped Tenzin and closed the front door. When the ponytailed man moved, he revealed a scowling Avatar. Her blue topaz eyes narrowed as she stuck out her lower lip. The airbender's eyes grew wide as if a wave of relief had passed over him.

"Korra, you're alright. Where were you all of this time,-I was so worried-What happened?" He asked each one of his sentences overlapping another.

She scoffed at his fake compassion. He moved closer as if he was going to hug her but then he stopped short a few feet once he saw her facial expression.

"You were worried," she laughed bitterly. "You know exactly where I've been. You're not fooling anyone. I know exactly what you are." She said pointing at the monk.

"Korra, what are you-," he started but was cut off by the waterbender.

She crossed in empty space between the two. She was now standing just inches from her former mentor.

"I know all about the little game you've been playing while I was gone, and it ends now." She said her voice seething with venom.

"Korra, I-," Tenzin began but was stopped short by her again.

"You may have everyone else fooled, but not me. In case you haven't noticed, I'm the Avatar. You need me but I don't need you," she finished her blue topaz eyes boring into his.

She stood still only for a few moments staring him down. With that Korra turned around briskly. Her long-braided ponytail whipped around nearly hitting the air ender. Out of the corner of her eye she saw Tenzin's arm reach for her shoulder. The young Avatar bent a wall of fire between them stopping his hand. The monk retracted his arm as the flames danced before his fingers. She turned around shooting him one last glare before disappearing into the rest of the house.

X

They all sat there in silence unsure of what to say or to think. That one phase echoed through their minds. 'Korra is alive.' None of them had wanted to ever assume they had lost her for good that day but after fruitless searches it had been hard to stay positive. They had thought when they found her everything would be fine. Their lives would slowly return to some form of normal, whatever that was. But the peace of mind they had all anticipated did not come. Their lives were just as hectic if not more now. None of their questions had been answered. They still had no idea who has taken her, where she had been this entire time and why now... Why now of all moments was she back. Whoever had taken their friend had planned out her return perfectly, down to the final detail. Right now, they needed to figure out what their next move would be. The best thing for them to do was to rattle their brains and try to make sense of it all. Tenzin had called a meeting at the Air Temple. The ex-chief Beifong had arrived at the island promptly following the press conference.

It was a bit past midday now, but the sky showed no signs of the sun breaking through the clouds. The meeting was being held in a room in the main house of the island. A small table along with a few chairs lined the room. Any windows that were in the room were closed; partially to keep anyone from overhearing the conversation. It kept the sound of the howling wind from entering to prevent it from further irritated their brains.

Asami and Bolin had chosen to sit down, while Mako decided to stand idly in the corner. Tenzin and Lin occupied the seats in front of the door. Once everyone was present their discussion began. The dark-haired female sat with her gloved hands in her lap. Bolin on the other hand his placed on the table as his thumbs crossed one another in an endless cycle. While Beifong stood still and composed. Her green eyes fixed into an even deeper scowl than usual. Everyone else's eyebrows were contorted and twisted as well. The group was utterly perplexed by the news. Mako's eyes glanced around the room. The news about Korra had drained what little color their skin had that the weather hadn't already taken.

Pema had taken the young airbenders off to another part of the island for the rest of the day. Korra's disappearance had been hard on them and they were so young. Telling them they didn't know when Korra was coming back had been tough enough. They had no idea how to explain the situation to them now. What would they say? Would the kids even understand? And silently they were all praying they wouldn't have to. If they could get to the bottom of this quickly Korra would be back at the island with them. But they knew better than that. Nothing was ever simple or easy when it involved her.

Tenzin had informed them of his little conversation with the teen. It had left them all in shock. They knew about her foul temper and sharp tongue. But this...This was out of the blue for her. No one could fathom where her anger towards the monk could have come from. The two didn't always see eye to eye, this was true. But it was never like this. Their minds were racing with ideas of possible situations that caused this outcome. They had hundreds upon thousands of questions. What had happened to her? Why was she suddenly with Tarrlok? Where had she disappeared to for all of this time? Why was she so upset with Tenzin? What game was she even talking about? None of it made sense.

"But, that's crazy...Korra would never..." Asami began after Tenzin finished telling them of his confrontation with the Avatar.

"No, she wouldn't, Tarrlok has to be behind this, somehow," Mako said gritting his teeth.

This case was different than any other missing person's case Lin had dealt with. Normally a missing person's case came to a close when he or she was found. When they were reunited with their loved ones the puzzle pieces usually fit perfectly. With Korra's return it had become a whole new case. Everything that had taken place that day had new meaning; Korra's patrol of the city, her conflict with Tarrlok, the call over the police radio, and even the location of the fight. There was so much more to this story. She had been the first to pass judgment onto the teen. But in time Korra had proven her worth. She may have only been seventeen, but she was tough. A no non-sense type of person, and Lin liked that about her. Something must have happened to make the young Avatar act this way, but what? She couldn't help but think what could have been strong enough to break someone like her. What had she endured that made her turn her back on her friends and her mentor?

In the silence they mentally retraced their steps. They thought back to every moment shortly before her disappearance and up until now. All of these major events led them to Tarrlok. The theory of him being the young Avatar's kidnapper was not a new idea. No, they had thought about several hypotheses about how he could have done it. All of them ended wretchedly. No matter how hard they tried they couldn't pin anything on him. Just when they thought they had him he always had something to disprove them. There was always something that they had overlooked that proved his innocence. It had been enough to get the police off his back. Then again with Saikan in his pocket the politician didn't have to say much to be removed from the suspect list.

In the beginning they had all blamed the equalist. There wasn't a group of people who wanted Korra gone more than them. They had even gained more followers with the Avatar's arrival in Republic City. She was the symbol of what many of them despised in the world. When the papers announced her disappearance many threw in the towel. The living breathing icon of their oppression was gone. They didn't know if it was a permanent situation and many didn't care. Protester stopped coming to the park and chi-blockers were rarely seen. Tarrlok withdrew his curfew for non-benders and even worked to make more regulations to even out the pay grade for them. Mako knew he only removed it to stay in the positive light of the public. It had nothing to do with the law being unfair. Apparently, it had been just what the masses need to appease them.

The rebel's cause had dwindled down to nothing. Sure, there were probably still a few extremist equalist hiding in the woodwork but, none of them were causing a scene. Their mysterious leader vanished as well. Without the group supporting him and many of their demands met Amon had truly become a criminal in the eyes of countless non-bending citizens. If Amon had been behind Korra's kidnapping, then surely, he would have bragged about it. Korra was the symbol of the very thing he sought to destroy. Amon had the Avatar in his clutches once before and had let her go. The time frame just seemed too odd for it to have been him. They had conversed over the idea of a group of his followers doing it didn't fit together no matter what angle they looked at it.

The water tribe teen had disappeared shortly after her confrontation with Tarrlok. He had made it very clear that he wanted her out of the way. Mako remembered the fire he saw in the councilman's eyes that night. That deep burning hated for another human being. Korra had shot him one of her cocky smiles and rolled her eyes. The teen had brushed it off as nothing more than an empty threat. He couldn't help but think if he had taken the warning seriously none of this would have happened. She was always so sure of herself and brash. Deep in his gut Mako knew there was nothing he could have said to deter their friend. Korra did whatever she wanted and could scarcely be talked out of anything.

The waterbender had despised Tarrlok and rightly so, he had used her. The politician had come in and taken advantage of Korra's kind nature. She always believed in giving people second chances, it was just how she was. If she hadn't given him a second chance, they wouldn't have become friends. And now after being threatened by Tarrlok she was openly working with him? The two had been at each other's throats last time Mako had seen the two together. There wasn't a single part of that which added up.

"You don't think...Korra thinks we stopped looking for her…Do you," Bolin asked hesitantly.

His wide emerald green eyes scanned the down cast faces on his friends. She knew they would never stop looking for her right? None of them could imagine what their lives would be like without her in it. Although their time together had been brief compared to other friendships surely, she knew them better than that. Even in this moment when they had no clues they were still searching for their friend. One could say they were alike in that way; far too stubborn to give up. They refused to even consider that she could have passed away in the fight. Mako remained still, his hands clenched into tight fists.

"There has to be a logical reason for all of this," Tenzin stated.

"The only one who will know what happened is Korra," Asami said.

"If, she actually knows the truth," Lin added.

"If what Tenzin said is true then Tarrlok probably has the place scrawling with police still. There's no way he's going to let us in," Bolin said exasperatedly.

"I agree with you, I'm certain the only reason Tarrlok allowed me to speak with Korra was to let us know where we stand." Tenzin said.

"If he's convinced her that Tenzin is against her, I can't imagine what he told her about the rest of us." Mako said clenching his fist together.

"For now, we have to assume the worse," Beifong replied.

"We'll have to wait for an opening, barging in will only make things worse." The monk reasoned. "I want all of you to stay on the island until Lin or I say otherwise."

Before their discussion could even begin it had ended. With their meeting adjourned Tenzin and Lin filed out of the room. The whole situation was just a mess. They had been looking for Korra for so long without a single clue. Just when they thought they were getting their friend back. Why was life so cruel? The others felt like children as Tenzin forbid them from leaving the island.

Everyone kept quiet about Korra at the dinner table. Beifong had opted out for dinner with the air nomads. Pema brought her food to her room in the island. They ate in silence; the only noise that could be heard was the occasionally clinking of chopsticks to bowls. They didn't have to say anything for the children to know something serious had happened. Jinora's large brown eyes watched her father intently. Waiting for him to explain what was going on. Ikki glanced back and forth from her mother and father trying to pick up hints. Every now and again she would look at Jinora to see if she knew. Meelo simply studied his sisters. Rohan scanned the faces of the people before him.

The baby squirmed and wiggled in Pema's arms. Even he could feel the tension in the room. Rohan would begin to whimper before she began rocking him slightly to calm him down. Bolin tried to lighten things up as usual, but he failed miserably. Every single one of his jokes fell flat, not even Ikki or Meelo laughed. Dinner was eaten quickly and before the kids could ask a single question Pema was leading them to take a bath and then off to bed. If the children knew about what had happened, they weren't saying anything.

The heiress lay down on her bed and stared at the ceiling her mind was filled with so many thoughts. Her jade green eyes traced the lines in the ceiling. She didn't want to just stay here and do nothing. But was there really anything she could do? If Korra hated Tenzin so much she could only imagine how much animosity she held towards the rest of them. And Tarrlok, was keeping their friend locked away from anyone that could actually help her. The non-bender gripped her bedsheets tightly before releasing them with a sigh.

At a time like this all they could do was wait. Barging into Tarrlok's estate wouldn't make Korra trust them again or even get her to listen to what they had to say. She would most likely jump into action the moment she spotted them instead of hearing them out. Asami knew she needed to at least attempt to get some sleep tonight. What would they even say to Korra? She didn't have the slightest idea. We miss you. What happened? Why are you with Tarrlok? Where did you go? Are you ok? Asami imagined the same generic questions floated through the other's minds as well. She found herself drifting in and out of conciseness through the night.

Bolin spent his time trying to act as a balance between the grim news and keep their spirits high. He tried to encourage Mako to rest like the others during the night, but his success rate had much to be desired. He missed Korra too, just like others, but running yourself ragged twenty-four seven wasn't going to magically bring her back. If anything, they needed to be resting before something happened. Korra's strange reappearance left a pit forming in his stomach. Things were going to get worse before they got better. He knew it.

Mako made his late-night rounds to where some of the bison slept. It was currently the living space of Korra's best friend; Naga. The pet polar bear dog had originally been used to try and track the Avatar in the beginning. But no matter how hard the creature tried it could not locate her master. When their search ran dry, they found Naga curled up in Korra's room at the island. They could hear the sounds of the poor pet moaning and howling. The poor animal guide couldn't even pick up a scent of her beloved friend. It was as though she had vanished into thin air.

At times Naga had been caught wandering on her own trying to look for Korra. When she wasn't doing that ,she stayed in Korra's room snuggling into items that the Avatar had left behind. They had all decided it was best that she get some form of exercise. Tenzin thought a change in scenery might lift her spirits. It had taken some time, but they had been able to relocate Naga close to where the bison slept. Some of the acolytes had pitched in and made a makeshift stable for Naga to sleep in.

The airbending kids spent their free time playing with Naga to keep her company. Their activities ranged from games of catch, races, belly scratches and even a few book readings and tea parties. The others had taken their time to spend some one on one time with the polar bear dog as well. He thought back to when she had called Naga her best friend. The two had never been a part this long before. Mako knew as much as he missed Korra, Naga's pain was much stronger. He didn't know how but he was going to make this right again. They had already lost Korra once he wasn't going to let it happen again.

X
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The dining room table had only a few dishes remaining on it, most of which were empty. Cerulean orbs scanned the newspaper before her. Her dark hair hung in loose waves framing her face. She flipped through page after page until she found what she was looking for. In the center of the paper were the listings of the pro-bending matches for the night. From just looking at it she could feel her excitement rising. It had been near the very back, she should have checked there first. Korra lifted her eyes from the paper and glanced at the adults before her. Tarrlok sat at the head of the table and Kavik was adjacent from him. Both the doctor and politician were dressed in their respective outfits. Korra hadn't bothered to change out of her pajamas yet unlike the other two. The two were professionals in every way, ready to start the day contrasting the teenager's relaxed demeanor. The councilman was finishing off the remains of his breakfast while the doctor was enjoying a quick read of some medical book.

"So," the teen began breaking the silence. "How about we go out and do a little sight-seeing today, huh?"

"Sight-seeing? Town hall may be closed today but I have a lot of paperwork to get done, sorry Korra," Tarrlok said taking a sip of his tea.

The female pouted at his reply that hadn't been the response she was looking for. She had been hoping Tarrlok would give her the grand tour of the city. Being an influential figure, he had to know about a few places here and there. A restaurant or two, maybe a scenic route through the city. Or perhaps he was going to show her what people did for fun in this place? Pro-bending was exciting, but nothing would compare to getting involved in some real action. She already knew her doctor didn't know where the more exciting places where. It seemed like all he did was work; even now he was reading a book about something. From the cover it looked to be a boring medical book. The teen still had one last hope left. Even if they just spent the day wandering around, she could still have a good time. It would be nice for her and Kavik to spend some time together outside of Doum-ui. She replaced her pout with a grin before turning her attention towards Kavik. He had stopped reading his book now and looked prepared for the up and coming question.

"How about it, Doc? We can check out some of those restaurants you told me about and catch a few pro-bending matches afterwards." She suggested. "The Ba Sing Se Badgermoles are playing the Ember Island Eel hounds," she said her smile spreading from ear to ear.

"I'm afraid that I'll have to decline as well. I have work to do at Doum-ui. And you should be focused on your training," Kavik replied.

"I have been focused on my training. I do that every day. I've gone through all of my forms hundreds of times now," she replied exasperatedly. "If you two are busy, I'll just go by myself." the teen said curtly.

"The city is far too dangerous for you to wander around by yourself," Tarrlok stated firmly.

"I'm the Avatar, I can handle it," she said pointing to her pajama clad chest.

"I agree with Tarrlok, some other time would be preferred. And it's because you're the Avatar that we think it would be best if you stayed in for the day." he said shooting her a look. Just as she was about to open her mouth to protest, she was cut off by Kavik as he spoke "This is not up for discussion," he said his tone becoming stern.

"I didn't come all this way to be treated like a prisoner again," Korra shot at two adults.

"We're doing this for your protection," Kavik disputed.

"Whatever," the teen replied before pushing off of the table with her palms.

