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Summary: 
            After the Aang Memorial incident, Amon, the charismatic and dangerous terrorist leader, targets young Avatar Korra. He manipulates her compassion for the helpless, aiming to use her for infiltration against the corrupt City Council. He's planning her eventual elimination, as well. However, Korra begins to see a trace of humanity beneath his mask, and it complicates their conflict.

          







1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      So, I'm desperate for some Amorra content in 2025. Here's some. First Amorra story, but my mind is clogged with many more ideas of their dynamic.

    


    
    The night air was thick with the stench of desperation, rotting fish from the docks, among the acrid smoke of factory chimneys and the sweat of laborers who had nothing left to give. Amon stood atop a crumbling rooftop in a district not so far away from the Probending Arena. His mask leered as an unfeeling white against the darkness. The city pulsed like a dying beast below him, as its veins were clogged with corruption.

He knows where she is.

The Avatar was predictable in her habits. She trained late at the arena, often lost in the thrill of probending… that childish spectacle that let benders play at war while real people starved in the streets. And when she was done, she would walk home alone, through the dimly lit avenues where the city's rot festered just beneath the polished surface.

How foolish.

Amon's fingers curled into a slow fist. The Equalists had watched her for weeks; learning her routes, routines, the way her shoulders slumped after a long session, or her guard momentarily lowered. Tonight was a perfect place for a chance encounter.

His predator gaze was fixed on the street below.

She was also predictable in her stubborn compassion, and a reckless need to fix what she barely understood. Korra rushed headlong into every injustice, fists always blazing, believing her power alone could mend the world's fractures.

That's useful. Let her come.

The Equalists' whispers had reached her ears. The stories of non-benders beaten for refusing protection payments, of councilmen turning blind eyes to entire neighborhoods starving while bending triads grew fat. It was only a matter of time before her bleeding heart led her straight to compliance with him. Then, he would show her the truth.

Not the sanitized lies of Air Temple, where Councilman Tenzin preached balance while his airbending children never knew hunger. Not the hollow promises Republic City's great towers and men like Tarrlok, who draped himself in politics while bending the system to his will. No, he would drag her through the mud and blood of the city's underbelly, force her to see the suffering her kind had wrought.

Let her believe we are allies. Let her think she can fix this city.

The corners of his mouth twitched beneath the mask. Korra would walk willingly into the viper's nest, and her trust would be a weapon he would turn against her. He would let her believe their goals aligned, that the Avatar and the Equalists could cleanse Republic City together. She would not yet realize that every step she took beside him would be a step toward her own ruin.

She would stand beside him before the Council, her Avatar's authority lending weight to his demands… until the moment her loyalty to him outweighed her duty as Avatar. Then the trap would snap shut.

And when the last bending tyrants knelt in chains, their powers stripped away…

Then, Avatar, you will be next.

 


 

The arena's back doors groaned shut behind Korra, cutting off the last echoes of her evening training session. The street was quiet… too quiet. Even the usual hum of satomobiles was absent, and it left only the shuffle of her own boots against the pavement.

She rolled her shoulders, and winced. Damn, that last round with Bolin had been rougher than usual. Her muscles ached, her reflexes dulled by exhaustion. The shortcut through the alley would save her ten minutes. It was a dark, narrow alley near the service entrance, bit it was also ten minutes closer to a hot bath and sleep.

She didn't notice the figure watching from above.

Amon observed the way her steps dragged, the slight delay in her glance over her shoulder. Perfect. The walls of the alley were stained with grime, the few flickering streetlamps doing little to push back the darkness. A place where screams went unanswered.

He dropped soundlessly behind her.

Korra's spine stiffened—instinct—but before she could turn, a gloved hand clamped over her mouth, another locking her arms against the wall. Her back hit cold brick, the impact shuddered through her bones. Bricks bit into her skin and her breath hitched as the blank and pitiless mask loomed over her.

His gloved hand moved from her lips to seize the back of her neck.

"Go ahead. Scream." His breath grazed her ear, mockingly, as his body, relentless as a tide, pressed against her.

Was it a challenge? Dare? Or worse; did he want her to?

"No one comes here. Not for people like you… and certainly not for the ones beneath you." His voice was low and smooth while cloaking peril.

Her muscles tensed, fire sparking at her fingertips, but his grip tightened, and his body caged hers with terrifying precision. He didn't chi-block her, yet.

Korra's heart rate pulsed wildly in her throat, and the fear in a first few moments turned to fury. A white-hot, humiliating fury, because she hated that some traitorous part of her was acutely aware of how close he was. The heat of his body against hers, and the way his grip on her wrists didn't bruise, but possessed.

Amon tilted his head and studied the rapid flutter beneath her skin. How… predictable, he mused. His thumb brushed over her racing pulse, faking tenderness. Mighty Avatar, reduced to nothing but a heartbeat.

She snarled and twisted in his grasp, but he pressed her harder into the wall. A smooth menace was present in his tone. "I'm not here to fight."

A lie, but not tonight's lie, he thought.

“I'm here to have your agreement that you will work with us, after I show you what your precious Republic City really is."

Behind the mask, his smile was a knife in the dark.

Korra's breath came sharp. Her pride warred with the sickening curiosity he'd planted. "You're insane if you think I'd ever—"

"You will." He cut her off, his voice dropping to a whisper. "Because you believe you can fix this. And I…"

His grip loosened, just enough to trail his fingers down her arm. More of a taunt than mercy. "I want to watch you try."

Then he stepped back, releasing her like she was nothing. A pawn set into motion.

"Tomorrow night. The abandoned factory near the docks. Come alone… or don't." He turned, his hood slicing through the shadows. "Yet, we both know you'll be there."

In a short and silent moment, he was gone, leaving Korra shaking from the terrifying realization that her curiosity could outweigh her fear.

 


 

The morning light did nothing to ease the knot in Korra's stomach.

She paced the length of Air Temple Island's training yard. Her bare feet scuffed against the stone. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw it again; Amon's mask looming over her, the way his voice had slithered into her thoughts like smoke. "We both know you'll be there."

Report him. It was the only rational choice and that's what she should do. There shouldn't even be a dilemma troubling her so madly. Lin Beifong would jump at the chance to ambush Amon after what happened at Aang Memorial Island, after he'd surrounded the Avatar with a dozen chi-blockers, after he'd made her feel the first true lick of fear in her life.

They'd believe her but—

What if he's expecting that?

Her stomach twisted. Amon didn't make mistakes. If he'd revealed his location to her, it wasn't a slip. It was bait. And if she brought the police, if she led them into another swarm of Equalists…

The Aang Memorial incident still haunted her, and she wasn't ready to guide others to the same suffering… or even worse.

How many officers would wake up the next morning without their bending?

How many would she have to look in the eye as they realized their lives had been stolen?

Korra exhaled sharply, as her nails bit crescents into her skin. No. She couldn't risk it. Not without knowing what waited in that factory.

Amon's voice slithered through her memory. "We both know you'll be there."

She hated him… and the fact that he was right.

 


 

The scent of motor oil hung thick in the garage as Asami ran a cloth along the sleek curve of her motorcycle's fuel tank. The rhythmic motion almost masked Korra's restless pacing.

“You're going to wear a hole in my floor," Asami said without looking up.

Korra stopped. then swallowed. 

Just say it. 

“I'm meeting Amon tonight."

