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A Good Team
by RunnerFive
Summary
Korra and Tarrlok cling together to survive the emotional aftermath of losing their bending and becoming Amon's prisoner. I don't know, guys. It's Korrlok hurt/comfort smut where Mako dies a gruesome, painful death. Read it if it sounds like your thing, don't if not.





Chapter 1

Tarrlok didn't recognize the avatar immediately. On first glance, she was any unremarkable teenage girl covered from head to toe in blood. It wasn't until he heard the traces of her voice in her wheezes and hyperventilations that he realized with whom he would be sharing his new cell.
"We meet again," Tarrlok said grimly as Amon--- Noatak, he reminded himself--- locked the cell door behind him. "Are you alright?"
She glanced up at him, but she didn't seem to actually see him. Instead, she looked down at her red-stained arms, hands shaking.
Tarrlok sighed. She was clearly in shock, which meant that she would be utterly useless in planning or implementing any escape attempts. He knelt in front of her, taking off his shirt and jacket. "Can you hear me?" he asked.
"Mako," she whispered.
"No, it's Councilman Tarrlok," he said. "Well... Tarrlok, now."
Her gaze shifted to something on her left side, and Tarrlok followed it. He recoiled when he realized she was looking at a body, the body of one of the bending brothers on her team. It looked like it had been nearly ex-sanguinated. Noatak had apparently decided to leave the corpse in the same cell as Korra.
"Fuck," Tarrlok muttered, his stomach turning. "Korra, don't look at that."
She wept, clearing trails of brown in the red. Tarrlok wiped her face clean with his white shirt, then tried to clean the rest of her.
"This is pointless," he said. His shirt was well past ruined, and he'd barely made a dent in the blood on her neck. He rose and examined their surroundings. There was a shower spigot by the toilet. He tried to pull Korra to her feet, but she was too dazed. With a sigh, he threw her over his shoulder and carried her to the other side of the room.
"Can you wash yourself?" Tarrlok asked.
Korra didn't answer.
He peeled away the blood-crusted clothing, which was sticking to her skin like huge scabs. When she was naked, he held her upper arm to steady her and turned on the water.
The cold water seemed to jolt her back into awareness. "What--- what---?!" She slapped him. "What the fuck are you doing?"
"Trying to get you clean," he replied, irritated. "Can you wash yourself now?"
"Of course." Korra glared at him. "Do we have soap?"
He pointed to the white hunk of soap by the wash basin, then turned to give her privacy. They would have to find some clothes for her, since the ones she'd been wearing seemed to be beyond saving, but he had more pressing matters to attend to.
He checked over his shoulder to make sure that Korra was turned the other way, then kicked the body flush against the wall. Noatak had pulled the kid's intestines right out of his body, the way their father had made them kill rats that got into their hut. It had always looked like an incredibly painful and horrifying way to die, and it ranked at the bottom of Tarrlok's preferred ways to die. He felt sick.
He really should cover the boy's body with something. After surveying the meager contents of the room, Tarrlok yanked the patched white sheet off the top bunk and draped it over the corpse.
"Fucking stains won't come out," Korra said, sounding outraged. "I need my fucking bending!"
Tarrlok glanced at her and found her scrubbing at her ruined clothes with the bar of soap. She was crying again, although it was hard to tell with the shower still running.
"Don't bother with them," Tarrlok said. "You can wear my jacket. It should be plenty long enough to protect your modesty."
She ignored him and rinsed suds from her clothing. When she was done, she squeezed the water from the now-red or -pink items and draped them over the basin. Tarrlok looked away before she could catch him staring. Metal screeched in protest, and the water stopped running.
"My jacket is on the end of the bed," Tarrlok told her. He watched out of the corner of his eye as she pulled it on like a robe.
"Thanks," she said, wiping at her eyes.
"Don't worry about it."
She laid down on the bottom bunk, staring at the planks supporting the mattress above her.
"Do you want to sleep?" Tarrlok asked presently. He sank into the lone chair in the cell, hoping to stay awake until someone came to feed or guard them. Someone needed to get that body out of here before it began to rot.
Korra nodded and rolled over. She didn't move, but the occasional sniff gave her away.
"I'm sorry for your friend," Tarrlok said, sitting back in the chair.
"I loved him," she said, so quietly he almost missed it. "I thought he was my soulmate. But maybe he was lucky, though. I mean, life without bending is... well... I don't think I can do it."