Within seconds the teen had exited the dining room and was down the hall. She didn't get what the big deal was. She just wanted to go out for a bit. They were acting as if she was going to just get snatched up by thugs for taking a step beyond those doors. Her bending had never been stronger; she was on top of her game. If anything, the city needed her to be out and about. None of those brutes would dare try anything knowing she was around. Besides wasn't that why she was here in the first place? To patrol the city, see what the civilians saw. How else was she going to formulate a plan to get Tenzin arrested if she was kept inside all day?

Korra navigated down the long hallways as she passed several maids that greeted her. They came in the early mornings and in the evenings after Tarrlok had returned home. A private cook along with his assistants arrived shortly after the maids did. This was something she had to get used to. There had been people that helped out around the compound but never like this. Sure, there were nurses at the ward as well, but none of them were as pleasant as the maids. Each one of them bowed and greeted her with a cheery 'good morning, Avatar Korra.' The positive attention would take some getting used to. She would reply before telling them they didn't need to use her title when they addressed her. She hated being so formal with people. Though she had to admit hearing her title made her chest swell with pride. It was nice hearing it for a change. For her three years at Doum-ui she had just been Korra; at times she wasn't even that. Kavik had always told her that being the Avatar could wait and what was important was just being Korra. She hated being told that. She is the Avatar; it's a part of her identity. She could and would never stop being the Avatar. Her life had been building up to moments like this; being able to protect the people that relied on her.

The teen stepped into her bedroom and closed the door. She walked over to her bed and grabbed her blue crop top and began to change. She thought Kavik would have understood where she was coming from. She had spent her entire life locked up. The location had changed but it was all the same. Day in and day out she followed a similar routine. But in a way things were different now. When she had stayed with Tenzin it was nearly impossible to go into the city with him watching her every move. Not to mention the White Lotus that patrolled the grounds. The few attempts she had made ended horribly. Here with Tarrlok a new world awaited her just beyond the front door. Besides Kavik would understand if she slipped out for a bit… If he ever found out that is.

She hated being cooped up inside all day. At first, she had valued her long days inside the manor. There was plenty of space to practice her bending. Tarrlok's training room had more than enough space for her to practice her bending. Her main focus had been on getting back into shape and she had accomplished that. As much as she loved the space at Tarrlok's manor it was no substitute for the feeling of sun on her skin and wind in her hair. There was an entire city out there waiting for her to explore it. An entire world that was waiting to hear from and see their new avatar. She was who they had been waiting for to fix this mess. In terms of staying inside for another day; she could keep herself busy. The teen could have spent her day exploring the house. Korra had only seen a handful rooms so far. Most of the home looked the same though. The same blue and white décor filled the entire manor. It was nice, she guessed, but she had enough of staring at walls when she was in Doum-ui. Korra had gotten a glimpse of Republic City on her way to the councilman. That slither of a taste had been more than enough for her to want more. She craved it like plants did water.

The bender finished getting dressed before turning her attention to her hair. It had taken a few days, but she had managed to learn how Tarrlok styled her hair. Lastly, she slipped her feet into the dark colored boots. The politician would be in his office for a majority of the day and Kavik was going to Doum-ui. The two would be so busy they would hardly notice she was missing. What was an hour or two in the city going to hurt? She understood their concern, but she was in top form. Nothing was going to get the best of her. And besides she wouldn't be gone that long anyway. The two would be so caught up in their own work they wouldn't have time to notice that she was missing.

Korra strolled out of her room and down the hall with bare shoulders. She decided to leave her cloak behind. It would only make them suspicious of her motives. She seldom wore it when she was training to begin with. She understood why Tarrlok had is made for her; the fabric was light and easy to move with. It would help keep her concealed as she moved through the city streets at night. She had a feeling that with Tenzin's involvement with the triads it would be necessary to keep the element of surprise on their hands. Unlike the photos of the equalist she had seen the triads had a long-standing history of policing the city streets. They didn't wear masks of full body suits but donned clothing of everyday citizens.

The teen made her way down to the training area in the basement and began to practice. She ran through the basics not wanting to tire herself before her day out. The real adventure was going to be the one she had in the city. Once she felt enough time passed, she decided to be on her way. Carefully the young Avatar made her way up the tall staircase to the first floor. She tiptoed lightly making sure to be as silent as a mouse. The large house felt still as she navigated around each corner. All the maids and cooks had left and wouldn't be back for hours. The last they had seen her she had been heading towards the training room. Tarrlok was in his study for the remainder of the day sorting through paperwork and forms in need of review. As for her doctor, Kavik had probably already left to make the trip out of the city and back to Doum-ui

Her escape wasn't anything grand, it didn't have to be. This wasn't anything like her grans escape into Republic City. All she just had to do was exit quietly. Her route of choice was a side entrance into the house. It let out into the garden that Tarrlok kept. The garden contained a short but simple path towards a gate that she could use to leave the grounds. It was an easy way to slip back inside before anyone noticed. She wasn't too worried about the door being locked when she came back. If it was locked, she could lie about going out to get some fresh air or wanting to practice plant bending outside. She was only going out for a little while anyway. She'd be back before they even thought to check on her. Unlike the first few days she stayed at the manor there were no metalbending cops outside. Tarrlok told her that Saikan would lend him some of his forces to make her feel safe. Korra had been honest and told him she didn't like having them guard the house, it reminded her too much of the island.

The young Avatar made her way out the side door and into the snowy grass outside; White Lily drive was nearly barren. A few Sato-mobiles were parked in driveways but other than that there was nothing. No kids running about or adults heading out for a trip into the city. The residents were off else were enjoying their day which Korra was eager to join them in. It was still cold outside but better than it had been the past few days. The sun was out and shinnying brightly in the sky. The snow sparkled with each ray of light that hit it. It was the perfect day for a little bit of adventure.

She turned off White Lily and after a few short minutes found herself in the hustle of the big city. There were fewer people out day than the first time she had walked down these streets. Fewer cops posted at corners and much to her delight smaller number of triad goons as well. She'd like to see one of them try anything with her around. The weather gave her a whole new view of the city. The sidewalks only held a few people leaving her space to stop and stare in awe at the sites. She had never seen billboards like these in the South Pole. Ads for products like flame-o noodles were posted as well as some beauty product. The advertisement in question that had caught her eye was one for pro-bending. The championship rounds were starting off tonight. Her eyes grew wide as she stared at the sign.

Korra had never seen buildings like this before. She had to crane her neck just to see what she assumed was the top of a skyscraper. The décor on the outside dazzled any on-goer that stopped to notice. Names of shops and restaurants tantalized the pedestrians around to take a closer look beyond their glimmering exteriors. Faint smells of WaterTribe food and spicy Earth Kingdom dishes tickled her nose enticing her. Styles of the four nations architecture had been melted together giving Republic City a truly unique feel. The avatar was in a daze taking it all in as quickly as she could.

Korra continued her stroll as she turned a sharp corner. Instantly she made contact with something solid. Her thin frame was taken back from the collision causing her to stumble backwards before steadying herself once more. The object was tall and firm but not hard enough to have been a wall. She rubbed her head slightly soothing the dull pain she felt from the collision.

"Sorry, I wasn't watching where I was goi-," She began before stopping as cerulean met amber and then jade. "You," she said bitterly narrowing her eyes.

No wonder there had been fewer triads on the streets Tenzin had two of his finest patrolling the city. She was now face to face with the younger and older brother. She could feel her blood beginning to boil at just the sight of their faces. The little brother, Bolin, looked identical to his picture. He was bulkier than his brother and shorter as well. With them in such close proximity her eyes scanned them. Mako looked the same yet different from the first time she had seen him. She could see just how pale his skin was. Below the teen's golden eyes were heavy bags. She could imagine living a life of crime would definitely ruin your chances of a good night's sleep. As she sized them up, they stared back at her. The two looked shocked; as if they couldn't believe what they were seeing. The whole city knew she was back did they think their paths would never cross. Or were they that sure of themselves that Tenzin would take care of her before they had the opportunity to meet.

"You, as in, you remember us?" Bolin inquired his voice rising with excitement before settling down. "Wait…In a good way or a bad?" He inquired drawing out his words.

"Did Tenzin send you out here to do his dirty work," she scoffed ignoring the earthbender's question.

"Tenzin? What no…What are you talking about?" The older brother asked.

"You can drop the act, I know who you are," she snapped.

"Korra, I don't know what Tarrlok told you, but he lied. You shouldn't trust him," Mako stressed.

"Tarrlok is doing everything in his power to make this city safe, unlike you," she shot at him.

"He isn't the man you think he is…" Mako said leaving a pause.

This was his second time seeing Korra since her disappearance. Tenzin had been against them leaving the island at first, but they could just sit around and wait for something else terrible to happen to her. They needed to know what Tarrlok was planning before he could set the rest of his plan into motion. The councilman didn't care if Korra got hurt, he was using her as a means to an end.

After failing to make his way to see her at her grand reveal Mako had a second chance to talk to her. They were face to face now; there was no crowd or police to stand in his way. He needed to make it count. If he could get her to stay and talk to him maybe he could figure out what happened and convince her to come back to the island. Maybe even get more information about why she hated Tenzin so much suddenly. There had to be a logical reason behind this. Tenzin and Beifong had been right though. It wasn't just Tenzin who was the enemy to her, it was all of them. He didn't even want to imagine what lies Tarrlok had fabricated about them. What they all wanted to figure out was how Tarrlok had managed to turn their friend against them. Convincing her wouldn't be easy; nothing was ever easy when it came to Korra. Worst of all once she set her mind on something it was hard to change it, and sometimes nearly impossible.

With nothing but air between them he could see her better. She was thinner now; in both face and body. Her muscles had lost some of their bulk and her face was narrower than he remembered. Seeing her up close brought questions he hadn't thought about asking. Was she eating enough? What had they done to her? What prison could have held her? And Why had they failed to find her? He could only imagine what she had gone through. What torture had she endured until she broke? Amber eyes scanned her exposed flesh again searching for visible bruises. After his search came up empty, he felt a bit of relief. Though just because he could find any didn't mean the bruises and scars hadn't faded away.

"You don't have to believe me, just listen, and I'll answer any questions you have," Mako said.

Korra glared back skeptically at the male she folded her arms over her chest considering the offer. He was willing to part with his leader's secret plan. That seemed unlikely. It was probably a trick anyhow. She could be walking into a trap right now. But no, that wouldn't make sense. Tarrlok told her that Tenzin would never do anything in broad daylight. Attacking the Avatar would be the biggest mistake of his career. In broad daylight they wouldn't dare try to take her on by themselves. That would have been worse than suicide for the two brothers. It wasn't long before her mind ran through the possible outcomes. He would make up some bogus story and have her and Saikan chasing their tails. But they also had nothing to lose either. Right now, they had no clues, and only very vague statements from witnesses. All they knew was that Tenzin was using the triads to smuggle something in and out of the city. The slightest hint could open the door for new discoveries. If the situation went south, she could take the two in a fight; she was the Avatar after all.

"You've got a deal," Korra said firmly. Before the older teen could utter a single word, she had cut him off. "What are Tenzin and the triads planning?"

At first, he was taken aback by her immediate response. "Why would-? Tenzin isn't connected to the triads," he said flabbergasted by her question.

"Right," Korra scoffed in reply. She began to turn her back to leave. He expected her to believe that? He was just wasting her time.

"Wait," he called. "Tenzin isn't working with the triads, but I know that they've been using the docks in the Yue bay to transport something in and out of the city."

The Avatar's footsteps came to an abrupt halt when she heard that. Tarrlok and Kavik had never mentioned anything like that before. The bay was huge, but it would be doable to patrol and investigate there. With the help of Saikan and his officers they might be able to uncover something. The firebenders was keeping true to his word so far. Maybe he wanted to use this as a way to lesson his sentence during the trial?

"And how do I know you're not the criminal smuggling things in and out of the city," she accused looking over her shoulder at him

"I'm I know this is going to sound crazy, but we were friends...We used to patrol the city and even arrested a few triad members together; I can prove it." Mako replied. His voice was strained as he pleaded with the Avatar to listen to his words.

"Remember? We were the new team avatar," Bolin added, "You, me, Mako, Asami and not to forget Pabu of course."

The new team avatar? Korra didn't have a team; her circle consisted of her doctor and Tarrlok. Anyone else beyond that was a stranger or a threat to their mission. She whipped around to tell stopped when she saw him reaching into his wallet. He took from it and old folded piece of paper. Mako unfolded it and held it an arms distance from his body. She opened her mouth to protest but stopped once her eye skimmed over the photo. She stepped closer to get a better look. The edges of it were worn a bit and faded but the image in the center was as clear as day. Korra could feel her mouth drop and her brow knot.

"That's me," she exclaimed in confusion. "Where did you get this?"

In the center of the photo was the younger brother Bolin. He had his arms wrapped around Mako on his left an on his right there she was. They all had goofy smiling plastered across their faces. From what she could tell they were wearing some type of gear. It looked like pro-bending uniforms. Korra reached out and took the photo into her hand examining it carefully. The girl in the picture had the same facial features as her. The hair style was the same one she used to have when she was little only her hair was longer. It looked around the same length that it was now. The picture could have been edited...But no, not this well, she knew her own face. The teen thought about what Kavik had told her. There were no recent photographs of her. The girl in the photo had to be her. There was no mistake she had to be around the same age she was now. Suddenly her mind was flooded with hundreds of thousands of questions.

"Tarrlok isn't who he says he is. He created laws against non-benders when Amon was terrorizing the city and that's the least of his crimes," Mako said allowing his face to soften.

Her eyes remained glued to the photograph. She kept glancing at her own reflection in the image. That, Korra, or however she was, looked so… Happy. Happier than she had ever felt in a long time. But Kavik had told her that she spent her life locked away by either the White Lotus or at Doum-ui. Things weren't adding up.

"We took that after a match, remember?" Bolin asked pleading with his eyes.

"No, I don't…" She said allowing her gaze to meet his large jade puppy dog eyes.

"We were friends, we are friends," Mako corrected. "We played on a pro-bending team together." The older brother explained before his gaze became strained again. "We went to fight equalists one night and you disappeared."

"What? I've never seen an equalist before. I wasn't even in the city when Amon was here," she said defending her known truth. "You're lying."

"I'm not, and we have proof. Way more than just this picture," Mako said his eyes locking with hers.

"Ok, prove it," she challenged.

The brothers made their way down the sidewalk with Korra following in suite. Before she had the chance to ask where they were headed, they began to talk.

"We used to hang out in the city all the time, ton of people have seen us together," Bolin stated stressing the words.

Korra looked around skeptically the sidewalks were practically barren today. She highly doubted they would come across much of anyone. They continued on their journey shortly the group came across a quant restaurant. The walls were made of wood and in place of a door there was simple drape. As they approached the two were greeted by the smell of seaweed noodles wafting out of the door. The aroma left her feeling hungry with nostalgia. She remembered how her mother would fix them for her when she was a child. One by one the group filed into the eatery. Just as she entered the teen was caught off guard by the shouts of the chef in the back.

"Long time no see, Avatar Korra, should I get you your usual?" the blue clad man asked.

"Have we met?" She replied puzzled by the man's question. "Sorry, I just don't remember ever coming to this place?" The teen said glancing around the restaurant.

"You and Bolin are regulars here, you came by after pro-bending matches," Narook explained eyeing her suspiciously.

Was what they were telling her true? The owner acted like he knew her…But that wouldn't make any sense. She had barely been in the city before up until now. The brothers had to be lying. There was no way she could just forget something like this. The group dismissed themselves from the restaurant and made their way down the street. Korra tried her best to dismiss any doubt that were clouding her mind. Those two were just trying to confuse her, nothing more.