The cloth stilled. Asami's jaw was tightened before she set it aside. When she turned, her face was carefully neutral, but her eyes were wildfire.

"You're what?"

Korra crossed her arms, bracing for the argument.

"At the factory near the docks. He—he said he'd show me the truth about Republic City."

Asami's gloves hit the workbench. "Korra, that's exactly what he wants you to do. After what happened at the Memorial—"

"I know." Korra's voice cracked. "But if I bring the police, he'll chi-block every last one of them. And if I tell Mako—"

"—he'll follow you," Asami finished, her lips pressing into a thin line. She exhaled sharply, pushing a strand of hair from her face. "So what, you're just going to walk into a trap alone?"

Yes.

The word lodged in Korra's throat. Because saying it out loud made it real and stupid.

Asami studied her face, then reached for her jacket. "Then I'm coming with you."

Korra's chest tightened.

“No, if he takes you—" A tired sigh escaped her. "I have to go. But if I'm not back by dawn—"

"You'll have been gone twelve hours too long," Asami cut in. She stepped closer, and the scent of jasmine and engine grease invaded through Korra's panic.

"Listen to me. If you're not at Air Temple Island for breakfast, I'm not waiting for the police. I'm coming myself."

Then she yanked open a drawer, pulling out two sleek, black devices.

Modified Equalist shock gloves.

“Unlike you, I don't fight fair. And, unlike you, I don't trust revolutionaries who hide behind masks."

Korra reached for her wrist. "Asami—"

"No." Asami twisted free. "You don't get to argue and ask for favors."

Korra wanted to protest. But the look in Asami's eyes was fierce and unshakable. It left no room for debate.

So, her shoulders slumped in defeat and she exhaled. "Fine, but if I'm not back by morning… don't come alone. Bring everyone."

Asami's lips parted—whether to disagree or promise, Korra wouldn't know. Because before she could speak, Korra turned on her heel and strode toward the door.


The factory loomed like a corpse in the moonlight. Its broken windows gaped like empty eye sockets. Korra stood in the center of the derelict main floor, fists clenched at her sides, and her every muscle was coiled tight.

He's here.

She couldn't see him, couldn't hear him, but the air itself prickled with the weight of his gaze. Somewhere in the labyrinth of rusted machinery and sagging catwalks,

Amon was watching and waiting.

A rat skittered across the concrete. Korra's fire flared instinctively in her palm—

"Nervous, Avatar?"

The voice came from everywhere and nowhere, echoing off the corroded metal. Korra spun, flames ready—

—only for the shadows behind her to shift.

Amon stepped forward, his mask just a merely visible pale slash in the darkness. No Equalists and chi-blockers were behind. Just him, with hands clasped loosely behind his back, as if they were meeting for tea.

"I'm touched you came," he said, tilting his head. "Though I confess…" His boots crunched on broken glass as he circled her. "I expected you to bring friends."

Korra's jaw tightened. "I don't need backup to handle you."

Amon paused. Then, he chuckled, a low hum… like a blade drawn slowly from its sheath.

"Young avatar." He stepped closer, close enough that the heat of her fire danced across his mask. "This isn't about handling me."

His hand rose and he gestured toward the factory's rotting depths.

"It's about realizing you can't."

Amon led her deeper into the factory's belly, his footsteps silent against the cracked concrete. The air grew thicker… smoke and the sour tang of desperation. Then, a flicker of firelight rose.

Korra's breath caught.

Dozens of faces turned toward them, hollow-cheeked and wary, huddled around trash-can fires. Threadbare blankets formed makeshift tents against the cold. A child coughed wetly into her mother's shoulder.

"Welcome," Amon murmured, "to the 'prosperity' of Republic City."

A man missing two fingers struggled to his feet. "Amon," he rasped, bowing his head. Others followed; murmurs of "Sir", "Thank you", hands reaching to brush his sleeves like he was some kind of saint.

This was all causing Korra's stomach to twist.

"These are the people your Council forgets," Amon said, too softly for the crowd to hear. He guided her toward an elder man cradling a limp factory badge. "The triads didn't just bankrupt his shop. They burned it. For a reminder."

Korra reached out instinctively, the old man flinched.

He's afraid of her.

Amon's hand settled on Korra's shoulder, steering her toward a row of shuttered storefronts. Boards nailed over doors, and windows were smashed to teeth-like shards. Graffiti screamed EARTH KINGDOM SCUM and PAY UP in jagged red.

"The police call it 'protection'," Amon said. "The Council calls it 'commerce'. And you?" He turned, mask glinting. "What will you call it, Avatar?"

 


 

An hour later, Korra's boots were caked in grime, her throat tight with the weight of what she'd seen.

A mother splitting a single scrap of bread between three children. A former Earth Kingdom citizen, his hands still calloused from decades of construction, now hauling sewage buckets for copper coins. Every face, every story, another crack in the foundation of everything she'd believed about Republic City.

She stopped in the middle of the ruined street, as her fists already trembled at her sides. "How do we fix this?"

Amon went very still. 

How… convenient.

"We?" The word was a purr, dripping with false surprise. "You'd work with me, Avatar? Even after our clash at Aang Memorial?"

Korra's jaw clenched. "This isn't about us. These people need help, now."

He left out a slow exhale, the closest thing to satisfaction he could show without a smile.

"Then we start with the root of the problem." He gestured toward City Hall's distant silhouette. "The Council funnels resources to bending elites while these neighborhoods starve. But if the Avatar were to publicly condemn their neglect…"

He let the implication hang.

Korra broke in cold sweat. Tenzin's face flashed in her mind, his disappointment and betrayal, but then she saw the hollow eyes of the child clutching that bread crust.

"What exactly are you asking me to do?"

Amon stepped closer. His voice sounded like a velvet-wrapped steel. "Stand beside some of the ideas I propose publicly. Expose the corruption of the elite. And when they try to silence you—" His gloved hand hovered near her arm, not quite touching. "Let the world see whose side you're really on."

Korra was in turmoil, as she never thought she’d be on the side of a terrorist group.

Amon's baritone brought her back from her reverie.

"Tomorrow, I will address the city on Equalist Radio. The government has ignored its people once again, it's time to demand balance."He tilted his head, and moonlight caught the edge of his mask. "The Council should consist of fifty percent non-benders, fifty percent benders. A true Republic."

Korra crossed her arms. "Tarrlok would never allow that."

"Not unless the Avatar forces him." Amon stepped closer. The scent of iron and damp wool clung to his robes. "You've been summoned to that weekly farce they call a Council meeting, haven't you? How… convenient."

A bitter realization dripped down her spine. He'd been counting on this.

"You'll stand before them," he continued, "and you'll give them a choice: Reshape the Council to represent the city fairly—" His glove brushed a crumbling brick wall. "—or face the consequences of their greed."

Heartbeats thundered in Korra's ears. "You mean spreding terror, a riot."

Amon exhaled—almost a laugh. "I mean a reckoning." His breath stirred the hair at her temple as he leaned in. "But with your voice beside mine? They'll listen. There will be no bloodshed and chaos. Just… egalitarianism."

The word slithered around her, seductive as a serpent.

Lies. Every cell in her body screamed it. And yet—

The child's hungry eyes flashed in her memory. The mother's trembling hands.

What if he's right?

"I'll do it," Korra whispered.

Behind the mask, Amon smiled. The Avatar could never uncross this boundary. He watched the shift in her posture; the way her spine straightened, the way her fingers no longer curled into helpless fists. Perfect.