"Plenty of people do alright every single day," Tarrlok reminded her, but he didn't believe his own words. He had been wracking his brain for some way to kill himself since Noatak had taken his bending away. Still, now that Korra was here--- and somewhat dependent on him for the time being, as well--- he didn't know if he would choose to end his life even if he could. He should stay to look after her. Or maybe it would be kindest to take her with him if he discovered a way into the next life.
After an hour of sitting in the hard chair, it seemed that no one was going to check on them that night. Tarrlok started to climb into his bunk, and Korra grabbed his leg.
"Please..." she said, staring up at him with watery blue eyes.
He looked at her in surprise. "What?"
"Please sleep down here."
There was barely enough room for one person on the bunk, but Tarrlok didn't want to sleep alone either. Korra scooched all the way to the wall, wearing nothing but his jacket, and Tarrlok climbed in behind her wearing trousers and socks. They were squashed together more intimately than Tarrlok had usually spooned his lovers, but he wasn't sure whether to put his arm around her or not.
He laid awake for a long time, arm uncomfortably resting on his hip. Korra finally rolled over. They were practically touching noses just to stay on the bed.
"I'm not going to be able to sleep," she said.
"Me neither," he admitted. "Too much on your mind?"
She nodded, then burst into tears. "I need to be distracted," she cried. "I need to be held. I need to be fucked until I fall asleep. I need to know I'm still alive and awake and sane."
He needed all of those things, too, so he pressed her face to his bare chest and kissed the top of her hair. Her hair was wet and clung to his nose, smelling like harsh soap and her perfect skin.
After a moment, she wrapped her arms around his neck and kissed him on the lips. "I wasn't joking," she said. "I need you inside of me. I need to not think about anything for a while."
He didn't know if she really wanted to be fucked or if she would regret it in the morning. He didn't even know if she had ever been with anyone else. But he needed it just as badly as she did, and the feel of her breasts against his chest was stirring up feelings in him other than despair and self-pity. "Have you ever done this before?" he asked.
She shook her head and pushed him onto his back, mounting his hips. "I think I know how it works. I've read some scrolls."
Korra was clumsy, and he had to help her navigate, but she did eventually figure it out.
"That feels good," he encouraged her. "Are you alright?"
"I'm fine," she snapped. She raised herself up and let herself fall on him again and again, the rhythm matching her sobs.
It was a challenge to stay hard with her weeping and dripping salty tears onto his face. He rolled her onto her back on the bunk and stroked her cheek. "Tell me if I hurt you," he said.
She nodded, though they both knew she would prefer the physical pain as a distraction to the emotional pain. He kissed her on the lips like a real lover, experimenting with his angle and hands until he found the combination that made her gasp and close her eyes. Once her toes had curled into his legs, he fucked her hard enough to drive away sad thoughts.
"Yes, yes, perfect," she breathed, grabbing his hand. "More, just like that."
He kissed her neck as he rubbed her. He inhaled her sweat, tasting her skin, like he'd been dreaming of since he'd met her. His pace became as frantic as the animals in the Northern Water Tribe that he'd once made fun of with his friends. His hands forced hers over her head. He had a primal need to test her limits, to fuck her until she screamed and begged him to stop. Instead, she screamed and begged him not to stop. He kissed her lips again.
She was panting and covered in sweat and squirming underneath him. He rolled her onto the top when he ran out of energy, and then back underneath him when she began to sag towards him. Just when he was starting to wonder if she was even paying attention, she grabbed his hair in one hand and scraped her nails up his back with the other.
"Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!" she screamed. Her body twitched like a live wire, milking him. Her mouth fell open as she lost control of her muscles.
Tarrlok exploded inside of her before he could pull out. He collapsed on top of her, stroking her arm. He would just bend it out of her and--- no. He couldn't bend anymore.
Korra burst into tears the second her orgasm began to wind down. With one last flip, he was lying on his back with her snuggled against his chest. She became more and more distraught with each breath.
"What's wrong?" he asked, irrationally terrified she would say something about regrets and her virginity.
"My bending," she answered, covering her eyes as she cried. "My bending is gone and I'll never have it back. I don't know how to do anything without bending."
"We'll get it back," he promised her. "We'll fix it. You and I make a good team, remember? We're clever and skilled fighters, whether we have bending or not."
She nodded, and her sobs quieted to sniffles. She held his biceps tightly until she passed out from exhaustion.
Tarrlok had already had time to recover from his fight, from the shock of losing his bending. He stayed awake for a long time after Korra fell asleep, rubbing her back and shoulders. They had to get their bending back or die trying. Surrender was not an option he would consider.
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