"So, you paid off the shop owner to say he knew me, got any more proof," she dismissed.

"What we didn't pay off Narook," Bolin said taken back by her statement. "There's other people that have seen us like; Toza and that shop owner in Dragon Flats, an-"

"Great, more people you paid off, so I'd believe you."

"Fine," Mako resolved, "no more people. The library has all the evidence we need."

With that the teens exited the restaurant and headed further into the city. The waterbender considered complaining about the long walk but she had been the one who wanted to see the city. Having to triad members as her guides just hadn't been her ideal situation. Taking her to the library sounded like Kavik's idea of a good time not hers. The trio passed by the tall elegant statue of Katara and up the large stone staircase. Inside the walls were lined from top to books. Elderly looking librarians greeted the trio while others moved about returning books to their proper locations. Her one day off from training and she had to be in the most boring place in the entire city.

"What are they smuggling in? Drugs, stolen Sato mobile parts? What are they gaining from it; money, territory, power" Korra questioned.

Just then a librarian passed by shushing the group. The water bender frowned before rolling her eyes. They weren't just a group of chattering teens; everything that was being discussed was important to the entire city's wellbeing.

"...We don't know what they're sneaking into the city. Since you left Republic City and the equalists are gone the triads took over their territory. And we don't work for the triads," Mako explained whispering.

"… Right, and that girl you two hang around isn't some anti-bending equalist groupie," The avatar countered her voice seething with disgust.

Anti-bending? Bolin's face contorted upon hearing that phrase. She was talking about Asami? Was that how she remembered their raven-haired friend? Things were even worse than the two brothers had thought. Mako had confided in Korra about them working for the triads as kids but they weren't criminals. Asami was the furthest thing from an equalist

"...What? No, Asami's our friend, remember? She sponsored our Pro-bending team and we went racing together" Bolin replied. "We used to hangout all the time."

"Asami saved us from getting taken by equalist, she's not one of them," Mako defended. "You, me, Bolin, Tenzin and Chief Beifong were almost taken until she helped us.

"You keep telling me that I fought equalist and I wasn't even in the city then," Korra countered.

"Even if for a second Asami was an equalist, why would she join up with a bunch of triad thugs?" Mako countered.

The avatar paused for a moment having nothing to say. For a while she was stumped. Why would a former equalist groupie want to join up with the scum of the bending world…? And why would Tenzin work with an equalist? Tenzin was the very same type of bender that equalist would hate…. If they only knew the truth that is….

"I'm sure her dad made all of his money legally too," Korra said sarcastically. "A criminal like that would do just about anything for cash when their company goes under."

Mako took in a deep breath at her response. Whoever had been spoon feeding her this information has done a good job of covering their bases. The team had thought of Tarrlok as a weasel snake before but whatever he had said or done to her had left her mind twisted and warped. She really did believe that they were all a group of criminals. And the stuff about Tenzin, the monk really hadn't exaggerated when he relayed what had transpired between the two earlier in the week. The avatar, their friend, thought they were the worst of the worst in the city. This all had to be Tarrlok's doing, he knew it. It didn't matter how Korra had changed right now what matter was making sure that scumbag didn't take advantage of her anymore.

The two brothers couldn't entirely speak on Hiroshi's personal financial endeavors. Who knew how much money he had been investing into the equalist movement? After arresting her him, the benders had thought it was best to leave Asami to sift through the financial ruin that her father had left. Running a business at that scale was foreign territory to them. They knew how much it was hurting Asami to think about her dad and how he had been misusing his power and influence in the city.

The trio approached a giant book that sat up on a pedestal in the very back of the library. It had a dark brown cover with a dark red binding holding the pages together. Each page on the book had been laminated sealing it away from anyone who would attempt to destroy the text either purposefully or absentmindedly. Mako gripped a huge section of the plastic-coated pages and forced the book open.

"This will have more than enough proof that we're telling the truth," Mako stated. "Every front page of the newspaper is sealed in here every week. If they were tampered with someone in the city would notice. And the pages are sealed once the plastic is melted onto it. If anyone tried to take out a page and replace it with something else, we could be able to tell."

She didn't know a whole lot about newspapers or even how people documented public city records. What the firebenders was saying, in theory, sounded right to her. The open book was filled with empty plastic sheets were the articles would be able to slide into place before being melted with firebending. Too much heat and they would melt the rest of the pages. Once it was sealed getting it open without damaging anything else looked nearly impossible to her eyes.

Bolin scooted in closer on the other side of Mako so that he could have a better view of the book before them. Gathering around the book their eyes scanned the most recent article. Mako had confidence that the archive would have the information that he needed to prove that he wasn't lying. If he was lucky there would be enough to convince her that Tarrlok was the one manipulating them all this whole time. This could be their one and only shot at getting to talk to Korra and to figure out what had transpired over the course of the past few months.
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They didn't need eyewitness accounts to prove that they knew Korra. She wouldn't have believed them in the first place anyhow. They needed something more reliable than the human eye. The brain could lie unintentionally, and the person wouldn't even know they were being deceived. The archives in the library were public records, no one could have tampered with them and have it gone unnoticed. It was the best way they knew to prove what they said was true. The first page that Mako had opened it was the most recent headline.

At the top of the article it read, "Return of the Avatar," in bold solid black ink. There was no question about that being true. Her return was all the city could talk about. The return of the Avatar; was the hottest story on everyone's lips. Tarrlok had made sure that her return would be a spectacle and would surprise the city. As her eyes skimmed through the text, she could get the jest of the article. Her return shocked the city but also people wondered where she had been. 'If only I could tell them without being labeled a nutjob,' Korra thought to herself. Maybe one day she could, once all of this mess with Tenzin and the Triple Threat Triads was over.

The firebender turned a few pages moving them further backwards in time. The next few pages were compiled of garbage; information that none of them desired to know or cared about. Some meaningless play had toured through the city, new policy on taxes and something about commercial unagi fishing policies. Mako stopped on an article on a summit of United Republic Leaders that had taken place weeks ago. Blue eyes quickly spotted Tenzin among them as well as Tarrlok on opposite ends of the photograph. She glared at the image of her former teacher wanting nothing more than to set it on fire until it turned to ashes. He looked stoic in the photo using his calm appearance to mask his true nature. Tarrlok looked the same as he did now; grinning proudly for the reporters. He exuded confidence and authority in the photo. He certainly was one to give the people what they wanted.

"So, they had a meeting, who cares," Korra dismissed.

"Korra, you were supposed to be at that meeting," Mako insisted.

After skimming through the text, the male used his finger to point at a line in the article. In the dead center of text, the third paragraph in, there was a comment about Republic City still being unable to locate the Avatar. The uneasy feeling the citizens had and the hopes that this meeting would be able to soon their anxiety. They couldn't find her because no one was supposed to know where she was; it was as simple as that. She hadn't been taken away in the night; she had been rehabilitating off in the mountains for years.

"No, I wasn't," She countered. "I was in training and everyone...Just felt like I wasn't ready yet."

That's why Kavik didn't bother to tell her... Or even mention it… The teen felt a small twinge of pain in her chest at that. She felt both guilty for letting them down and also irritated that no one had bothered to mention any of this to her. She was the Avatar and had a right to know. No, she couldn't blame him for excluding her from world affairs. He was just doing his job ensuring that Korra was ok before she could be the Avatar. For all she knew he could have told her, and she could have slipped into one of her episodes and forgotten all about it. Still, Korra couldn't help but feel guilty. The city had needed her, and the others were forced to lie saying they couldn't locate her. She could have been helping them for years if it hadn't been for her own failing mental health. But that was a thing of past; she couldn't keep caring that around with her. It wasn't going to help her fulfill her duties as the Avatar if she kept that mindset inside of her.

It felt off for Mako to hear Korra say that someone else has decided for her. Aside from taking a few suggestions from Tenzin he had never seen her take orders from anyone. She had picked a fight with anyone and everyone that stood in her way, from equalist protestors to the Chief of Police. Knowing about even a small percentage of her time in the South Pole, she regularly bent the rules and marched to the beat of her own drum. Korra taking anything without a fight didn't feel like her. It wasn't the Korra that he knew.

She was lying or at least not telling him the entire truth of the matter. Better question was, did Korra even know what the truth was herself? And who did she mean by everyone? The Avatar's disappearance had caused Tenzin and his family a great deal of distress; they wouldn't have been the ones to stop her from coming back to Republic City. The White Lotus had been stretched thin searching he corners of the globe for her. They had reports coming in from as far as the edges of the Fire Nation as they searched for her. As for her family in the south, Mako felt as though their pain was the worst. The others had lost a friend, but they had lost a daughter. As much as they worried about her and feared for her safety, they wouldn't have stopped her from returning. More importantly they wouldn't have been able to do so. Then who had stopped her from coming back? It didn't make sense for her to magically turn up with Tarrlok at her side. The two had been at each other's throats before her disappearance; why would they suddenly become allies again. The dirty politician was connected to all of this somehow. He knew that but they had yet to connect him to the crime.

The firebenders sighed before flipping through a few pages passing over articles that he deemed irrelevant to his mission. He showed Korra another article that discussed the ongoing search for their missing avatar. Chief Saikan had refused to make a comment about the progress, if any, that was being made. They had chased down every single lead no matter how desperate they were they hadn't been any closer to finding her than they were before.

"We went out looking every night," Bolin added. His jade green eyes drooped as he let out an exasperated sigh.

He could feel his heart twinge at the sight of the article. He could recall the large search parties they had rallied together. It had been something that had united the city after Amon had attempted to tear it apart. Those who disliked the oppressive benders missed the protection from their Avatar. Others sympathized over the fact that a family was missing their child. It had given the citizens something they could both relate to. Over time as their efforts produced abysmal results and their numbers began to dwindle. People were losing hope, after Aang's disappearance many feared the same thing had happened again with their new Avatar.

Looking over the headline again and back to the wounded looking earthbender Korra's brow tensed up. If Tenzin had known where she was… And the White Lotus had known... Then why had they caused they entire city to worry like this? She hadn't vanished into thin air like Aang had, she was off rehabilitating. Then why were there search parties? Why hadn't anyone made up a lie? Or just told some version of the truth? It didn't make sense, no matter how many times she tried to spin it in her head she couldn't see the point of fouling everyone into thinking that she was missing. Kavik should have just... Maybe he could have...? But Tenzin would have loved to tell the world what a failure she was. He relished in each of her failed attempts to learn his bending art. He was focused on saving his own image. Being attached to the failed Avatar didn't look good for his position on the council. The news would eat up a story like fire flakes.

For a while the two brothers watched Korra studying her reaction. Had they gotten through to her? Maybe she would finally begin to believe them. Her previous witty responses to their arguments were gone now. Instead she stood there silently taking in each aspect of the image before them. Her eyes darted back and forth from the text to the photo just below the headline. A knot formed in the pit of her stomach… None of this was making sense… She hadn't gone missing… She had been at Doum-ui for years… She was a patient at a psychiatric hospital…And yet she couldn't even remember most of her childhood.

Even now, after Kavik had claimed she was better, a huge chunk of her life was missing from her. She could bend water, earth and fire but she could remember when she had learned the other two elements. The faces and memories of her teachers were a blur besides Katara. Even memories of her parents felt sparse. Maybe there was more to this than Kavik had been letting on. She wasn't buying in on having befriended triad members and an equalist but maybe she had been in Republic City before. Maybe more had taken place than those around her preferred to talk about. What if whatever caused her last episode and made her memory lapse was connected to her disappearance from Republic City?

"….What happened to me...?" She asked looking towards the others.

When their eyes locked, they knew they were making progress with her. She couldn't deny what they said when they had hard evidence in front of them. Her cerulean eyes had softened from the glare she had been giving them earlier and her brow was knotted up as she tried to process it all.

"You went in to help Tarrlok and his task force fight off some equalist," Mako explained.

"Tarrlok?" Korra questioned before scoffing. "Right, of course, you'd blame him. This is just a way for you to make Tenzin look innocent."

"You joined his task force to help fight the equalist," The older male insisted.

Before the Avatar could open her mouth to disagree with him the flipped through the pages of the book until he found what he was looking for. She kept insisting that she had never fought chi blockers before in her life. Dead center in the picture Korra was seen wearing some strange type of armor. She was surrounded by others wearing matching uniforms and Tarrlok was at her side. Just as she opened her mouth to argue with him the librarian let out a loud shush sound at the teenagers. She made a face before rolling her eyes at the elderly woman as she passed by. Examining the image with her own eyes; she knew what her own face looked like. It couldn't have been someone impersonating her; surely seeing her only use waterbending despite being a master of three elements would have been a dead giveaway. The female in question must have been her then… But how? She paused taking in a deep breath as the evidence stared her back in the face with her own sky-blue eyes.

"You, me, Mako and Asami were patrolling the city when the radio mentioned some equalist attack happening downtown," Bolin explained.

"We got there and some of the task force members said that Tarrlok had gone in after some equalists and needed backup." The elder brother added. "You said you were going in to find Tarrlok..."

Flipping through a few pages he settled on the one in question. The title read, "Avatar Missing After Lethal Run in with Equalists." The pit that had began to form in Korra's stomach was now a giant knot. It twisted and turned in her gut like soured sea prunes did. She didn't know what she hated more about this. The fact that the brothers had proven that at least part of their story had been true or that she could remember experiencing any of this.

"We should have… I should have gone with you," Mako admitted.

His voice was heavy with regret. Ignoring the mad men who treated the city and its inhabitants like a game of chess, Mako felt responsible. In the moment when she had announced she was heading in alone he should have stopped her. Or at least insisted on going with her; if not him then Tenzin or Beifong. Korra shouldn't have had to face, that, whatever it was, by herself. She was their age, despite being the Avatar, she didn't have do this alone. It felt like their entire speech to her about becoming the new team Avatar had fallen flat after they had failed her that day. She had still felt the need to take on everything by herself. She was always so sure of herself and so stubborn. Korra carried the weight of the world on her shoulders as the avatar. And to make matters worse, they had failed her too. The group had claimed to be her friends, promising to have each other's backs through thick and thin. They had promised that she wouldn't have to deal with her avatar duties by herself and had only been able to follow through that goal halfway.

"None of this makes sense," Korra replied before looking up at the two. "But… I'm listening."
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Walking back through the city she navigated her way through the winding streets back to the large manor that she called home. The sun had set over the city making way for the glimmering city lights to illuminate her path. More time had passed than she had intended but there was nothing she could do about that now. Under the soft glow of the sun the piles of snow had diminished greatly over the course of the day leaving the sidewalks nearly bare. With each step the events of the day weighed heavily on her mind; none of it was adding up to her. At times she would just start off in one direction and find herself straying from the path back to Tarrlok's house. Every so often she would look up and realize she had turned down the wrong street. It had taken long than before, but she was finally arriving back onto White Lily Drive. The street was still and silent just as it had been this morning. Sato-mobiles now consumed the once empty space of the driveways. Inside the homes the warm glow of lights could been seen dancing in the windows as people settled in for the evening.

She had more questions than she knew what to do with. She had to talk to Kavik about this, he had to know something. If he was keeping something else a secret from her then why would he want to talk to her about it? Even if he was doing what he thought was best she needed to know the truth, all of it this time. Maybe there was a file or a hidden report she hadn't read that could explain everything. No more confusion and everything else would fall into place. She would know if she really knew those two brothers and the stuff about Tarrlok's task force. The idea of there being some magical fix for cesspool of swirling questions in theory sounded perfect but nothing was ever that simple. Approaching the mansion, Korra took in a deep breath preparing herself for her return to the estate. She made sure to cut through the garden and enter through the side door as planned.