"It's a drastic demand," he murmured, voice low enough that only she could hear. "I know that. But tell me, Avatar… when has moderation ever saved a starving child?"

The tension in Korra's brow eased, leaving it smooth.

"This city doesn't need another compromise," he continued. "It needs someone willing to break the system that has been breaking its people." Leaning forward, his mask shone in the gloom. "You've seen it yourself now, Avatar. Can you really walk away and pretend you haven't?"

She couldn't. That was the terrible truth of it.

Amon's exhale was almost a laugh. "It might be extreme… But extreme is what this city needs”, he concluded finally.

For the first time, she didn't flinch when he reached out. His thumb brushed the edge of her jaw, yet she didn’t feel it fleeting as a knife's edge.

"Tomorrow, then," he said. Only with that, he was gone. A flicker of shadow was his only trace left.

  



2. Chapter 2


    
    She was subdued by the Equalists again. A frustrated growl escaped her lips as she was now on her knees. But, too suddenly they disappeared into the fog and she was alone with him. 

Gloved, threatening fingers traced her cheekbone slowly. 

"You're the only one who can do this," Amon whispered. His breath was still warm against her temple. It wasn’t a threat, but a plea.

She should have recoiled. Should have burned his mask clean off his face.

Instead, she leaned into his touch.

 

Korra woke with a gasp. Her skin was slick with sweat. The nightmare wasn't new, but the touch was.

She scrubbed a hand over her face, as if she could wipe away the phantom sensation. That was what unsettled her; not the fear, but the way her body had responded to him. Like some part of her had already surrendered.

 


 

Asami was waiting for her at the brunch table with a cup of tea was steaming between her hands. She looked paler than usual, and Korra only guessed Pema was the one to calm her down… even though she and Tenzin had no clue that Korra was gone last night.

“You look like you fought a spirit and lost," Asami said, but the joke fell flat. Her eyes flicked to the window, where sun was high into the sky, then back to Korra. You were gone all night.

Korra slumped into a chair. "I'm fine."

Asami's fingers tightened around her cup. “So, what happened?"

Before Korra could respond, the subtle notes of the background music on the radio were interrupted by a burst of static.

Then, she heard his voice.

"Citizens of Republic City."

Every muscle in Korra's body locked.

Amon's words slithered through the speaker, and they were smooth as poisoned honey.

“Last night, I walked among you... I saw the children starving while the Council dines on imported delicacies. I saw the homes crumbling while bending triads grow fat on your suffering." A pause. "Even the Avatar can't ignore the truth for so long."

Korra's grip on the table tightened. Not a direct admission that she was with him. It was just an implication.

"You have until sunset," Amon continued, "to dissolve the current Council and assemble a new government to serve this city's people. Fifty percent benders, fifty percent non-benders, chosen by the majority. Not by Tarrlok's bribes. Nor by Tenzin's nepotism." Static hissed like a held breath. "This is your final warning. Comply… or face revolution."

The broadcast cut out.

Asami's teacup shattered on the floor. She stared at Korra, the shattered teacup at her feet forgotten. The radio's static still hissed in the air, too loudly in the silence.

"You agreed to this." Asami's voice was sharp and cold. "You stood there, listening to him, and you nodded."

Korra's jaw tightened. "It's not that simple—"

"It is!" Asami slammed her hands on the table, jolting the dishes. "Amon doesn't want equality! He’s after control. And you just handed him the Avatar's credibility on a silver platter!"

Korra shot to her feet. "What was I supposed to do, Asami? Ignore the kids starving in the streets? Or the shops burned to the ground?"

"No! But this?" Asami gestured wildly at the radio. "A threat? An ultimatum? You think forcing the Council's hand won't end in blood? You're smarter than this!"

Korra's fists trembled. "It's the only leverage I have."

Asami's laugh was hollow. "Gods, he's good. He knew you'd think that."

The words stung… because they were true.

Korra turned on her heel and strode for the door.

"Where are you going?" Asami demanded.

"To finish what I started."

 


 

The Council building was a hive of panic. Ministers clustered in frantic circles, and their voices overlapped:

"—can't possibly entertain this—"

"—mob outside will riot if we don't—"

"—If there's any Avatar's involvement, it changes everything—"

Back through the arched windows, the roar of the crowd pulsed like a second heartbeat. Hundreds packed the plaza, their angry shouts carrying half broken sentences, among which Korra heard: "Avatar means justice", "burn" or "stand with us".

Even while she was on her way to the building entrance she noticed masked individuals carrying something she guessed were highly flammable substances.

The sly snake. He sent a backup plan if she fails to persuade the councilmen.

In the back of her mind, she knew he'd resort to these kinds of violence if anything didn't go according to his plan… it was Amon for spirits' sake. In the end, she knew what he was capable of, and still agreed to a dance with the devil last night.

A young woman in patched clothing broke through the front lines, pressing her hands to the glass. "Please," she mouthed, tears cutting through the grime on her cheeks.

Korra's resolve hardened.

Tarrlok materialized at her elbow. His smile, as always, was razor-thin.

“Ah, the hero of the hour. Tell me, Avatar—isn't this troubling?" His gaze was still fixed on the seething crowd. "How quickly they turn to you for salvation… and how quickly they'll turn on you when you fail." He tilted his head, studying her. "Unless you've already chosen a side?"

Korra kept her face carefully blank. "I chose the people."

Tarrlok's smile didn't reach his eyes. "How noble." He leaned closer, lowering his voice. "Just remember, Avatar, Amon dangles hope to make the fall harder. I'd hate to see you… shatter on his behalf."

With that he was gone, melting back into the chaos of the corridors.

Korra exhaled. He doesn't know. But he was watching.

The Council chamber was a storm of raised voices and slamming fists, the air thick with the scent of sweat and ink. Tenzin rose from his seat. His hands were raised in a futile attempt to calm the room.

"Korra," he said. Relief flooded his voice as she stepped forward. "Thank the spirits you're here. The people will listen to you. Help us disperse the crowds before this turns violent."

Korra met his gaze. Her jaw was set. "I'm not here to send them away, Tenzin. I'm here to ask you to listen."

The room fell silent.

She stepped into the center of the chamber, the weight of every councilman's stare pressing down on her. "I hate to say this… But Amon's demand isn't unreasonable. Fifty percent benders, fifty percent non-benders, chosen by the people. It's fair."

"Fair?!" One of the Earth Kingdom representatives spat, his face reddening. "You've been here two months, and now you think you can dictate how we govern?"

"I'm not dictating," Korra shot back. She tried to keep her voice steady despite the heat rising in her chest. "I'm asking you to compromise before this city tears itself apart. Decide amongst yourselves who will step aside for a pause, voluntarily, to make room for non-bending representatives. If you can't do that much, then you don't deserve to lead."

Tarrlok, who had been silent until now, leaned forward, with his fingers steepled. "And if we refuse?"

Korra didn't flinch. "Then I'll stand with the people outside and let them decide who really represents them."

The chamber erupted.

"This is blackmail!"

"You're siding with a terrorist!"

"Who do you think you are?"

Tenzin's brow furrowed, and finally his voice cut through the chaos. "Korra… is this truly what you believe is best?"

She hesitated for a moment. "It's the only way forward."

Outside, the crowd's chanting grew louder. Somewhere in the masses, citizens who would be a non-bending delegate waited, ready to step into the halls of power for the first time.