She had been gone a lot longer than she had intended but nothing could be done about that now. All she could do was hope that Tarrlok and Kavik hadn't noticed she was gone. The two had made it clear how busy they were this morning during breakfast. Maybe she was lucky and the two were just now stepping away from the work. Kavik had a habit of working into the late hours of the evening to begin with. And as for Tarrlok she assumed he was alike in that way as well. The two were close friends after all.

Her thin fingers wrapped around the doorknob and gave it a small twist before pushing it open. The warmth of the home was the first thing to greet her. It washed over her exposed chilled skin before engulfing her body as she closed the door behind her. Korra made sure to pull the door closed completely before twisting the lock. The click of the metal turning seemed to echo through the long hallway. Had it always felt this empty beforehand? The only ones that lived there were; Tarrlok, Kavik and herself though… After being in the city for a short few hours she was already getting used to bustle of the busy city. As she strolled through the house she headed towards a staircase towards her room. She could always claim she had been in there taking a nap for the past few hours. No, that lie might not work… Maybe she could claim she had gotten lost in the multiple rooms? Tarrlok's house was enormous, especially knowing she had been confined to that small room at the ward for years. Getting lost anywhere was easy after living in isolation. Just as the thought went through her mind, she heard a voice calling her name. She cringed letting her body tighten up before relaxing once more. The teen knew that voice it belonged to her doctor. She could hear the urgency in his voice as he impatiently hoped for a reply. Turning a corner, she saw Kavik at the end of the long corridor.

"Oh, hey doc," she called waving sheepishly.

The man rushed over to the teen looking her over seeming if any new bruises or scrapes had appeared on her since breakfast. Those same vivid cobalt eyes looked her over from head to toe. Once he was satisfied that she looked fine he visibly relaxed. His shoulders returned to their normal position and his blue eyes locked with hers. They looked heavy showing her absence had weighed on him. As selfish as it might have sounded, she hated seeing him look at her like that. She knew it was because he was worried about her. She was tired of people staring at her like that today. What was with people looking at her like she was going to vanish into thin air?

"Korra where were you?" Kavik asked. "I came back early from the office and Tarrlok said he hadn't seen you all day. We searched the entire estate for you. We were going to call Saikan in a second to send out a search party."

"…I... Just went out for a bit," she replied. "It's not a big deal."

She didn't know how bring up what had happened to her while she had been in the city. How would she? She wasn't even sure how to explain everything. Were the two brothers, Mako and Bolin, really triad members? Kavik and Tarrlok had said they were but… No, they were working for Tenzin; if they weren't criminals for their entire lives they were now. Maybe Tenzin was using them too? The airbenders wasn't opposed to abusing her as a child who would put him passed manipulating two teenagers to do his dirty work. They could be victims in this whole ordeal too. She needed to find out why Tarrlok had acted like he had just met her then when they had fought alongside each other before. And the chi blockers and Amon what had happened to them? Would they return knowing that she was back? Her mind was spinning with everything she had learned in the last few hours.

"Korra, we told you to stay put the city it too dangerous for you to be wondering around like that," he replied scolding her.

"I know, I know. But nothing happened," she dismissed. "I'm fine, I just needed to get some fresh air."

She didn't need another lecture on how dangerous the city was. She was here because the city needed the avatar to make it safe again. Keeping her hidden away wasn't going to help anyone. She wasn't just there to smile at the cameras and slink away. If anything, the people who did see her today probably felt safer knowing that she was around. The avatar was back, and she wasn't going to let this city down again.

"Tarrlok has an entire garden that you could have walked through if all you needed was some fresh air," he replied letting his irritation show. His voice rose as he spoke to her as his face tightened up. Even if all she could see was from the bridge of his nose and up, she could feel how angry he was from the look in his eyes.

"You didn't even consider what could have happened if Tenzin had seen you? Or if the Triple Threats were following you around? Korra you can't-"

"It's better than being cooped up in here all day," she retorted. "I didn't come all this way to be treated like a prisoner."

Kavik sighed bringing his hands up to pinch the skin between his two brows. The teen always found a way to test his patience; if it wasn't one thing it was another. He took in a deep breath before letting it out slowly. Just as their discussion had escalated the physician had brought it back down. There was no need for this to turn into an argument between them. It might only send Korra off on her own again. The last thing he needed was for her to think he didn't care nor want to understand how she was feeling. He relaxed his face once more returning to a calmer demeanor.

"… I shouldn't have reacted like that... I'm just worried with everything that's happening." Kavik admitted. "I should have listened to you more this morning; we need to talk about this, later though. I'm going to tell Tarrlok that you're back. I'll tell the staff to heat something up for you to eat, go freshen up. Okay?"

He didn't wait for her reply before turning to leave her alone in the hallway. Korra had never seen him get angry like that… Not in the short amount of time that she could recall knowing the doctor, that is. He had always been Mr. Perfect; calm, cool and collected no matter what she said or did to him. She knew he was worried about her, but she had things under control. No one had followed her while she was out, and she was more than capable of taking care of herself. Seeing how he had reacted to just knowing she had slipped out she couldn't tell him about meeting with the bending brothers. Kavik might threaten to bring back the police to guard the estate again. If the manor was surrounded by metalbenders there would be no way she could sneak out.

She was the Avatar she knew that her life was going to be dangerous that didn't mean she needed to spend every second stuck inside. Maybe once things calmed down, she could talk to him directly about what she had found out. The Avatar went to the nearest bathroom and washed her hands. As she went to dry them, she looked her reflection. Cerulean eyes studied the teen that looked back at her. Aside from the difference in hairstyles she looked identical to the news articles. The girl in all those photos was without a doubt her… But how? That was what she had yet to figure out.

Korra returned to the dining room to find Kavik placing a bowl of piping hot soup at the table. The smell of the spicy broth danced in her nose inviting her closer in. After spending most of her day outside the dish made her stomach growl with anticipation. Taking a seat adjacent from Kavik she began to eat. She took the spoon into her hand and began to dip it into the crimson liquid. As tasty as the dish was, she couldn't seem to focus on it, her mind kept drifting off.

"… I was doing some thinking today and I realized that I've spent a bit too much time shuffling paperwork at Doum-ui. The reason why I'm here, with you and Tarrlok, is to continue to be your doctor. And today I ignored how you felt because I was worried, that was a terrible mistake for someone in my profession. We should continue to have our sessions; a lot has happened in such a short amount of time. You must have a lot on your mind, let's talk about it."

A lot on her mind? He wasn't wrong there. After leaving Mako and Bolin the news had left her head reeling. She didn't even know where to begin to sort this mess out. She must have been in Republic City before but for how long she didn't know. Not only that but why had Tarrlok pretended that they had never met before if there was a photo of them in those uniforms. Had she really met Mako and Bolin before today... And were they just being used by Tenzin as pawns. And then what about the heiress they claimed fought alongside of them, Asami Sato. Despite her Avatar title Korra had never mingled with the upper class before, not like that. She heard Katara mention how Aang had attended parties with the Earth King and was best friends with Fire Lord Zuko. The likelihood of her meeting this Asami girl seemed slim to none. Befriending the brothers didn't make much sense for her either.

None of this was adding up; just trying to sort it out made her head hurt. And through all of this; the triads, Tenzin, and equalist; where was Naga. She rarely went anywhere without her and she wasn't in any of the photos. The last she had left her was on Air Temple Island. If Tenzin had done anything to her, he'd wish he'd never been born. Her grip on the spoon tensed up a bit before relaxing it. After a long empty pause, she finally remembered to reply to her physician.

"I mean… I came all this way to be the Avatar finally and you two don't want me leaving this house," Korra stressed. She leaned back over her bowl taking another bite of her soup.

"We were just trying to be cautious," he explained. "But, you're right… The situation in the city isn't going to get any better just by having a few townhall meetings and conferences. I'll talk with Tarrlok to see if we can have you patrol with some of the police officers."

"… Really?" The teen asked taken aback by the offer. "I, mean... Yeah... That would be great."

Her response following the initial shock was lackluster for her normal excitement. She couldn't get her mind off of the day's events that had transpired. Trying to figure out how the triads and Tenzin's smuggling was involved in any of this just made her head hurt. Where the events separate or maybe there was something else that was linking them together that she just didn't know about. After today, Korra wasn't sure what she didn't know about. All of that, sadly, could wait for now. Her new goal had to be getting Naga back as soon as possible. Once she and her best friend were reunited, she could track the scent of the bending brothers to see if they were really as innocent as they claimed. Once she got close enough to the docks, she might be able to find out where they were moving the stolen goods to. And figure out why an equalist was involved.

"I'll ask him to talk with chief Saikan about forming a squadron of officers that can accompany you... You seem distracted… Did something happen? Are you ok?"

"Huh? Oh, yeah... Just thinking is all," she replied.

"About what? I'm here to help you through anything you might be facing," the doctor offered.

"Ummm… Actually…" Korra began pausing between bites. "…. You told me that Naga was at Air Temple Island. She's been there with Tenzin for years; I need to get her back."

"Your pet?" Kavik repeated. "I'll see if Tarrlok can speak with Tenzin about an exchange. He had no need to keep her on the island. I'm sure even someone like him, can be reasoned with."

"When is that going to happen?" She asked her patience already thinning.

The thought of being reunited with Naga was more than enough to improve her situation. Since the day they found each other they had a unique connection, one that she had never had before in her life. She needed to have her best friend back, she needed Naga.

"I don't know Korra, I'll talk to Tarrlok first thing in the morning. It's too late to do anything now," Kavik replied.

"We could just show up and demand Naga back," she replied curtly. "He has no reason to keep her there."

"I won't pretend that I know everything about being the Avatar. But Naga and you have a deep connection… If something bad were happening to her you would feel it, wouldn't you?"

"I... guess," she admitted. "Katara said that Aang went through a lot when he was separated from Appa… I miss her… More than anything… But I don't get the feeling that she's in danger."

"Just try to relax tonight and first thing tomorrow we'll make the call to get her back," Kavik advised. "After everything you've been through, she would want her first time seeing you to be a happy memory."

"You're right... I guess," she agreed.

Patience was never one of her strongest traits, but she didn't feel like Naga was in any danger. Then maybe they could wait... At least until the morning. She would storm over to city hall herself if it meant that she could see Naga again. Tenzin wouldn't be able to deny her request if they had an audience before them. At least Tenzin didn't add animal cruelty to his list of crimes.

After finishing off her food she left and returned to her room to prepare for bed. She pulled the door closed behind her as she leaned against it. Her long hair brushed up against the door shaking loose a few baby hairs. She let out a deep sigh before turning flicking on the light switch. Korra's conversation with Kavik hadn't been much help in the end. She had failed to bring up what she learned from the bending brothers earlier today. She didn't know what to say to him or how to bring it up. If what they said and showed her was true, then Kavik had lied to her… Or was at least withholding information from her. The countless photos, newspapers and even the personal photograph that the firebenders had couldn't have been fake. And if they were why go to all of that trouble to fake those documents? None of this made sense.

If she could get one of the police officers to recognize her that would be all she needed to help her case. It wouldn't just be information from Mako and Bolin, but she would have a testimony she had heard with her own ears. One besides the restaurant owner from today. He was someone connected to the bending brothers; but the police worked for Saikan and alongside Tarrlok. They hadn't ruled out the idea of there being a few corrupt cops working alongside Tenzin but at the moment it seemed unlikely. She needed more information, information she wasn't going to get stuck inside day in and day out. Kavik had promised to let her patrol with some police officers hopefully that would give her the opportunity she needed.

The Avatar walked over to the large bed to retrieve her pajamas where they had been laid out for her. She took them into her private bathroom and closed the door behind her. She removed her layers as the water from the shower warmed up. Soon steam rolled off in waves as the water hit the tiles floor of the shower. She stepped inside letting the water hit her skin. She could feel the hot water soothing her aching muscles from today. It helped relieve some of the tension in her body but not the mess that swirled around in her head. Nothing was ever that easy for her. It would take time to sort everything else out. Once she was done showering, she turned off the water and got dressed.

Korra fluffed her hair slightly with her towel before discarding it on the bathroom sink. She found her eyes gravitating towards the window. She stepped closer looking out at the city she now called home. The sky was nearly pitch black with the city lights dancing in the darkness. Unlike earlier she wasn't captivated by the allure of the city's natural glamour. Her eyes were fixated on what lay in the distance. Just beyond the city was Avatar Aang Memorial Island. She could still make out the large statue. The carved features and the prominent air in the middle of his head. Her stomach turned sour as the image reminded her of her former teacher.

Just beyond that there was the island. Air Temple Island's silhouette could be seen from her window. It was hard to make out most of it beyond the mountainous terrain and the tops of the buildings. She had hoped she wouldn't have had to return to the island as long as she lived. But that hadn't been more than wishful thinking. As much as she hated the idea of returning, she was willing to do anything if it meant getting Naga back. Naga was worth any and every risk she would have to take to be reunited with her. She'd fight Tenzin herself if it came down to that factor. Now that she was back, she wasn't going to make Naga think she had abandoned her. She hated the idea of Naga feeling how she had felt for years at Doum-ui. 'Don't worry girl, I'm coming to get you,' Korra thought to herself.

~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~Doum-ui~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~Doum-ui~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~Doum-ui

Will Korra get Naga back? Are Bolin and Mako lying? Is Kavik really hiding anything from her? Another cliffhanger… Awkward… I might have to start making these chapters longer to avoid this. I honestly hadn't planned for it to end here but I went over my quota. Would you guys want longer chapters? It will mean waiting more than 3 weeks for an update though. I could do 6k in 3 weeks but would need an extra week or so for 7k to 8k. Send me a message or put it in a review. Thank you for reading please make sure to comment or review. Tell me what you like what you don't like and what you predict will happen.










18. Cynicism


I meant to upload this sooner but I'm back... Again... To try to actually finish this story. It's been a while since I worked on it, but I still really love writing this story so thank you to those who are reading it. Please feel free to tell me what you liked, what you didn't like and what are your predictions for the future of this story. 

"Just stay where you are; let your fear subside. Just stay where you are…If there's nothing to hide."-Pendulum (Watercolour)

Cynicism-an inclination to believe that people are motivated purely by self-interest, skepticism

~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~Doum-ui~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~Doum-ui~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~Doum-ui~~~~~~Republic City~~~~~~

The passageway was lined with small lanterns. They broke through the darkness with a soft glow illuminating the path before her. The cave had been carved with the trained precision of earthbending masters. The shape was circular and had removed most of the sharp edges when they created it. Smaller pebbles lined the sides of the cave leaving the main path free of most debris. The ground had grooves running through the dirt were small carts had been used to move excess rubble from the tunnel.

Beads of sweat dripped down her forehead as she moved. Despite the cooling temperature outside the tunnel seemed to trap any and all heat inside of it. Her feet pounded against the ground as she ran through the tunnel. She kept her steady pace determined not to overexert herself, just yet. She needed the energy for later… But for what? She couldn't remember… From behind Korra could hear the faint murmurs of a fight going on. The slight tremors in the cave began to fade the deeper she went. As the tremors disappeared the shape of the tunnel changed. It was just as wide and tall but lacked the same details as the other. The new tunnel she entered had jagged top and smaller rocks lying about along the sides.