Korra hated that Amon had been right. But she hated the Council's stubbornness more.

 


 

The whole chamber held its breath as the final vote was cast.

"The motion passes," Tenzin announced, his voice heavy. "We will hold emergency elections in three days' time. Including representatives chosen from the non-bending delegates."

Tarrlok's knuckles whitened around his desk. "A rash decision," he said, too softly for the others to hear. He stood up then, and was quickly at Korra’s side. His smile never reached his eyes. "A remarkable display of… diplomacy, Avatar," he murmured. "One might almost think you planned this."

She didn't grace him with a response.

 


 

As the news spread to the public outside, cheers and a thunder of stomping feet erupted. It was the sound of people who had been given hope for the first time in years.

Korra should have felt triumphant.

Yet, her stomach churned.

As the councilmen filed out (some scowling, others already whispering strategies to retain their power), Tenzin lingered. His gaze was searching, almost wounded.

"Was there truly no other way?" he asked quietly.

Korra watched through the window as the crowd slowly dispersed, their jubilation giving way to optimism. Somewhere among them, unseen eyes lingered, watching, waiting. Amon's shadow always stretched further than she was aware.

"No," she lied. "There wasn't."

 


 

The Probending Arena's locker room hummed with the usual post-game chaos; Bolin tossing peanuts in the air to catch them in his mouth, Mako untightening his wrist guards with quiet focus. The familiar rhythm almost made Korra forget the storm brewing beyond these walls.

She was lost in thought when Mako nudged her boot with his. "You okay? You've been zoning out all practice."

"Fine," she said, too quickly. “Just tired."

"So," Bolin said through a mouthful of salted nuts, "crazy week, huh? Council getting shaken up like a snow globe?"

Mako shot him a look, but Korra caught the flicker of curiosity in his eyes.

"It had to happen," Mako said, shrugging. "You saw how things were. Half the city's been drowning while the Council pretended not to notice." He glanced at Korra. "You did the right thing."

She blushed at this, it meant a world that she had someone backing her up. Yet, she was still lost. Mako's words should have been a balm. Instead, they settled like hot coals in her chest.

"Yeah," Korra forced a grin, "Thanks, glad to have you guys with me on this".

Bolin slung an arm around her shoulders. "Pfft, of course! We’re the Team Avatar and Team Ferrets… unstoppable forces of justice, and mildly impressive pro-bending!"

A quiet snicker escaped her.

For a moment, just a moment, she let herself believe it was that simple. That she hadn't stood in the shadows of a crumbling factory while Amon's fingers traced her jaw. That this victory belonged to her, not the monster in the mask.

Briefly, she wondered where Asami was and if she was as supportive as the bending brothers were. They hadn't talked since that moment she came to check on Korra.

She said her goodbyes to the brothers and headed back to the Air Temple Island.

 


 

The city thrummed with frenzied energy as election banners plastered every streetlight, some promising: "A New Republic," while the others warned: "Don't Let the Radicals Win."

With the election posters fluttering overhead like specters Korra wondered if Amon already positioned his people among the candidates. Tenzin and the Council were vetting every non-bending nominee… she'd made sure of that.

But Amon didn't play by rules. He was used to playing with shadows.

She kicked a pebble, watching it skitter into the gutter. 

Tenzin wouldn't miss anything. 

The thought should've comforted her. Instead, it was suffocating like smoke in her lungs—because if the elections were clean, if the new Council did bring balance…

Then what does that make Amon?

A monster, still. But maybe one who'd been right.

 


 

The election results day dawned over the Republic City with a fragile sort of hope.

Korra stood at the edge of the crowd gathered outside the Council building, watching as the newly elected officials took their oaths. Tenzin and Tarrlok had their places secured in the new council, being the prominent and loved figures they were.

Among them, a fair amount of non-benders stood rigid in crisp suits—vetted, verified, approved—yet something about the way a few of them held themselves made her skin prickle. They seemed too polished. And too calm.

Or am I just paranoid now?

Tenzin caught her eye from the steps, his nod solemn. We did our part, it seemed to say. The system worked.

But as the crowd cheered, Korra's gaze snagged on a figure half-hidden in the shadows of a nearby alley. It was a masked Equalist, with their arms crossed, watching. She didn’t sense him threatening or gloating. Just observing.

She concluded that was worse.

 


 

For three days, Republic City breathed easier.

The Equalists' rallies dwindled to whispers. The newspapers praised the "new era of unity." Even the air smelled cleaner, as if the city itself had been scrubbed of its tension.

But by the fourth day, the cracks in the illusion began to show.

Korra sat in on Council meetings, watching as proposal after proposal to aid the non-bending districts was delayed, missing paperwork… Among it all there were ‘unforeseen’ budgetary constraints, and Tarrlok's smooth voice insisting they "wait for further review." The new non-bending councilmembers protested, but their votes were just shy of majority. Their voices were drowned out by procedure and precedent.

Then came the final blow: a bill to redistribute triads' seized assets to the Dragon Flats slums was rejected outright.

"Security concerns," Tarrlok said, smiling smugly. "We can't reward lawlessness."

That night, the streets erupted.

The next day, Tarrlok used the disorder on the streets to assemble his new Special Task Force police.

"This is not protest! It’s terrorism! The non-benders will stop at nothing! We will bring order to the city's streets once and for all", he declared to the press. “The Avatar humbled these radicals with a seat at the table, and this is how they repay us?"

Then he publicly called the Avatar to help, as if testing her loyalty to the council.

He also introduced a curfew, with threats that any non bender who crosses it would be arrested.

He had all these tricks ready and planned, Korra realized in horror. Even the case in which the new council was formed…

This did all except calming down the furious masses.

That night, Korra was on the streets, as well, along with all who felt tricked. Bolin and Mako came with her. Asami joined after, as well, and Korra was so relieved to have her back with them again.

A sea of non-benders packed the square, their shouts shaking the windows of the nearby buildings.

"WE VOTED FOR NOTHING!" 

“LIARS!"

Korra, almost trembling now, pushed through the crowd.

Across the plaza, Tarrlok addressed a phalanx of officers. His new "Task Force" was gleaming in their polished armor.

Her blood ran cold. He turned her compromise into a weapon.

Korra stood frozen at the edge of the plaza as Tarrlok's Task Force moved in. The metal cables whipped through the air like serpents and all turned to chaos quickly.

One officer slammed a young woman to the ground, clamping a heavy metal ring around her wrists.

"For your own protection," he sneered, before dragging her away. The woman held Korra's gaze and desperately wailed. "You're our Avatar, too!"

Korra felt as if a blade forced its way through her stomach. She wanted to cry and scream.

Her fists ignited on instinct—

"Korra, don't!"

Mako and the rest of her crew was back behind her and they urged her run to Tarrlok after spotting him. They caught up to him and between laboured breaths confronted him.

He dismissed all of their subjections with a chin lifted high while looking down at their worried faces.

"They are the enemy”, he pointed at the masses. “Round up all those equalists!"

The same moment officers deployed a metal ring around the angry non bender crowd, pushing them tighter and tighter to the center of the square. Soon they barely had some place to breathe and it definitely felt as if it started hurting.

The ground beneath the rounded people started lifting as earth bending officers moved. However, Korra was quick to bring them down.

“Stop it", she screamed at Tarrlok.

She heard Asami scream too. She whirled to see what was happening to her.

Mako and Bolin were backed against a police van, surrounded by officers. They didn't even fight, yet they were subdued.