The silence replaced the noise and then slowly a soft white noise began to permeate the empty space. The sound started off gentle but continued to grow with each step she took. It grew from a whisper that her ears could barely pick up to a loud roar echoing through the caves. She could recognize that noise anywhere; it was the rhythm of moving water. A waterfall, to be exact, it must have been nearby. Her body moved on its own; she barely had time to think which way to go or why she was chasing this sound.

As the sound grew closer, she could see a bright light at the end of the tunnel. It was a blinding white light that stopped her from being able to see anything else beyond the exit. As she broke through the exit, she had to cover her eyes from its brilliancy. Korra brought her arm up to shield her eyes until they adjusted to the change. The first thing she noticed was the temperature change. Cold air now swirled around her nipping at any and all exposed skin. The sound of the waterfall was gone and the howling wind had replaced the rushing water's sound. After a few seconds, she moved her arm away from her face to find herself in the forest. Snow danced through the air violently making it hard to see much of anything. The snow was almost up to her knees as she trudged through it. Growing up in the South Pole she was accustomed to the intense storms like this. She was confused about how she had ended up here though. Was she back home now? Judging by the tall trees around her she felt far from the open tundra she was used to.

She wandered through the snow searching for a source of light or even a person that might be able to help her. Where was she? It didn't feel like the South Pole, maybe she was up north? Looking around at her surroundings it didn't look like the northern tundra either. She heard that it snowed in certain parts of the Earth Kingdom as well. Maybe she was still in Republic City after all? Just as she grew lost in her own thoughts a high-pitched howl broke through the noise of the storm. She knew that sound, that was Naga. Was she out in this storm too? She knew that howl anywhere; it was too loud to come from a pack of wolves. The teen picked up her pace moving faster than before. If she could get to Naga, she could find a way out of this mess. The two would be better off together instead of alone wandering through this chaos. Korra wandered through the snow-covered trees in search of the source of the sound.

She bent snow out of her way before cupping her hands around her mouth. She took in a deep breath before yelling her beloved polar bear dog's name. Her voice cut through the storm before it faded away. Silence followed before another howl was heard. Korra repeated the process until she came to a clearing, through all of the wind and snow she could make out a large creature covered in pure white fur. If not for the large dark eyes of the creature she would have vanished in the storm as well. Her heart leaped for joy as she bounded towards her companion. Tears stung her eyes as she called out to her again and again. But despite the closer, she grew to the creature she didn't respond to her. Naga had to recognize her… Right? It had been years, but she looked the same. A bit taller now with longer hair than in her childhood but she didn't look like an entirely new person. The creature sniffed a tree nearby before letting out a pained howl.

"Naga, I missed you… So much..."

Tears stung her eyes at the idea of being reunited with Naga. Her vision blurred momentarily before she wiped the water away. She grew closer but her companion acted as though she didn't see her; like she was invisible. The creature continued to sniff at the ground before laying down in the snow. She hung her head low in exhaustion appearing to have been traveling for quite some time before Korra had located her. Naga let out low whimpers of sorrow as she sniffed the snow around her once more. It was a fruitless attempt to keep searching despite how her muscles ached and her body begged for a break. The poor creature looked desperate to complete her task. As Korra finally grew closer she called her name more and more only for it to fall on death ears. She screamed until her lungs burned and her throat felt dry. When she was finally close to Naga, she bent down to stroke her back but gained no reaction.

"….Naga… We can't stay out here… " A voice called.

The voice was soft and feminine; it definitely belonged to a woman. Not one that she knew though. It couldn't have belonged to her mother, nor Katara or Pema. It sounded young, too young to be any of them. It sounded pained and tired just like Naga's whimpers and howling had been. The voice was familiar, but she couldn't put her finger on where she had heard it from before. Had the woman also been out in this storm with them all of this time? Korra knew she could survive this; she and Naga grew up in this type of weather. Only another member of the watertribe stood a chance out in a storm like this. No wonder they sounded so distraught when they called Naga back to them.

"…. It's been hours… She's not out here… We need to head back..." The voice added.

If they were with Naga and she didn't know them… Then who were they? A member of the White Lotus? Or an air acolyte maybe? Tenzin's children were far too young to sound like that. The female sounded closer to her age, certainly not a child.

Ever reluctantly Naga stood from her spot and gave the woods one last look before turning around and moving towards the direction of the voice. Korra followed them in desperation as she tried to get Naga's attention. She called out her name repeatedly; each time growing more frantic. She tried bending the snow in front of them to slow the duo down, but nothing was happening. The snow wouldn't move. Why couldn't she bend? The closer she got was to see the darkened silhouette of the woman. She was tall with a slender built but not without some number of curves. She could see a small section of hair free from her hood dancing in the wind.

Determined to catch up with them she pushed herself hard but felt as though she was going nowhere. She ran until her legs felt like they were going to give in on her and her lungs burned from the stress. It wasn't long before the two disappeared into the horizon leaving her alone in the snow. Why couldn't they hear her? Were they just ignoring her? She called out for once more as the storm picked up. She squeezed her eyes shut to shield it from the wind. When she opened them, the snow that had surrounded her was now gone. Instead, a cool yet comfortable breeze wrapped around her. The sky was dark leaving the streetlights to brighten the sidewalks. Most shops were dark with the occasional restaurant bustling with patrons. Sweet and savory smells drifted into the street beckoning the civilians to enter. The howling wind had been replaced with the soft murmurs of the city.

Korra rose from her feet feeling utterly confused. Why was she in the city? And where was the snow from earlier today? Where were Naga and that woman? When she had gone out before it had warmed up some, but nothing like this. The snow had just begun to melt earlier, but now, as she took in the sites, it looked as though not so much as a single snowflake had touched the ground. What was happening here? Nothing about the situation made any sense to her. How did she get here from being in the middle of nowhere?

"Kooorraa!" Bolin bellowed as he followed behind her.

Before the waterbender could react, he had his arm wrapped around her shoulder pulling her in close. It felt taken aback by the sudden physical contact, it left her feeling off, it wasn't bad, but she certainly wasn't used to it. After being locked away for so long she hadn't had anyone act this way with her. Not like she had many friends from her childhood, to begin with. Avatar training and mental illness had scared them all away from her. The action wasn't similar to the way that Kavik treated her. Kavik tends to show her affection with small eye smiles, rustling her hair or a hug every now and again. Not to mention that the embrace was coming from Bolin. After everything she had found out about the bending brothers, she wasn't sure how to feel. Were they innocent and being used by Tenzin or just common criminals? She didn't know…

"You should have seen yourself out there," Bolin exaggerated breaking her train of thought. "You were amazing! You dodged their attacks like it was nothing and then… Whoosh! BAM! You took them all out with one hit!"

She found herself smiling at his compliment. She was used to hearing next to nothing about her bending or purely comments of disgust. Hearing praise for the first time in a while lifted her spirits even if only slightly. The earthbender broke awake from their contact to demonstrate her quick-witted attack on their opponents. He bounced around on the balls of his feet copying her skill before switching to the shocked expression of those at the other end of her attacks. He spun in a circle mimicking their bodies as they were sent flying off of the platform and into the water. The Avatar smiled as she laughed at his inflated expressions.

"Are you sure Tenzin won't mind if you're back a little late?" Mako asked appearing on the other side of her.

She blinked a few times adjusting to his presence. When had he gotten there? He hadn't been beside her seconds ago. Had she failed to notice? Her blue eyes locked with his amber orbs attaching to each other. There was almost something magnetic about them; the way they drew her in. Wait, what was she thinking? Mako… Bolin… They weren't her friends. But then why was she…? She shifted her thoughts away from the firebender and back to her training.

Yet, even with this in mind, she didn't pull away from the two. She stayed between them falling in line with their conversation. It just felt natural… With each moment she seemed to forget that they were enemies. They didn't act the wanted criminals, then again no one expected Avatar Aang's son to be a criminal either. Any remaining joy the interaction brought her faded away quickly as her mind shifted to thinking about Tenzin. Her brow grew twisted at the idea of returning to the island to face her bending teacher.

"It's late, we can always celebrate tomorrow after practice," Mako added.

"No, sorry," The female apologized, "it's not that… I ju-"

"What? Are you afraid to face him," he accused?

"Tenzin?!" Korra exclaimed. "...I'm not afraid of anyone, especially not that coward."

"Is that why you left Naga with him instead of going to get her?" Bolin jeered smiling.

"I didn't just leave her, Kavik sai-" Korra retorted.

"You're too scared to rescue her; after everything she went through while you were gone," Mako scoffed narrowing his eyes at her.

The same howl from the snowstorm pierced the air, cutting through the city's sounds. She knew that cry, it belonged to Naga. She wasn't going to let her leave this time, she was going to bring her back with her. Suddenly she felt as though the bending brothers were too close. Like they were suffocating her, and she couldn't stand to let herself get cornered like that. Korra took off in the direction of the cries calling out for her animal guide. Just as she felt she was making progress the ground below her began to crack causing her to fall into the darkness below.

X

Korra's eyes shot open as her chest heaved. Her eyes were welcomed to the darkness of her room. Beads of sweat rolled down her forehead onto the rest of her face. Her entire body was covered in a layer of sweat now causing her pajama pants to cling to her body. Loose locks of hair stuck to her forehead and side of her face. She had her bedsheets locked in a vise grip creating uneven clumps of fabric here and there. She blinked a few times allowing her eyes to adjust to the darkness of the room. It had all been a dream, none of it was real. If it was all fake, why did it feel so real? No, it was just a dream. Still…She had been in that forest before… It must have been the one she went through to get to the city. The way the trees looked and the heavy snowfall; it was like the first time she had come to Republic City.

As for the woman… She had no idea who she was. The voice felt familiar, but she wasn't sure where she had heard it from before. It didn't sound like a nurse from Doum-ui, the nurses barely spoke to Korra, if at all. After all of the physical fights and arguments, she wasn't exactly their favorite patient. So, who was that woman in her dream, and why had she been with Naga? And Naga… Poor Naga… Maybe that hadn't all been a dream? Was this that spiritual connection that Katara had talked about? Was this Naga's way of telling her she was hurting too?

The bender took in a deep breath and released the sheets from her hands. She climbed out of bed and made her way to the bathroom. She flicked on the light and looked herself over in the mirror. Her hair was disheveled and left sticking up in odd directions. Her skin looked clammy compared to its normal glow. The avatar took in a few deep breaths as she tried to calm herself down. She turned on the fossette and began to splash some water onto her face. The cool liquid soothed her anxiety, even if only slightly.

This was it; she was done hiding out. She didn't care what Kavik had told her or promised that Tarrlok could give her. The dream had been the final straw; she was going to get Naga back herself. She didn't see a point in waiting to know if Tenzin was hurting her. If they waited Tenizn could just make up some bogus excuse as to why she couldn't have Naga back with her. She wasn't going to let that monster use Naga as some bargaining chip to get back at her. She didn't care what Kavik said or thought about any of this; he didn't know how she felt. He didn't know what Naga's life had been through over the years. Had Naga thought she had run off without her? She couldn't recall ever being able to explain to her what was happening when she was moved to Doum-ui. Was that why she was in the woods in her dream? She didn't have time to sort any of this out, it didn't matter, she was going to bring her back.

Korra turned off the water before leaving the bathroom. She finished getting ready before remembering to grab her cloak from the wardrobe. The last thing she wanted was Tenzin to see her sneaking onto the island before she had a chance to figure out where he was hiding Naga. Korra didn't care that Kavik and Tarrlok would scold her again for doing something like this. There would be no possible way to hide Naga from them, even in a house of this size. Sooner or later they would realize there was another guest staying at Tarrlok's lavish estate. Besides between the cleaning staff and her two guardians, someone was bound to see the creature or some of the fur she would, inevitably, leave behind. It wasn't her concern, right now, Naga came before everything. She would rather have Kavik yell at her and Tarrlok bring the police back to patrol the grounds than to leave Naga by herself any longer than she saw necessary.

The waterbender opted to use her bedroom window as her escape route this time. She couldn't take the chance of coming across Tarrlok or Kavik up doing some late-night work and spotting her or hearing her footsteps leading down a hallway. If she was caught in the act, they would never agree to let her run off to the island for Naga. Kavik had been understanding but she doubted that he would be on board with this idea. Tarrlok would insist she wait till he had personally spoken to Tenzin and Kavik would scold her for being reckless, again. This was just one of those things she didn't expect them to understand. Naga wasn't just some pet; their bond was deeper than that. Kavik had brought it up too, Naga was her animal guide. They needed each other in this world. With that, she leaped from the window and into the darkness of the night.

Her journey through the city was uneventful at best; the city was rather empty in most parts. No triad members or police blaring their sirens as they leaped into action towards their next rescue. This left her with all the energy she needed to make the swim to the island. It had been a long time since she had been in the water like this; fully submerged in her own element using her bending to propel her at high speeds.

X

The avatar arrived off of the coast of the island. She remained in the water for a mere couple of seconds checking to make sure that no one had spotted her. Korra's blue eyes skimmed the darkness watching for any sign of movement. She slipped out of the water slowly before bending the liquid from her clothes and hair. She could see the main house and let out a deep breath at the sight of the dark windows. She couldn't make out a single light that was on inside, perfect. It looked like everyone had gone to sleep, including her past life's son. She couldn't see any White Lotus guards but that didn't mean that some weren't lurking around. She would have to be careful Tenzin wasn't the only threat on the island. If she blew her cover and attracted the White Lotus's attention, she could only take on so many before the noise would disturb the others on the island.

If she were Tenzin were would she keep Naga? He wouldn't keep her in the main house or the dormitories. There wouldn't be much space for her and then they would have to deal with strangers interacting with Naga. The polerbear dog always enjoyed the attention of others and would probably beg for treats. Tenzin kept Naga but probably wanted her to be just as miserable as Korra had been. Maybe she was close by the caves they kept the bison? She would have to be careful if she woke up Oogie and the others; her cover would be blown in a matter of seconds.

As she wandered through the island it felt odd. She hadn't managed to come across any security; not so much as one triad or White Lotus member appeared to be out. Unlike the city beyond the water, the island was as still as the moon in the sky. Maybe Tenzin didn't expect her to come to the island? But that didn't make much sense either… Of course, she would, this was where it had all begun. Still, they had no concrete evidence on him being guilty. Maybe he was feeling overconfident? That didn't feel right either. The avatar could have spent more time wandering were his goons were at this hour, but she didn't have any time to waste.

She crouched down behind a small shed before looking over the side. Just beyond it she could make out a stable. She didn't remember this ever being there before. Could she have forgotten that it existed? Or maybe it was built recently? Despite it having been years her memory of the landscape felt fresh. The bison's rest area would have been further away from the main house. Then what was Tenzin hiding in there? Cautiously she stepped closer, making sure to watch each step. In the dark, she couldn't make out much of the stable. It was large in size but not especially spacious. She had only gotten a few feet from the stable when a low growl was being emitted from the stable. She knew that sound, that was Naga. It had to be she knew it. Naga didn't seem to recognize her scent anymore though which was odd. Perhaps over the years, her natural scent had changed. Or maybe Naga had forgotten what she smelled like all together? It had been years since the two had seen each other after all. Maybe it had something to do with the floral soap Tarrlok seemed to love. Korra stepped closer pulling down her hood and lighting a small flame in her hand to show her face.

"…. Shhhh…It's ok, Naga. It's me," she whispered.