"Probending permits expired," the lieutenant said, and snapped cuffs onto Mako's wrists. “New security measures."

Korra's rage was boiling. She brought up huge peaces of rock from the earth and hovered them above Tarrlok and his tyrant police force.

"Unless you want to join your friends in prison, I suggest you put those down and go back to the Air Temple". Tarrlok's voice was an unwavering threat.

"Korra! Listen to him. It's not worth it." Mako's gaze burned into Korra's.

After a thought, she conceded and brought the earth down.

 


 

The moon bled silver through Korra's window, and painted the walls of her room in jagged light. She lay rigid on her bed. Her fingers were twisting in the sheets, her pulse hammered against her ribs like a caged animal.

Mako. Bolin. Asami.

Their faces flashed behind her eyelids; Mako's scowl, Bolin's wide-eyed fear, Asami's last furious glare before the Task Force dragged her away. And the others, the nameless non-benders shackled like criminals for daring to hope things could change.

She'd played right into Tarrlok's hands.

A guttural scream tore from her throat and she gripped her hair.

This was supposed to fix things.

Instead, the Equalists had quieted only for a worse monster to rise, one who wore a councilman's robes and a politician's smile. Tarrlok hadn't just outmaneuvered her; he'd exposed her as a fool. A naive child who'd handed him the perfect excuse to tighten his grip on the city.

And Amon… he had known.

He engineered all of this! He'd known the system would corrupt any attempt at fairness. He’d known Tarrlok would twist her efforts into chains. He'd let her believe change was possible, just so he could justify his Equalist attacks later.

Her hands shook with rage.

Somewhere between hours of rage and self-pity, Korra's eyelids grew heavy. Just then the faintest scrape of a boot against her windowsill snapped her awake.

She was on her feet in an instant. Fire was already licking up her arms, but she froze as the intruder stepped into the moonlight.

Amon.

Here. In her bedroom.

Her flames roared higher, painting the walls in violent gold.

"You—This is all your fault!"

He moved faster than she'd ever seen. One gloved hand snapped toward her wrist, the other jabbed precisely at the base of her neck—

Pressure. Numbness.

Her fire snuffed out as her arms dropped uselessly to her sides. Korra staggered, but Amon caught her by the waist, and hauled her flush against him. His breath fogged the edge of his mask where it nearly brushed her temple.

Korra snarled, breathless. "So we're back to chi-blocking, huh?"

His grip tightened. It was inescapable although not painful.

"I prefer this version of you. The one that's not trying to kill me," he murmured.

His thumb brushed over the hollow of her throat, and lingered where her pulse pounded beneath his touch. A hidden, knowing smile tugged at his lips.

"All that power… and yet, completely helpless."

She cursed at the shiver that raced down her.

"What do you want?" she gritted out, as she expected his thumb to hover over her forhead. "Are you here to finally take my bending?"

Amon went very still. "No."

The word was a breath against her cheek. "I still have a need for you."

With a push, he guided her backward until her knees hit the bed. She collapsed onto the mattress.

The dark swallowed them both as he stood looming over her.

"Tonight," he said, "I break every one of Tarrlok's cages. The innocent. My men. All of them."

Korra's breath caught. "Mako and Bolin—Asami—they were captured too."

He paused. Then tilted his head. "…I see." Something unreadable passed behind the mask. "Then you'll have your friends back by dawn."

She expected a taunt. Or a demand. Not this—this alliance.

"I'm going after Tarrlok," she said, fists clenching in the sheets, hoping his chi-blockage will relent by the time she finds the councilman. "This ends now."

Amon's hand brushed her wrist. He didn't hold her back; he simply stilled her.

"Don't get careless with him." His voice was indifferent, yet the warning was almost gentle. It also gave the impression that he knew something she didn't. "There's more to that man than politics."

Then he was at the window. He was only visible to Korra because the moon etched his silhouette in silver.

“Tomorrow," he said, "we discuss how to gut him properly."

With a quiet rustle, he was gone.

  



3. Chapter 3


    
    Tarrlok’s office door exploded inward before Korra’s kick even landed.

"You and I need to talk”, Korra’s voice cracked like a whip. She stood in the wreckage as her eye blazed and fists twitched to bend something.

Tarrlok scowled as the whirlwind of paperwork settled around him… the pages were fluttering over the polished wood of his desk, scattering like leaves in a storm. His assistant, a jittery clerk clutching a pile of arrest warrants, gasped as the documents slipped from his grasp.

“Are any of the other councilors still here?” Tarrlok asked, tight irritation in his voice.

“I… I believe they’ve all gone home for the night, Councilman,” the clerk stammered, while his eyes flicked nervously toward Korra.

“Then you should do the same.”

“Are you sure, sir?”

"Leave us."

The clerk scrambled backward and didn’t even look back in his haste to escape.

Korra stepped forward, and her boot landed on a fallen warrant with a hard crunch. Her jaw was set, eyes were locked on Tarrlok.

Tarrlok folded his arms. “You’ve obviously got something on your mind. Spit it out.”

Her hands clenched into fists. “Don’t you see?! You’re doing exactly what Amon says is wrong with benders. You crossed a line. Releasing the metalbending police on peaceful protestors? Arresting my friends?”

She was barely keeping her calm now. “You’re using your power to oppress and intimidate people!”

Tarrlok raised an eyebrow. “And you don’t?” he cut in.

Korra blinked, thrown off for half a second. “Of—of course not!”

Tarrlok’s voice was calm yet laced with condescension. “Isn’t that what you came here to do? Intimidate me into releasing your friends?”

Korra opened her mouth, but no words came. The accusation landed harder than she expected.

He smirked.

“See, that’s what I admire about you, Korra. Your willingness to go to extremes to get what you want. It’s a quality we both share.”

Her expression twisted in disgust. “You and I are nothing alike.”

Tarrlok looked as if he was tired. “Look, I’ll make you a deal. Fall in line. Do what I say, and your friends walk free.”

Stunned Korra stared at him. “That’s why you arrested them? Just to get to me?”

His gaze darkened, his voice dropped. “I need your answers.”

She squared her shoulders, rage and fury bubbling beneath her calm. “No. You might be able to manipulate police chiefs and council meetings, but that won’t work on me.”

He turned his back to her, and stared out at the waterfall cascading down the wall behind his desk. “You will regret that decision… and the ones you’ve made before.”

“You need to be stopped”, Korra decided. “You’re just as bad as Amon”. And she wasn’t afraid of Tarrlok.

The air grew still and the room felt colder.

“I’ve tried to work with you, Korra.” His tone was emotionless. “But you’ve made it impossible.”

In a blink, he slashed his hand through the air. The waterfall behind him arced into motion, and suddenly a blade of pressurised water was whipping toward her face.

Korra ducked low, and saw that the blade sliced a lock of hair as it shattered against the wall behind her. She hit the ground, rolled, and was already on her feet.

A jagged chunk of stone erupted from the floor as she stomped, and it hurled toward Tarrlok. He sidestepped and flicked his wrist, a whip of water snatching the rock midair and slamming it aside.

She launched a burst of fire from her fists. Flames roared across the chamber.

Tarrlok leapt back, shielding himself with a swirling shield of water that hissed and steamed under the heat.

She didn’t let up. Hot rage surged through her. Stone cracked beneath her heels as she launched a second boulder. A searing arc of fire followed.