The creature's growling stopped almost instantly as she saw her face. The bared teeth were pulled back as her tongue began to hang out of her mouth. Naga's body relaxed as Korra rushed forward wrapping her arms around her large head. She stroked her fur as she pulled her in close. She could feel the fur tickling her face, enjoying every second of it. Naga nuzzled into the embrace, her long tail whipping back and forth with excitement. Korra's eyes stung as she buried her face into Naga's fur. She had missed her more than anyone could ever imagine. When the avatar pulled away the polerbear dog took this time to cover her face in kisses. Naga's long tongue licked Korra's face over and over again; overjoyed to finally be reunited with her. The creature's tongue lapped away any tears that had ran down her cheeks melting away the separation anxiety she had felt. She giggled at the act; missing the much-needed affection from her animal guide.

"I missed you too girl," she replied. "I missed you too."

Korra smiled as she stroked her head once more feeling the stress of the day leave her body. Life had been hard living without her best friend. Reluctantly she pulled away from the other; wanting nothing more but to stand there for hours if she could. She could spend the rest of the night petting Naga at Tarrlok's house. It would give her time to figure out how to explain what she was out doing now. Kavik had understood her running away from Tenzin but sneaking in and breaking Naga out wasn't going to be an easy conversation. Especially after he had told her to wait on getting word back from Tarrlok.

She bent down lighting a flame in her hand to get a closer look at the gate to the stable. It had a single lock on the gate with a long metal chain wrapped around it. She could freeze the lock then break it open with a swift kick… But that might make too much noise. She didn't know how far she was from the main house. The avatar already knew how good Tenzin's hearing was when she had tried to sneak out before. There was always the option of attempting to bend the dirt into the shape of the key. That would take too long; she needed to get Naga out quickly before anyone saw her. Her last option was to melt through it. It would take more time than using her waterbending but it made far less noise and wasn't as time-consuming as picking a lock. After deciding on her plan, she looked back up at Naga who was studying her actions. She reached out stroking her head once more before her eyes grew focused.

"Don't worry girl, I'm going to get you out of here," She soothed.

Naga looked back in confusion but was eager to be reunited with her. Korra grabbed the lamp that was nearby and lit it with her finger before hanging it back up on the edge. She squatted down so that she was eye level with the lock with her right hand she used one finger to bend a small flame out. It connected with the metal and began to create small sparks.

X

After parting ways with Korra in the city he wished with each step that she had chosen to come back with them. The way her eyes looked at him and his brother he could tell she was doubting whatever story Tarrlok had told her. Whatever lies that weasel snake had made up were starting to fall apart. It was a victory for them. If he had won, even the smallest of battles, it mattered. Then… Why didn't it make him feel any better? Why did he still feel like he was failing her, failing this city? No matter how convincing he had been still… It hadn't been enough for her to safely return to the island. Silently he cursed himself for that letdown. They had already gone against Tenizn's wishes by leaving the island, but it hadn't been a waste of time.

Tenzin had been right about his theories about what she thought of them. She was convinced that he and Bolin were nothing but common criminals. Asami was an equalist now working with bending triads to regain her fortune. And as for Tenzin himself, it seemed like Korra hated him the most out of all of them. She referred to him as a criminal involved in deals with triads but never explained why Tenzin would be involved with them in the first place. Nothing was adding up, at least not from his perspective.

Once the two had returned to the island they informed the others of what they had learned and the archives in the library they had shown Korra. Tenzin initially was upset but was grateful for the event taking place in the long run. It had been their one chance to talk to Korra without reporters or Tarrlok breathing down her shoulder. Mako told them about how he felt like she was hiding something from them; the way she reacted to his statements. They spent hours theorizing what had happened to her all over again. It felt like they were running in circles constantly. They thought that once Korra emerged it would all be over. They had been fooled into thinking things would return to normal only for something else to happen. One step forward and then two steps back.

Was Tarrlok controlling her? Was he holding something over her that the others had somehow missed? That didn't feel right either, not completely. Korra had grown to hate her friends openly, Tarrlok wasn't holding something about them over her head. She spoke fondly of Tarrlok and seemed to admire the work he was doing in the city. As strange was it was to see it happened Tarrlok was the only one on her good side. That answer was ruled out for now. If he wasn't blackmailing her then what secret was, she willing to keep for him?

Korra was a free spirit she did whatever she wanted and even welcomed a clash of opinions if it meant she could showcase her skills. In the back of their minds, they feared that Korra had met her match. What if the person had put her through too much for her to handle? The idea of seeing the brave woman he knew crumbling like ice into the sea made a deep pain form in his chest. He hated thinking of it that way but the more he looked at the situation it seemed more likely than ever. As much as the idea hurt him, the notion of Tarrlok manipulating her like that made him so angry he didn't know what he would do next time he saw the politician.

After long hours of deliberating Lin suggested that they all retire for the night. It had been months, but they weren't any closer to figuring out this mystery. The only way they would be able to set things right would be for them to finally get a chance to hear Korra's side of the story. Even if she was confused by whatever lies she had been spoon-fed it was better than playing a guessing game constantly. Now they were back to waiting. Waiting to find an opening to talk to her again, waiting to see what Tarrlok would do next. Everything had turned back to a standstill for them. All they could do was kill time until the opportunity arose.

Jinora, Ikki, and Meelo had asked about Korra having seen her in the newspaper that had been left out. It had been hard for Tenzin to explain what was happening because he wasn't sure entirely either. All he told them was that things were complicated right now. Korra wasn't missing anymore but she wouldn't be returning to the island either. They had all tried their best to shield the children from the issue but, how could they? Given how public Tarrlok had made the Avatar's return? Jinora would have figured it out eventually, she was a smart child. It wouldn't be long before the news had spread to the other two. The last thing they needed was for there to be secrets between them.

After their meeting had wrapped up Bolin and Asami had returned to their rooms to attempt to get some sleep. The idea felt nearly impossible to Mako now. Korra was out there, not lost or locked away somewhere, but just a short ferry ride and a stroll through the city away. And even when she was this close to him, he couldn't get close to her. Asami had urged that it was better to sleep now when nothing was happening so that they could formulate their plan for later. She was right and yet… Still, here he was wandering through the grounds of the island late into the night. He felt just as much of a wreck as he did the day she went missing. Part of him hoped the stroll would be enough to help relax his racing mind and he could retire soon himself.

Mako walked through the darkness letting his body carry him wherever it wanted to go. He strolled passed the spinning gates he had seen Korra training once before, the dock they had used when first arriving as well as the gardens the island held. He walked this path often into the late hours of the night. He wandered through the darkness like this for hours with only the moon as company. And just beyond the next turn was the stable they had made for Naga. The firebender turned the corner towards the stable and stopped in his tracks. In the distance, he saw the lamp by Naga's pin ignite. Who else would be up at this hour…? And why would they be out to see Naga? Perhaps Tenzin's kids had snuck outside to see her? After the news they had heard they were most likely with their parents to soothe their anxieties.

The male stepped closer observing the figure as it moved about. Growing closer he could see the person was now bent over the gate. They must have been messing with the lock. Naga didn't seem to be on alert or even bothered by the person. She hadn't made so much as anoise as the person labored over the metal contraption. He felt his heart rate increase as he watched the figure. Everyone was resting beside him at this hour and Naga wasn't growling at the mysterious intruder. It couldn't be...? It wouldn't make sense for it to be anyone else. Mako treaded carefully until he was only a few feet from the figure. He could now make out a familiar blue cloak covering the body of a woman. He had seen that cloak once before. It had covered the body of a very familiar woman. He waited until he was a few feet from the figure before speaking.

"...Korra…?" He asked hesitantly.

The Avatar shot up at the sound of her own name as she cursed herself. She had been caught and had barely made a dent in the metal on the lock. The turned around brandishing a flame on her hand ready to strike the person. The flame jetted out from her hand and was pointed only a few inches from Mako's throat. She was met with the now-familiar face of the firebender from earlier. Her mind was flooded with dozens of questions about their encounter. She didn't know if she was mad or annoyed that he kept popping up. She just wanted to get Naga back she didn't want to deal with all of this, not right now. Seeing him on the island in the middle of the night raised questions for her. If he claimed, he wasn't a criminal, then why was he on Air Temple Island? She thought about demanding more information out of him but what if that was a trap? What if he was just trying to manipulate her into following Tenzin's lead.

"You again," Korra remarked. "Let me guess, you just happen to be on Air Temple Island, and you don't work for Tenzin," she jeered sarcastically.

The firebender put his hands up passively to show her he wasn't a threat. She was bending his own element at him; he could easily manipulate it if she chose to strike. But he didn't want this to escalate into it becoming a fight. Verbally or physically he didn't want an altercation with her. He just wanted to talk and maybe get her to explain all of this madness to him.

"I already told you that I don't work for Tenzin, or anybody, for that matter," Mako defended. "You were the one that invited us to stay on the island."

"Right, and before I invited thugs to live on the island, I fought off a group of equalists," she spat while rolling her eyes.

The equalists destroying the pro-bending arena and Asami's dad being exposed as one of the terrorists had been the only reason, they had been forced to relocate themselves. He had already explained that to her before and she still didn't believe him. He didn't have time to retell the story of what he had told her earlier. Now he had a window of opportunity to get closer to the truth in any way possible.

"I'm telling you the truth, I'm not a criminal, none of us are. Did Tarrlok tell you something else?" Mako contested. "What will it take for you to trust me?

His expression changed at the last sentence. It wasn't condescending nor was he making an accusation it was more of a concern he was voicing. Korra recalled that photo of her, the photo of the three of them. She knew deep down that something wasn't right. Things weren't adding up from where she was sitting, and she needed answers. She froze for a moment at the mention of his name. The thing was she hadn't bothered to mention anything that had happened to Tarrlok or Kavik. She didn't know how to bring it up without them knowing she had snuck out on her own. It meant that Tarrlok had lied, the two had met before and worked together. It also meant that Kavik was keeping something a secret from her, an entire section of her life. She was set that getting reunited with Naga would fix most of her problems. No, he was just trying to get in her head. If she let her guard down, he would just try and drag her back up to the main house to Tenzin. She wasn't going to be discarded again like she was a rag doll. Even if they were friends in the past that didn't mean they still were. The two could have had a falling out and had become enemies.

"Funny how you keep trying to put all of the blame on Tarrlok, over and over again," the teen huffed.

"You hate Tarrlok, you should hear yourself," Mako retorted.

Naga let out a whine as the tension between the two grew thicker. She leaned her head out of the pen and licked the side of Mako's face before doing the same to Korra. Naga repeated the practice slobbering all over their faces to end the upcoming battle. The avatar had forcibly removed the flame that had been threatening Mako as Naga lapped at her face. Thick strains clung to her face sticky and wet with saliva. The male's already spikey hair stuck up at odd angles now, but he didn't seem to notice or care.

"Naga," Korra whined as she wiped her face.

It was odd that Naga was so content with the firebender around them. It wasn't that Naga was unfriendly, she loved most people she interacted with. Usually, the two were on the same page mentally about anyone and everyone. Maybe he had just been eating and she smelled food on him? If he worked for Tenzin maybe he had been the one to bring her food every day. Maybe that was why Naga didn't hate him?

"You were listening to what I had to say at the library," Mako pleaded. "Something about all of this doesn't add up. If you were off training, then why didn't your parents know where you were?" Mako asked in earnest. "Your dad organized search parties in the South Pole with Katara. If I'm lying, ask Tarrlok to let you call them. You saw the newspapers none of this makes sense."

Mako had met Tonraq and Senna during their daughter's disappearance and they hadn't the slightest clue where their daughter was either. They were just as shocked and traumatized from her kidnapping as the others were. He had seen the tears both Senna and Katara had shed upon hearing the news. Tonraq acted similar to Lin and Tenzin and threw himself into work trying to find the best way to locate his daughter. But all of their searches were fruitless. With every question about her previous occupation, she deflected by saying she was off training. He wasn't buying in on this training story that Korra kept pushing. Anyone that would have kept her to train would have notified someone close to them. He just wanted to know why she kept trying to force-feed that lie to him, to everyone.

As much as she hated to admit it, he was right. It didn't make sense, the newspapers, the photos of her and Tarrlok together, not being able to remember most of her teenage years. A huge chunk of her life was missing, and someone out there had the key to understanding it all. She wasn't willing to bet on Tenzin helping her out much. She didn't care if she never mastered airbending as long as she lived, she wasn't going to become his victim again. He would just use this as a way to manipulate her before shipping her off to another psych ward.

Mako had mentioned her parents… It was complicated… She felt guilty knowing she hadn't contacted them yet. She loved them, really, she did. But things were difficult... The last time they had spoken they had sided with Tenzin and that left a sour taste in her mouth. The bruises they were convinced that she did it to herself. The worst of it was that they never bothered to visit or check up on her. She wanted to know why… She was their only daughter and they couldn't bring themselves to visit every once in a while. Her stomach churned and her blood boiled at the thought, but she didn't have time for this now. Korra would cross that bridge when she got to it. Once Tenzin was behind bars Kavik and Tarrlok would be enough evidence to prove that she wasn't lying all of these years. She wasn't going to keep them out of her life permanently, but she wasn't going to bring them in just for them to agree to lock her away again.

"My parents? You want me to call them so that they can try to convince me to come back to the island," she accused.

"They… We... Just want you to be safe Korra and if that's with Tarrlok then fine," Mako conceded. "I won't try to convince you to come back to the island anymore. You saw the photo of you, me and Bolin and the article with you and Tarrlok together. It's proof that we all knew each other before… Then why don't you remember any of it? And why is Tarrlok acting like the picture never happened?"

The questions hit Korra hard… He was right… Why couldn't she remember anything? She couldn't just ignore what he was saying anymore. He had shown her so much evidence, still she wasn't sure if she could even trust him. If she really had known him before what had caused her to forget. Why had she been in Republic City the first time and why had she been forced to leave. After wandering through the city streets, she couldn't imagine leaving of her own accord. Everything about this place was fresh and exciting; the exact opposite of the compound in the south and Doum-ui's boring sterile walls.

Kavik had told her it was easier for her brain to forget than to forgive others. She had memory issues along with a number of things that were wrong with her brain. Maybe that's what he meant? What could have happened between them for her to forget about Mako, Bolin, and Asami? Had they chosen Tenzin over her? It wouldn't have been the first time someone had betrayed her. Despite how painful the memories might be she wanted them back; she deserved to know what happened to her during that time. Why did it seem like everyone around her knew more about her life than her? Maybe Mako was telling her some part of the truth? The two stood there in silence for a while unsure of what to say. Mako was afraid he might push too hard and this would be his only chance to talk to her. But if he didn't say enough to convince her to trust him it would be wasted as well.

"…. Mako? ….Korra…?" a voice questioned stepping into the dim lighting of the lantern.

She had been so lost in thought she had failed to notice someone sneaking up on her. All of those years locked away had left her rusty. First Mako had done it and now this person, whoever they were. Korra turned around to face the figure bending part of the snow into water sharp sicles to block the path. Hardened blue eyes met soft yet shocked jade orbs. The female was dressed in a nightgown with long dark hair. Asami's footsteps came to a sudden halt when Korra moved cutting her movements short. Despite the sudden movement, the long straight locks settled back into place as though nothing had happened. Her eyes fell on the female's thick dark locks. The ends had the remains of a curl holding onto them. If they had been freshly done, she imagined the hair looking fuller. The pajama-clad woman looked just like the silhouette of the woman in her dream, the one who had been with Naga.

"Asami, are you ok?" Mako asked from over Korra's shoulder.

This woman was Asami Sato then; the equalist turned underworld criminal. She fit the photo that Tarrlok and Kavik had shown her. Tall, slender, the dark hair and light-colored eyes; she matched the description perfectly. The only thing she was missing was her signature dark lips and perfectly curled hair. Mako kept swearing that he wasn't a criminal but here was his other partner in crime only a few feet from her. There was no photo evidence of her ever knowing the former heiress. Her father had supposedly sponsored their pro-bending team but still, so much of that Korra was unsure was even true. Hiroshi Sato had still been an equalist; his daughter could have been one too.