She was bending with everything she had.

Tarrlok gritted his teeth. The smile was now gone. Water surged around him, violent and fast, as he met her fury with equal force.

She saw him raise both hands. The water around him froze in midair, then shattered into a dozen razor-sharp shards.

With a sharp thrust, he sent a shower of icicles screaming toward her.

Korra's eyes widened… she had only a split second.

She twisted, launching herself into mid-air, and flipped as the deadly spikes sliced past her. One grazed her shoulder, ripping through her sleeve. Another clipped her side, drawing a sharp hiss of pain.

But she landed hard and moved quickly.

Blood now staining her clothes, she slammed her palms into the floor.

The earth rumbled. With a roar, she ripped a boulder from the ground. She hoisted it hp between herself and the next wave of ice.

The icicles shattered against it in terriblecracks, as splinters of ice exploded in every direction.

Korra stood behind the rock, breathing hard, ready to send earth, fire and all her rage in his direction.

Think fast.

With all her might, throwing her arms wide—she moved the massive stone wall behind Tarrlok.

It lurched and surged toward him, and ripped through desks on its way, shattering lamps, sending papers and furniture flying in all directions. The entire room exploded into chaos.

Tarrlok spun around too late.

The wall hit like a freight train, and he was thrown backward, stumbling wildly until he was launched through the council chamber doors and out onto the open balcony.

He slammed into the railing, and for one terrifying moment, he teetered, then lost his grip.

His fingers snatched at the edge, barely catching the stone ledge as he dangled over the drop, left stunned and panting.

Korra stalked forward through the wreckage, stopping at the threshold of the balcony.

“Still think I’m a half-baked Avatar?” she growled, furiously.

Tarrlok looked up at her, eyes wide.

She stomped with all her strength. A pulse of earthbending surged through the balcony floor and the ledge cracked.

Tarrlok was blasted backward, flung through the air and finally crashed into the lobby below with a jarring thud.

Korra leapt down after him, into the broken tiles. She landed in a low, controlled crouch that shook the ground. She rose slowly.

Panic flooded Tarrlok’s eyes as he scrambled across the floor.

This fight is over.

Without hesitation, she threw her hands forward. A burst of flame erupted from her palms.

The Avatar would show no mercy. There were no other thoughts in her mind at that moment.

Tarrlok’s hands twitched… then twisted. And Korra’s body locked.

Every muscle, every tendon, every vein were clogged with his willpower. It was all seized and hijacked by a ruthless force that made her limbs jerk involuntarily. A pain she never knew before.

She crashed to her knees, gasping as her head snapped up to meet his gaze.

Bloodbender.

As screams tore from her throat, she heard his cold voice. “You’re in my way Avatar. And you need to be removed.”

“H-how?” she wailed through the pain. “It’s not a full moon…” No waterbender can do this without the full moon!

Tarrlok’s face twisted into a smug smile. “There are a lot of things you don’t know about me.”

He flicked his wrist and Korra was wrenched off the ground, and then hurled like a ragdoll across the room.

She slammed into the far wall with a loud, crunching sound.

All fire dimmed from her eyes, instead darkness crept in. She was out.

 


 

Korra woke in a metal cage, with her limbs leaden from residual bending sickness. A faint trace of a dream was there, about a Republic City trial —and Aang. Was it Aang?

She was alone, in what she guessed was a basement. It was cold, dim, and silent. In the quiet, a distant voice echoed in her mind: Tenzin’s steady tone—‘I urge you to meditate on these visions Aang is trying to show you.’

After a sigh and a stretch of silence, Korra sat and tried to meditate. Soon, surprisingly, visions stirred behind her eyes.

A courtroom. The city’s most wanted criminal, Yakone, stood, listening to his trial. He seemed calm and composed. Then, a sinister smile appeared on his face, along with a twitch of his hands. Suddenly, the entire council was writhing with his bloodbending. In broad daylight! Even Sokka and Toph were helpless.

The vision shifted.

Aang confronted him on the streets. They fought—bending clashing in a blur… until Aang entered the Avatar State. Glowing, steady, unstoppable… he reached out and took Yakone’s bending away.

This whole time, Aang was trying to warn her about Tarrlok.

The vision faded, and Korra’s eyes fluttered open as she heard loud footsteps nearby.

Then came Tarrlok’s seething voice. “You’ve made my life a nightmare, Avatar.”

Korra sat up slowly, the pieces falling into place. “So your little bloodbending secret got out?” she asked, voice dry. “I know how you can do that without the full moon. You’re Yakone’s son.”

He grunted, yet didn’t deny it. “I was. My father failed because he tried to rule the city from its rotten underbelly. But I was to be its saviour.”

Korra shifted. “You’re the reason people follow Amon.”

A traitorous thought whispered through her mind: how she had tried to kill Tarrlok with her firebending—and had she succeeded, the Avatar herself might have been the reason people followed Amon.

She recoiled. “The jig is up now, and you’ve nowhere to go.”

Tarrlok paused. Then laughed, soft, chilling. “Oh, no. I’ll start a new life. And you’re coming as my hostage.”

“You can’t do this!” she shouted. She slammed both hands against the metal bars of the cage, but the aound just echoed through the basement. “You’ll never get away with it!”

Tarrlok was already walking away, his footsteps were fading up the stairs, and they sounded so calm and dismissive. Korra slumped against her cage, as her body was still throbbing from the aftershocks of bloodbending.

Tarrlok’s footsteps halted sharply. His voice was tight with disbelief: “Amon?”

A beat of silence. Korra’s blood ran cold.

This was wrong. Terribly wrong.

Then came a cold voice… measured and unmistakable.

“It is time for you to be equalized.”

Tarrlok scoffed. “You fool. You’ve never faced bending like mine!”

Korra heard whimpers, and multiple bodies falling to the ground above her. She put all her efforts in trying to decipher what was happening.

Still, someone didn’t stumble, rather simply walked forward, with each step measured and inevitable.

The confidence in Tarrlok’s voice shattered. “What—what are you?”

A calm baritone responded.

“I am the solution.”

She heard Tarrlok’s body flung with a sharp scream. And then only silence. Just a single, heavy thud. He was down.

Amon just took his bending.

Fear prickled in Korra’s veins even worse than at Aang’s Memorial.

“Retrieve the Avatar.” She heard Amon's commanding voice, directed at his Lieutenant. That snake!

She could sense the Equalists stirring, and rising shakily to their feet, freed from Tarrlok’s bloodbending.

“Do not underestimate her. Knock her out. She’ll only fight if she’s conscious.”

Amon’s voice still lingered in the air, as she heard the Equalists closing in from the upstairs. They descended the stairs, and fanned out like shadows.

“It’s payback time” came the quiet, Lieutenant's voice as he clutched his electric rods.

In the final instant she had, Korra gripped the metal rod above her with her wristbands, using them to anchor herself out of reach of the cage bars.

The Lieutenant pressed his electric rod against the metal cage with a steady grip. He believed his efforts had succeeded while Korra faked screams. But as he swung open the door, a flaming ball shot out, blasting straight toward him. The force sent him stumbling back. He narrowly avoided the hit, while the two Equalists behind him had no time to react.

Korra moved in a flash, her focus was sharp. She slammed her fist to the ground, shattering the earth beneath them. The shockwave knocked the Equalists off their feet and sent them crashing into unconsciousness.

It all happened in an instant; Korra, breathless and alert, barely registered how she found herself outside the cottage.

As she leapt from the doorway, she spotted Amon. He was hauling and tossing Tarrlok’s limp body into the van. His robes fluttered in the winter wind, and as their eyes met, his gaze was cold and predatory, like a vulture’s.

For a heartbeat, neither moved. Only the wind howled, just as the city that was left behind.

Then he sprinted after her.

Korra spun, hurling herself down the snowy mountainside. Waterbending surged under her feet, freezing a slick path through the snow as she rode it like a wave. But Amon was inhumanly fast.

He carved straight through her ice trail, and was gaining ground with every second.

Caught in a blur of adrenaline and exhaustion, Korra had no notion of the passed time. Her legs grew numb from the coldness while sliding down.

Suddenly, from too close behind her, came Amon’s shout—“Enough!”

His voice got to her through the chaos. It felt sharp and too commanding. Then his gloved hand seized her ankle, yanking her off-course.

They tumbled together in a whirl of snow and snarled limbs, skidding to a stop at the base of the hill.

Korra's elbow jammed into Amon's ribs; but his knee pinned her thigh.

"You're welcome," he hissed, as if she'd offended him by running. His weight pinned her to the snow.

Korra's breath came in shallow puffs of vapor. Her body was still trembling from earlier shock.

"Are you—" Her voice cracked. "Are you going to take my bending now?"

The wind howled between them.

Amon chuckled, and Korra felt the sound vibrating through his chest where it pressed against hers.

"I told you only yesterday, Avatar." His gloved hand brushed snow from her cheek, almost tenderly. "I still need you."

Korra shuddered, either from cold or his touch. Her bare fingers had turned blue where they gripped the snow.

With surprising gentleness, Amon hauled her upright. He yanked the parka from around her waist and wrapped it roughly around her shoulders. His hands, warm despite the gloves, enveloped hers, rubbing heat back into her frozen skin.

"Stubborn child," he muttered, as if annoyed by his own actions. "You'll be no use to anyone dead of frostbite."

Korra tried to push him away but any warmth was welcome. “Or electrocuted”, she responded bitterly.

Amon ignored her comment. “Come with me," he said, then pulled her to her feet with effortless strength. "I'll take you back to the city."

Korra wrenched her arm back now. "Like hell I'm getting in that van with you." Her teeth chattered despite her defiance.

Amon gave her an amused look, at least from what she could see from the slits of his mask.

"Then walk, if you prefer. Though I imagine you’ll freeze without your pet, long before you reach the bridge." He took a step back, gesturing toward the dark forest. "By all means, Avatar. Prove your point."

The wind howled louder through the trees. Somewhere in the distance, a snow-laden branch snapped.

Korra hesitated. Oh, she missed Naga. She remembered leaving her in front of the building where Tarrlok’s office was.

Amon sighed, a sound almost like amusement.

"Very well. A compromise. The rear door will remain unlocked. My men won't notice if you slip away before we reach the city." His voice dropped, conspiratorial. "All you have to do is... play dead for a few minutes."

She stared at him. "Why would you—"

"Because unlike Tarrlok," he interrupted, "I keep my word."

Before she could protest, Amon bent and swept her into his arms. One was beneath her knees, the other cradled her back. Korra stiffened, her every instinct screaming to fight, but his grip was firm and unshakable.

"Relax," he murmured against her hair as he carried her up the slope. "You're supposed to be unconscious."

Korra squeezed her eyes shut, willing her racing heart to slow. It was useless… he must have felt the thumps anyway, noticeable in the way his fingers flexed against her ribs. As a silent acknowledgment.

Once they were near the cottage again he regarded his Equalists. “Go start the engines.”

They all moved, and the two of them were left alone behind one of the vans.

"Good girl," he whispered, so softly she might have imagined it.

The van's interior yawned open behind her, smelling of oil and cold metal. Amon laid her down with surprising care. His hand lingered a moment too long on her wrist, checking her pulse… or savoring it.

"Until next time, Avatar," he said.

The door clicked shut, yet not locked, plunging her into perfect darkness.

 


 

Korra waited until the van slowed at, what she supposed was a congested intersection, before slipping out the unlocked rear door. She didn’t look back to see if any of the Equalists saw her. She hurried to the sidewalk which lead out of their view.

A few moments after her boots hit the pavement, she melted into the crowd, as her heart was still hammering against her ribs.

Naga was exactly where she'd left her; outside Tarrlok's office building. Her white fur was matted with snow. The polar bear dog whined and nearly bowled her over in greeting. Warm breath puffed against Korra's face as she buried her fingers in her thick fur.

"Hey, girl," Korra murmured, pressing her forehead to Naga's. "Let's go home."

Air Temple Island was in chaos when they arrived. Tenzin stood at the docks, very visible to Korra with his robes flapping in the wind. He barked orders at metalbenders. Lin Beifong's voice carried across the water, sharp with frustration.

She heard Tenzin's cry cut through the noise. "Korra!"

He was sprinting toward her before Naga even fully reached the shore. His face was a mix of fury and relief. Behind him, Pema gasped while Ikki and Meelo tumbled over each other in their rush to reach her.

"Where in the spirits' names have you—" Tenzin caught her shoulders... But his words were dying as he took in her disheveled state. Snow still clung to her parka, and her lips were faintly blue.

Korra opened her mouth, to lie, to deflect, but the words wouldn't come.

Instead, her knees buckled.

Tenzin caught her before she hit the ground.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Had to end it here. This one was rough because I wanted to stay true to the events in the show, as much as possible.

        




4. Chapter 4


    
     

 

Korra woke to sunlight pooling on her bedsheets. The room smelled of sea salt and healing incense… Someone had left a window cracked, and the breeze caressed her.

Her gaze drifted to the small table beside her.

A haphazard collection of get-well gifts sat there. A slightly squashed meat bun (Bolin’s handwriting on the wrapper: "EAT ME I’M MEDICINAL"). A stack of pro-bending magazines (Mako’s idea of bedside reading). A bowl of sliced fire plums, their ruby flesh perfectly arranged, Asami’s work, down to the surgical precision of the cuts.

And, a single white lotus tile, placed precisely in the center.

Korra’s fingers hovered over it. Tenzin’s doing, probably. A reminder of her duty and the right path.

But her throat tightened anyway. They’re all free. Amon kept his word. The realization unspooled something warm in her chest.

She traced the lotus’s petals, her smile fading as her thumb met a roughness on the tile’s edge. She needed to go out and see what happened to the city after Tarrlok was dismantled.

 


 

The days that followed had unraveled like a nightmare.

Tarrlok’s Task Force was now a leaderless but unrelenting group, clashing with protesters in the streets. Even Tenzin and Lin couldn’t stop them. Metal cuffs gleamed under lamplight as they dragged shopkeepers from their stalls, claiming they’re all suspects.

The Equalists leveraged all the mess that Tarrlok caused. They no longer hid in the shadows. Each day, they marched with loudspeakers and pamphlets.

“See how they treat us?" a masked Equalist shouted over the din, pointing to a bloodied teenager in cuffs. "This is what compromise gets you! The Council’s chains!” The speaker roared. “The Avatar failed you. We won’t."

Gang members vanished first. Triad enforcers, bending elite, even a few louder pro-bending stars. There weren’t any bodies found. And no one witnessed the fights.

Just...gone. The police found no evidence, but the whispers were everywhere:

“ Equalists are dragging them outside their home at night.”