"I'm fine," she dismissed turning her attention back to the avatar.

She wasn't even looking at Mako at this point. Asami couldn't take her eyes off of Korra, she stared at her like she was a figment of her imagination. That like a wild spirit she would vanish if she so much as blinked. Korra was thinner than she recalled and even in the dim lighting of the lantern, she looked pale to her. Even after years of living in the tundra her skin still managed to have a glow to it. But not now… Not the Korra she saw before her. The anger in her eyes was intense and startling. She had seen Korra fight many times before this; in a match and out patrolling the city but she never looked like that. Mako had been right; Korra wasn't the same person, not anymore. Even under that cloak her frame seemed smaller than before; her muscles had less bulk to them. She was out there treating Tarrlok like some savior while her actual allies were the scum that drifted through Republic City's sewers. Here she was sneaking around the island as though it was foreign territory to her. This had been Korra's home long before any of them had come here. Judging by her stance the avatar didn't seem any closer to sorting out this mess between them.

"You were stalling me?" Korra accused turning her head back to him.

"What? No?" Mako replied.

"Korra what are you talking about?" Asami interjected. "Mako wasn't trying to stall you. I heard two people talking and came outside; we don't want to fight."

Of course, they didn't want to fight her; she was the avatar. Skilled fighters or not it wouldn't take her long to get them out of her way. She didn't have time to let the fight drag out. She hadn't come here to fight anyone her goal was just to bring Naga back to the estate. Taking out Mako in a fight didn't feel impossible to her. She had fought firebenders before and won; this time there would only be one of them. And as for the heiress, her main concern was not getting her chi blocked by her. If she lost her bending in the melee her defeat was nearly guaranteed. She just needed to act quickly as to not draw any more attention to this area. The last thing she needed was for this to drag on and for Tenzin to emerge from the dark home up ahead.

So much for not having her cover blown. Mako had been trying to waste her time away until someone else overheard them and she had fallen for it. He couldn't have tried to fight her in the city streets; there would have been too many witnesses for him to worry about. But here, on the island, this was his turf. With the only other people nearby loyal to Tenzin they could make up any type of story they wanted. That's why he didn't care about convincing her to come back to the island, he had planned on trapping her here. It all made sense to her now, he was trying to manipulate her this entire time. Naga let out a whimper sensing the fight that was going to irrupt between the three of them. She'd explain to her what was happening later; she didn't have time to talk anymore.

"We're on your side Korra, " Asami added pleading with her, "we're not going to fight our friend."

Korra lunged at Asami first sending long streams of water towards her before turning her attention to Mako. As the water shot out of the avatar's hands Asami threw herself back into a back-handspring as she dodged the assault. She had managed to find a piece of grass that was without snow or ice to push off of. As she moved her pink slipper was discarded off into the darkness. She didn't make time to allow her body to register the change in temperature as her bare feet touched the ground. Instead, immediately her attention was drawn towards Mako. The avatar was pelting him with a fury of attacks. With each attempt, he moved out of harm's way refusing to fight back. With each attack, she was growing impatient with his tactics.

"Korra, stop," Asami called from behind.

The avatar was ignoring her plea and continued her onslaught. The heiress could see each movement he made to avoid her attacks becoming more desperate. With each strike, this was getting beyond a close call. Blasts of fire and water skimmed the surface of his skin eager to finally hit their target. Asami felt useless standing back and watching it play out, but she didn't know what to do. Mako couldn't keep dodging for forever, soon he was going to react too slow or slip up. Her equalist glove was back in her room; it would take too much time to run back and get it. Besides, Korra was her friend, whether she remembered it or not she didn't want to hurt her. She just needed to get her away from Mako.

Looking up she saw her opening; Korra was preparing to summon a large boulder from the ground with a high kick. Asami ran towards her friend as she saw her leg lift high into the air. She slid in attacking the avatar's stable leg with a sweeping kick. As her leg made contact with its target Korra lost her footing and came down onto the ground with a thud. The brunette let out a cry as she hit the patchwork snowy floor of the island. Korra could feel the pain in her leg from the attack.

"You okay?" Asami asked looking over at the firebender. She glanced over to her friend feeling a twinge of pain in her chest from what she had done. It was the only thing she could have thought to do to get them away from each other."...I'm sorry Korra… We don't want to fight you, but one of you was going to get hurt if you kept going."

The blue-eyed female got up from the ground narrowing her eyes at the two preparing to continue her attack only to see a series of lights from the main house turn on. Her heart sunk into her stomach as a wave of anxiety washed over her. No… No! That light meant only one thing to her; he was coming. She could now hear a collection of footsteps coming closer to her… It must have been Tenzin and the White Lotus guards. If they caught her now, she wouldn't be able to escape. She couldn't take them all in a fight, not at once. Korra imagined that Bolin was on his way to join the fight. She couldn't fight all of them; Mako, Asami, the White Lotus, and Tenzin. It would be too much for her. She wasn't ready to face him yet. If she lost today, then she would lose the little freedom she had gained leaving that asylum. She needed to get out of here fast. A cold sweat had washed over her body at the thought of being trapped on the island again. As proud of her skills as she was, she had been at the mercy of Tenzin'd bending once before and was not eager to repeat it. The blue-eyed teen wasn't willing to bet her freedom on a single fight, not today.

Korra ignored Asami and went back to the lock on Naga's pen. She was done doing things the slow and difficult way. She had already been seen by two people now. There was no point in taking her time to free her. Korra bent some of the snow onto the lock and hardened it into a block of ice. She bent water into a blade and used it to slice through the metal of the lock. But as she tried to pull Naga out of the stable, she wouldn't budge.

"Naga, come," Korra ordered.

Still, the animal guide remained grounded and even pulled back against her owner's will. The avatar's eyes furrowed at the sight. Why wasn't she listening to her? She tried once more trying to pry the creature from where she sat only to fail again. Naga whined as she tried to pull Korra in close to her. The creature's large brown eyes begged her to just stay. Naga didn't get it; she didn't understand why they couldn't just live on the island anymore. The teen could hear the footsteps growing closer, she was running out of time. Mako and Asami were trying to convince her that everything was going to be alright, but she had stopped listening to them. She looked up at the direction of the footsteps and saw a flash of red and yellow cloth in the glow of a lantern. She felt sick to her stomach, she couldn't stay here anymore. He was closing in on her. If Mako and Asami had managed to get the jump on her then she wouldn't stand a chance against Tenzin.

After cursing herself she gave Naga one last confused and distraught look before letting go of her. She would have to come back for her later. She wasn't being abused by Tenzin and was being well fed; Korra could sleep better knowing that. Her heart ached at the idea of parting with Naga after the two had just been reunited. She didn't have a choice at this point, this was the risk she had taken by coming to this vexatious island. She promised to come back for her before running off away from the light and into the darkness of the island. As she reached the shoreline of the temple grounds, she looked back at the stable. She had been right to leave when she did even from far away, she could make out the glow of several lanterns in the distance.
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Getting back to the estate Korra hadn't bothered to be hasty with her journey. What was the point? She had already snuck out once before and nothing had happened. At the very worst the police would start looking for her and Kavik might scold her. Right now, those were the least of her worries; her mind kept running the situation in her head over and over again. Why didn't Naga listen to her? She was her animal guide; they were best friends with each other. Or maybe that had all changed? Aang hadn't been away from Appa for nearly as long as she was away from Naga. She hadn't been the one to take care of her for years maybe that meant Naga had chosen a new owner.

As she strolled through the city streets, she could see the sun rising just over the horizon. Bit by bit the streetlights began to dull making way for the morning star. Daybreak would be coming soon and all she had done was waste away the night. When she finally arrived at the estate Korra considered just trying the front door. There was no need to keep her outing a secret anymore. It was pointless to keep up the act because she was going to confront them. Confront them about everything that was swirling around in her head.

Korra had planned on exposing herself for sneaking out and demand that Kavik and Tarrlok answer her questions. She wasn't sure what all Mako had been right about, but it had been enough to make her doubt all of them. She didn't know who to trust at this point. The two must have known each other beforehand given the photo of her and the bending brothers. But that didn't explain why she didn't remember them. They could have betrayed her and taken Tenzin's side over her own, but that didn't feel right either. Mako always asked her where she was before returning. If Mako and Tenzin were really that close, he would have told him about Doum-ui. Was this all part of his act? Trying to get her to confess that she had been a patient at a psych ward? That didn't feel completely right either.

Tarrlok had lied about not knowing her before she showed up on his doorstep, they had taken a photo together before. She had seen herself in the strange uniformed armor in the news article. They were part of an organized team; his task force. It wasn't as though she were some random teen; she was the avatar. It's hard to imagine he could just forget about meeting the new avatar after so much of her existence had remained a secret. Why had he lied had Kavik forced him to? She was done theorizing on her own; it wasn't getting her anywhere.

The more she thought about all of the missing pieces and contradicting narratives the more her head began to throb. Once inside her room she discarded the long blue cloak onto the ground it landed on the wooden floors with a soft thud. Korra went to her bathroom and opted to take another shower before a new day began. To say that the events from the day left her feeling tense was an understatement. She still needed time to formulate her plan and how she was going to bring up the topic to Kavik and Tarrlok. Silently she hoped the sound of the shower and the water flowing down her skin would give her some peace of mind to figure it all out.
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This one was really long… Wow, I kept thinking at best it would be around 7k or 8k. And then suddenly I finished it and realized is was 10k for this chapter. I kept getting stuck at parts, this chapter was one of the harder ones to write for me. I hope it flows nicely and isn't too choppy. I hope you guys enjoyed it. I did manage to put Asami into the plot a bit more than I had originally planned ages ago. If you have any questions or comments send me a message on here or my tumblr: paritiis or right here on fanfic. 










19. Stratagem


Long time no see everyone. Seeing the reviews, story favorites, and follows really make my heart happy, I really appreciate it. I'm really excited to finally finish this chapter. I knew I wanted to write a chapter like this since I started this story but knew that it had to happen at the right moment. Please remember to review, comment after reading the chapter. I even created a separate writing playlist just for this one chapter I hope it was worth it.

"Took them by surprise, worked my way uphill. They looked into my eyes; I became invincible. No one can stop me, for only I am in control,"- Temposhark (Don't Mess With Me)

Stratagem- an artifice or trick in war for deceiving and outwitting the enemy
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Flames in the fireplace danced wildly consuming the fresh wood it enveloped. It crackled breaking the dense silence that lingered in the air. The only source of light in the room came from the glow of the hearth. Tarrlok sat at his desk his fingers intertwined with each other as he watched the blaze's shadows parade across the walls. The bender's broad shoulders were tense leaving his muscles tying themselves into knots. The fabric of his jacket and shirt were filled with creases and folds spoiling his suave suit. Blue eyes stared into the darkness as his rage coursed through him.

His large wooden desk was normally the picture-perfect image of excellence. Stacks of papers would usually be sorted by department and their respective in and out piles. Now he had untidy mounds of files spilling over. The leaning towers were sliding into each other forming an entirely new mess. Edges of documents were creased multiple times over ruining the pristine image of the paper. His current workspace was only a slight insight into what thoughts were racing through his mind. Inside of him, a storm raged on… One that threatened to consume and destroy him. He couldn't believe that this had happened… Everything had been going according to plan, down to the final details. They had been so careful, or he thought they had been. Tarrlok had played his role perfectly, it was what he was made for. The man with a vision to reshape this glorious city. He would do what others before him had failed, what those among him could never dream of.

Yet… Somehow in all of this, there had been a hiccup…A small lapse could be forgiven, overlooked completely if it stayed just that. No, this was beyond that. This more than a spec of dirty or a drop of tea soiling his clothing… This blunder of judgment could cost them everything. Years of work could go up in flames just like the wood in the hearth. She was gone…. The entire estate, grounds included, had been searched and not a single person had seen so much as a flicker of her long hair. Tarrlok could have left it alone if it wasn't for the fact that it was becoming a reoccurring issue. Not once, but twice now she had managed to sneak out. Why had Kavik suggested he remove the metalbending officers? If not one, then two or even three of the benders could have halted her plans. If logic failed to motivate her, then force would have to be used.

At first, he thought she had managed to pull a fast one over Kavik. The Avatar, she was a wild and reckless child, surely, she was prone to be unpredictable from time to time. Kavik prided himself in understanding how something as complex as the human brain worked. He dissected her entire being into nuanced phrases and statements. Perhaps, it had just been a mistake…But that in itself didn't sit right with him….Kavik didn't make mistakes; the way he acted didn't allow for imperfections.

How precise he was with each action and phrases that left his lips. Every interaction in his mind was like a game of pai sho with him leading the way every step. He knew her better than anyone, better than she knew herself. As cool and calculating as that man was something didn't add up. He must have let this happen; there was no question about it. It was too dangerous for her to just wander around like that; he knew this. And yet, still, he had allowed her to slip in and out as though it were nothing. Stealth was never her strength despite years of training. She'd chose to make a scene just for the sake of it. So, then he wondered how? How had this happened?

They were so close to achieving their goal and he was willing to risk everything, and for what? The pieces were finally falling into place; it wouldn't be long before Tenzin would be behind bars. Tarrlok was seething with anger and frustration. All of his could have been avoided! And now… Now they risked losing her. He shifted his eyes away from the shadows of the fire and back to the man before him. In the middle of the room was Kavik. His usual physicians' attire was without a crease or fold in the fabric. The untouched white color of his clothing could be seen in the light of the fireplace. He stood perfectly still with the same surgical mask covering over half of his face. His piercing blue eyes remained connected to the other man's. Despite everything, he seemed almost completely calm. He didn't share the same irritation laced anxiety that Tarrlok had pumping through him.

"This isn't going as we had planned," Tarrlok began.

His eyes studied the man before him watching for even the slightest movement. Anything that would allude to why he was so confident that things would work out in their favor. Their control…Their position… Their power… Was slipping. Yet here he was, standing before him as collected as ever. One would have thought that this was just another meeting. A briefing on the progress the two had made since their last conversation. Now this all felt like the first step of the tides turning against them. Tarrlok couldn't be the only one who felt like this was the beginning of the end.

To say Kavik was a man of few words was an understatement. Just like his profession, he preferred to observe and only speak when he felt it was necessary. As far as the politician could see most of the plan was falling apart at the seams. If they didn't do something to intervene then they would lose everything. All of the effort they had put forth in this plan would all come crashing down on them and they would have nothing left to show for it all. Sitting there worrying about what could or would happen was enough to turn his hair long dark locks stark grey. What was worse was how calm the other was. They were on the verge of losing this game of pai sho and he seemed unaware. Almost indifferent to the recent developments.

"Everything is fine, this is just a minor issue that I will deal with," Kavik replied coolly.

"She's already snuck out twice; she's hiding something from us," Tarrlok insisted raising his voice.

"She's a child," Kavik reasoned, words coated in disgust. "If you corner a wild animal they'll act impulsively."

Impulsive decisions were what had drawn her to Republic City once more. But this one had been guided. All of the pieces had been put before her making the decision and obvious one to those looking in. What was dangerous about her whims was when she acted of her own accord without someone prompting her or when an unknown force was tempting her will. Tarrlok was overreacting all they needed to do was step back in and become that force once more. He knew exactly how to handle the avatar.

Kavik stood perfectly still with his hands behind his back as he spoke. His shoulders were relaxed, and his posture was perfection. He represented the exact opposite of what Tarrlok was displaying. If Tarrlok had it, his way they would have dispatched the entire police force to look for Korra. Demanding that they not rest until she had been escorted back to the estate for good. He would have them drag her back screaming if it would help their plans along. But that was the difference between the two men. Kavik knew Korra; he was her mentor, her counselor, and most trusted ally. Whenever she met opposition, she pushed through making sure no one or thing could stand in her way. They needed to let her know she had the freedom to leave as she pleased, that way she would always want to come back.

Kavik wasn't oblivious to her behavior; she was changing. Korra had never been good at lying making it obvious that she was hiding something from them. The White Lotus hadn't bothered to teach her how to lie successfully. Deceit was the game that everyone needed to learn to play. If they didn't, they would be swept away in the current. The fact remained that the avatar was on their side and with her, they had everything they were going to need. From her first venture out the healer had noticed something in her had changed. Korra still trusted them, she trusted them more than Tenzin and his lot that he was certain of. If she didn't trust them more than the other's why keep returning? If the bending brothers had successfully woven a tale of the glamourous home to be her new prison and Tarrlok her jailer, then why come back? Simply because none of this would interfere with their plans. It wasn't insignificant per se. No, Kavik would deal with the flights of fantasy they had implanted in her head later on before they had the chance to take root.

"What did your spies see?" Tarrlok asked growing impatient. "They had to see something."

"She was seen with the two brothers during her first outing and they believe that she was heading towards the island the second time," Kavik answered.

"If they saw her why didn't they intervene? She's already spoken to them twice now and you're not worried about any of this? Whatever you did might not be permanent. You're underestimating her and that team,' the younger male accused.

"If I had ordered them to step in then she would know we were monitoring her," he countered. "Her teenage rebellion is coming to an end; it isn't a concern of yours."

And yet somehow, he didn't believe him. He had his share of encounters with the girl, she never seemed to know where her place was. She was meant to take orders, never give. Authority had very little significance if it wasn't back by force. Laws, regulations meant nothing to her, she was the avatar and considered herself above the law. And even then, she was tempted to break every single rule if it meant coming out the victor. You couldn't talk to her like the others. Not like Saikan, the triple threats or the equalists. No, her motivation in life was beyond mere coins, prestige, or a false sense of liberation. By letting her be free and removing the chains of Doum-ui she had nothing to fear. He couldn't believe it, Kavik had made a mistake. His seemingly perfect partner in this exchange had faltered. Tarrlok knew the solution to their problem it was simple; give her something else to fear. He didn't care who or what it was as long as it worked.

"After sneaking out twice you think she's just going to stop," Tarrlok inquired mocking him. "You kept going on about crushing the avatar's spirit and for what? She's just as tenacious as before."

The male paused keeping his eyes locked onto the other. His next thought brought him sheer joy and wretched anxiety. Could the perfect man's plan be failing? The foolproof recipe souring before it could be completed. "You've met your match this time, haven't you, Noatak?"

There was a long pause of silence between the two, leaving the crackling of the fire the only sound once more. The tension in the room rose exponentially as if at any moment the two would clash with more than just words. Kavik narrowed his eyes at the sound of his old name. As his blood began to boil while his calm façade remained. He hated hearing it, he had given up that name years ago. Noatak was gone, he had disappeared that day in the snowstorm. He hated how it reminded him of their father, Yakone.

Yakone; the infamous gangster, the illustrious bloodbender, and…. The failure. He had been nothing but a small-minded petty criminal. He wasted his time exploiting the poor and yuan-less citizens of Republic City instead of focusing on gaining true power. That was where Yakone had gone wrong, terribly wrong. He thought that by surrounding himself with mindless thugs and silencing others that he was going to conquer this city. Tarrlok and Noatak understood what the true source of power was now. The older male took in a deep breath preparing himself to silence the quivering fool that was his younger brother.

"She came back because she has questions," Noatak explained coolly. "She trusts us to give her the answers she seeks. It won't take long to redirect her."

Power: that was their true purpose in this game called life. Tarrlok had climbed up the political ladder and made the council before turning forty. But that wasn't enough, it wasn't what they needed to turn the city on its head. He didn't have the political sway he needed to push things in the right direction. Tenzin was always there opposing him at every step. The other members of the council were far too gullible about making hard decisions. A smile here, a bit of sweet sentimental words and they were putty in his hands. But then there was the fear; he could always lose his position and then where would he be? He could never come back if impeached. Then what would he do? Who would guide the city if not him?

Noatak had become the leader of the equalists under the false pretense of fighting for non-bender rights. A simple lie, a mask, and makeup had been more than enough to convince them of his story. With this charm and intellect, he had fooled them into falling behind him. His followers would do anything for him. They risked their lives without the promise of a government paycheck. They didn't need to be bribed not as long as they thought their hard work was going towards 'the cause.' Their minds were easy to mold and shape for him like freshly fallen snow. They saw what Amon wanted them to see, his words became the divine wishes of the spirits that safeguarded their world. His control of bloodbending earned the fear and respect not only from his supporters. But still, that wasn't enough to rule this city. Just as Yakone could lose his bending to the avatar, as could he.

Tarrlok's spot on the council, Amon's legion of followers; they all paled in comparison to the power that the avatar held. Just seeing the face of the avatar was enough to satisfy crowds. That was why they had built the statue of Avatar Aang in the Yue Bay after all. He represented the beacon of hope that the city was meant to be. Just by existing, the avatar had the power that was beyond that of an average human. If the Avatar had enough suspicion they could push back against his policies. And just like that their mindless sheep would huddle around their precious savior doing whatever she asked of them.

Without his bending, Amon would no longer be their feared equalist leader. This ability left even triad members shaking. But it could be gone in a second if he lost in a battle to Avatar Korra. History was not on the side of those who went against the avatar. Great monarchs and generals fell to the avatar's feet. That was when the thought came to them. Why fight her? Killing the avatar had crossed their minds but it would only come back to haunt them. Just as Sozen had thought he had done away with Avatar Aang the boy had survived. They had no desire to spend years rebuilding the nation while searching for an infant to dispose of. Countless lives would be lost on that path; there was no need for an unnecessary blood trail.

No, she was useful just as she was. Korra was young; her mind was fresh and malleable. Her childish impulsive nature made it easy to lure her out and away from her strongest allies. Time and time again she had proven herself to be predictable. If they had Korra with them, at their side, through the changes they pushed, then who would dare oppose them? With the avatar repeating every command, every order they gave, no one would dare step in. Who would be so bold as to go against the messiah of their world? With time even the words from Avatar Aang's son would sound like nonsense from a heretic. The Avatar was the key to making all of their dreams become a reality.

The initial steps had been taken now they were transitioning into a new phase. In order for this goal to become certain, they needed to cut off some of the loose ends that were hanging around. Tenzin was at the top of the list; his status in the city and as Korra's bending teacher made him the biggest threat to their plans. The second was her former friends and the defunct police officer Lin Beifong. Even if they managed to silence Tenzin in the political eye, they wouldn't stop there. The trio didn't need to operate within the law, with Korra at their side they had the false belief that they could be above it. That persistence didn't appear out of anywhere and it certainly wouldn't leave them just because of her absence. He had anticipated this, expected their unruly behavior. And soon they would be dealt with once and for all.

Korra was confused now, her mind must be a blur of implanted memories and a false sense of self. Confusion he could work with… It was the uncertainty in people that he dabbled well with. That was what allowed him to sway the minds of the equalist supporters so easily. They feared things never changing but also trembled at the notion that the wind could sway in a more unfavorable manner. Their minds a jumble of ideas, fears, convictions, and above all else, hope. It was the perfect storm for endless possibilities.

This powerful mix left them, just like the avatar, a canvas for him to shape as he pleased. Her little rebellion would end swiftly just as it gained traction. For now, Tarrlok had to trust his elder brother. He had spent months studying her, talking to her, feeding her lies to get her to this point. The two had teamed up because Tarrlok knew he could not handle her on his own. A fact that ate away at him in times like this. Tarrlok was too impatient when he dealt with Avatar Korra. He was used to charming and wooing the masses, Korra didn't listen to reason, logic, or even those closest to her.

"What are you going to do about this recent development," Tarrlok asked pointedly.

"She came back to get answers; we can give them to her," Kavik replied smoothly.

"What if she's getting her memory back," Tarrlok suggested alluding to their shared fear.

If Korra was regaining her memories bit by bit, then the two would be in trouble. It would only be a matter of time before the teen realized what was happening. She didn't need to be certain of everything to turn on them. She just needed enough information to know that Doum-ui and her return to Republic City had all been a ruse. If she got that far nothing would stop her from returning to Air Temple Island once and for all. Kavik had sought to remove nearly every memory of her past. Her friends and family, those connections she had, they shaped her into the person she was. Or rather, the person she had been. Kavik couldn't help but muse to himself at the memory of seeing her character shatter causing her psyche to fall into shambles. He left only the recollections that he could twist and pervert into a new image for her.

"Her demand for more freedom can be used to our advantage." The healer proposed. "It's time we show the power of the avatar to the people of Republic City."

In a way, Korra had jump-started the next phase of their plan. They had the avatar at their side, that they had made known at her grand reveal at the press conference. At the time being she was their little trophy, nothing more than a relic to excite the masses. But now… Now they were going to show everyone what that meant. The teen was eager to serve her people after all. Her own ambitions would be the foil to her former comrades. Kavik decided that he would handle any of her discrepancies from talking to the brothers himself. That made way for their conversation to continue as planned.

"Everything should be ready for the next shipment," the younger male commented.

"We'll use the avatar as a distraction to make sure that no one interrupts the process," the masked man assured.

They couldn't have their supply route run dry when they were getting so close to victory. The two men knew that Tenzin and the others were watching closely. They had one too many close encounters for their foes to not grow curious. Their enemies had noticed the commotion at the docks but had yet to figure out what they so desperately needed to transport. Dates and times for moving materials were planned down to the finest detail to avoid information leaking out. They needed to maintain these trade agreements to keep the avatar with them. It had all begun with their first series of exports. The two had begun their little operation months before taking the avatar that fatefully night making them veterans at their craft.

It had been a stroke of genius that even Amon had been shocked to hear about. Something that could replicate the powers of the Avatar and his own bloodbending. Hiroshi Sato was a man of true ingenuity, creating the chi blocking glove, the mecha tank, and now the almost perfect cure. A chemical concoction with the ability to block chi from a bender's body for hours. Who would have guessed that a mixture of chemicals could block chi? In the time of Avatar Aang simply meeting a chi blocker was a feat itself. Using a glove or learning to formally block chi was a skill that needed to be taught. Without proper combat skills, the person could easily be subdued before striking. But now that power would fall into the hands of the common man.

In exchange for protection from the authorities, Hiroshi worked under, his savior, Amon. The former CEO fully believed the unfair war raged against non-benders. He was so foolishly misled that he followed Amon's orders without fail. All he had to promise was the safe return of Hiroshi's beloved daughter from the clutches of those unruly benders. Even the brightest of them could easily be led astray. The brothers had learned from their father's mistakes and had harnessed a power greater than he had ever dreamed of. It wasn't enough to have political power or to be fear in the city's streets.

The cure wasn't the only thing that Hiroshi had created for them, no he had proven to be multifaceted in his talents. Through research, he had been able to create the drug they used to treat the poor demented Avatar of her alleged ailments. At first, Tarrlok had been skeptical, unsure if it would serve it's intended purpose. Tarrlok had gone on about how she would be too stubborn to submit, speaking from his failed attempts to influence her. Day by day Kavik could see the cracks in her psyche forming, proving the younger brother wrong, yet again.

Once the drug had muddied her mind enough, she was willing to believe almost anything he told her. The forged documents had sealed the deal on his end. The avatar had died and been reborn in the image they had wanted for her. Yakone had been incorrect to put his faith in bloodbending. He had been right about one thing though, the power that came with the forbidden technique was great. In molding Korra they had created a similar effect, keeping her dancing in their palms.

Any bender that got in their way would be subdued by the avatar or silenced by their poison. They needed both for their plan to work perfectly. Amon was not a man to rush into things without contingency plans, no if the avatar began to step out of line, they would block her bending and send her back to Doum-ui for re-education. Keeping her mind sedated was an ongoing process for the two. They would repeat the process as many times as needed until she no longer recognized who she once was.

Once they removed her friends and teachers from the equation there would be nothing left to stop them. Kavik doubted her earthbending and firebending teachers wanted anything to do with the teen. They had managed to stay out of politics as far as he had found. Katara was retired now and not likely to stop their plans. Besides even if she did come forth would her words even have weight? Katara had mothered the master airbender and wouldn't turn against her child for the avatar's sake. Their ties would invalidate any arguments for Korra. She was a key aspect of their plan and they wouldn't allow for anything to stop them from achieving their goal.

When they had complete control of the city they could dispose of Tenzin and his family. The young airbenders weren't much of a concern. They were nothing but useless children, taking their bending away would be effortless. Lin Beifong would be an issue they would have to handle shortly afterward. She was too high profile of a figure to simply disappear like the children. Kavik played with the idea of the former chief of police dying a martyr but he had yet to weigh the outcome of such a notion. He needed her death to be a warning yet also a moment of grief for the citizens. It would be a tale of how the mighty Beifong family fell into ruin. The brothers could be dealt with easily. They were resourceful but lacked the skill and power of the master airbender.

As for the Sato girl, it would appease Hiroshi if his daughter were returned to him. But, like the others, she had proven to be disagreeable at best. She had her chance to join the revolution and had not only rejected their invitation but declared herself their enemy. Losing Asami Sato might be a necessity for their plan to work out. He didn't want to leave her unoccupied for too long though she was dangerous just like the others.

She took after her father in many ways anyone could see that. Kavik wasn't going to leave her just to become a foil. If Hiroshi could create the drugs they used, then his daughter might be able to reverse its effects. Kavik contemplated removing Hiroshi from the equation altogether. He was already a pariah to society after being ousted as an equalist supporter. Amon had made it his mission to make sure that Hiroshi knew very little about his plan. He couldn't have the inventor having a change of heart once they faced his daughter again. If Asami became a problem she would have to be eliminated… If her father could not accept the loss then he would go as well. Tarrlok could paint it as a tragedy that struck Republic City, placing the blame on Counselman Tenzin's abysmal attempts to lead the city. After all, if they had Hiroshi's notes, formula, and a way to replicate he was already obsolete.

"My spies have been monitoring her every move," Kavik reassured him. "Before the morning comes, I'll already have countermeasures against any theories she's trumped up."

Tarrlok made a face before easing the tension in his shoulders. His brother had been right thus far into their plan he had to trust him now. If the two grew weary of each other now everything leading up to this moment would have been a waste of time, money, and resources. Right now, what he needed to do was ease his mind. He needed to feel refreshed in the morning not to rouse suspicions with Avatar Korra. As dense as the child as if he acted apprehensively for too long, she was bound to notice something. He needed to be ready to defeat the ideas dancing in her mind. The recent developments weren't a setback but a way to propel their plans ahead. Republic City would be theirs and Avatar Korra was going to give it to them.

X
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Bet you didn't see that coming?... Or did you? Finally, the big secret is out there. I hope I was able to shock some of you with this second reveal. This was a big explanation chapter filling in some important details. This chapter was challenging to write because I had to do it from Tarrlok and Amon's perspectives. But I also had to think about who Amon is and the different personas that he embodies. I tend to write Kavik with Amon's personality as a template and fill it in with the persona. So, writing just Amon was new for me. Please tell me what you liked, what you didn't like, any predictions for the future or what you want to happen.
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