“It’s all a payback for Tarrlok’s task force.”

The new Council ignored all the issues, focusing on renovations in the non-bending districts. They looked away from the attacks on benders, just like Tarrlok had withheld protection and funding for the needs of non-benders.

All of the recent events only radicalized the ordinary non-bending citizens, the ones without masks, only white, hot rage. They smashed storefronts and other buildings with bricks, causing havoc in the city. Korra watched a boy hurling a rock through a constable’s windshield, screaming: “You took my sister!"

Hodden, she rested against a secluded wall and reminisced about the freedom of her friends, they were almost stuck in the prison as many people still were.

She got them back… but, in the meantime, lost the city.

 




The charred skeleton of a university library smouldered under a blood-orange sunset. Equalist graffiti (was it only Equalist anymore?) screamed across the ruins:

"KNOWLEDGE IS A POWER FOR ALL—WHO TAUGHT YOU TO STEAL IT?"

Korra heard the news — some of the bending scholars had begun excluding non-bender students from theory and history classes, claiming those without talent had no place in the deeper studies of bending. It was only a loud minority within the university, but their voices were feeding the divide.

She stood at the edge of the crowd, with her hood pulled low. The air reeked of smoke and salt, of the sea wind carrying bitter smell of embers over Yue Bay.

She watched a gang of dockworkers, non-benders, ordinary men she might’ve passed in the market, drag a firebending professor from his hiding place beneath a fishing net.

“Please!" The man clawed at the cobblestones as they yanked him up. “I voted for the new Council! I supported the reforms—"

A boot silenced him. “Is that so? Then why won’t you let our non-bender kids attend your classes, prick?”

Korra’s fingers twitched at her sides. Water from the bay sloshed in the gutters, ready—

Across the square, a masked Equalist perched on a lamppost, watching the violence unfold. He kept himself away from participating and certainly did nothing to stop it.

His masked face turned slowly toward her.

She let the water fall still.

She knew Amon was the one directing all this rage. In this moment she saw it all; her righteous stand at City hall legitimised his cause, only to expose the persistent corruption of Republic City’s leaders, and to mark her as the peoples’ traitor instead. The brief peace Republic City had was engineered. Her capture and Tarrlok’s police exposed the bender Council’s brutality. It all let Tarrlok play the tyrant, and Amon the liberator. She believed she walked some third path but everything served to Amon’s final cause, tipping the scales with all of the citizens who were neutral up until this point.

There are no sides left, only consequences.

And she was Amon’s best weapon all along. The saddest part is that Korra knew she was being manipulated, yet she agreed to play the game. It turned out her biggest faults were curiosity and naivety. There was no rage in the Avatar left, just a quiet vow to herself, and to the world, that she’ll end Amon whatever happens.

Even if it costs me my bending, whispered a stubborn little voice in her.

Korra sighed and lowered her head. If she interfered with her bending now, she’d only make it worse for these academics being attacked. She needed to learn how to be patient, for the sake of benders and non-benders both. She had to be smart, and for the first time in her life, operate as a ghost.

Korra pulled her hood tighter and vanished into the alley’s shadows.

 




Korra found Asami, Bolin, and Mako gathered at Asami’s mansion. Her misterious father was nowhere to be seen.

Korra didn’t waste time; the university had been attacked, library halls set ablaze, professors taken hostage. They needed a plan, and fast.

Korra felt a pang of guilt for keeping her one-on-one encounters with Amon a secret from them. But now wasn’t the time. That conversation was too long and too complicated for the current mission.

Freeing the captives would have to be done under the cover of night… without bending, or flashy moves. If they wanted to avoid drawing the attention of the Equalists and their followers holding the building, subtlety was their only option. They couldn’t afford to be equalized now, nor could they risk fuelling more anger among non-benders by using their bending recklessly. Everyone agreed that no trace should be leading to Team Avatar.

They moved quickly, gathering what little equipment they had: grappling hooks, smoke pellets, wire cutters, and dark clothing to blend into the night. Asami pulled her pair of modified Equalist shock gloves from a hidden drawer in her study.

“I took these from a rally we raided earlier. One of the organizers had them locked away” she said, slipping them on. “Figured they might come in handy.”

Korra raised an eyebrow at Asami’s constant fascination with Equalist equipment. “You’re really going to use those?”

Asami gave a small, confident smirk. “I’ve had practice.”

Mako was busy assembling a small satchel — not his usual firebending gear, instead, a compact knockout gas canister, from Future Industries. Bolin, surprisingly focused, packed supplies and made sure they had silent signals ready.

Asami mapped out the university layout from memory, marking potential entry points.

By dusk, they were ready. They refrained from bending. and they made no noise. They were just shadows moving through a city already on edge. The air was tense with silence, a kind of stillness that always came before a storm.

Korra looked at each of them. Determined, loyal, and scared, just like her. “Remember”, Korra said, “No one gets hurt. They’re all just desperate people. Knock them out if you have to..” They all nodded. “Let’s bring those benders home,” she finished.

And with that, they slipped into the darkness.

 


 

The night was moonless when they arrived at the ruins of Republic City University.

Korra's fingers traced the soot-stained gates where fresh Equalist banners flapped: ”FREE KNOWLEDGE - NO MORE BENDING LIES". Behind her, the team moved like phantoms.

Asami adjusted her stolen Equalist gloves in case any guards were nearby. Mako and Bolin crouched beside Korra. Their faces were hidden beneath black bandanas.

Korra pressed her palm to the scorched earth and the vibrations revealed what eyes couldn’t.

Three guards patrolling the burned-out library lobby (where the "re-education" happened). Seven prisoners in the basement, with their heartbeats thready from exhaustion.

And... something else. A void where vibrations should be.

"Amon's here," she signed.

Asami's breath hitched. Mako's jaw tightened. Bolin mouthed "Yip yip?"

They couldn’t run away now, they needed to continue with their plan, and there was always a risk present in the mission. Korra signalled the team to move on.

 




The four of them moved quietly through the scorched halls of the university. They made sure their footsteps were silent against the soot-stained marble. The air smelled of burnt parchment and damp fear.

Korra led the way, her water-sense guiding them around patrols… until a lone guard turned the corner. His Equalist mask glinted under the dim lights.

No choice.

Bolin didn’t hesitate, but lunged, and instead with earthbending, he hit with the slick precision of a pro-bender dodging a disc. One hand clamped over the guard’s mouth while the other struck a pressure point behind the ear. The man crumpled instantly, without a sound.

"Clean," Mako muttered, catching the guard before he hit the ground. They propped him against the wall, making it look like he’d dozed off. “Since when do you know chi-blocking?”

Bolin grinned, “Since Pabu and I got into troubles for sneaking into the Probending Arena’s kitchens way too often”.

Korra’s lips twitched despite herself. No broken bones. Just Bolin being Bolin.

 




The door of the makeshift-prison basement room was bolted only recently.

Mako and Bolin, eyes sharp, hung back a few paces, as they kept watch from the shadows. Korra wasted no time and melted the hinges with a controlled flame, and the door swung open.

The prisoners - professors, researchers, even a few students, huddled in the dim light. When they saw Korra, their reactions splintered.

She heard their shaken voices. “Who are you? What do you want from us now?”

A firebending historian staggered to his feet, his eyes wide. He recognised the Avatar far too soon.

Shit .

"The Avatar?”, he muttered. "You’re—you’re with them now, aren’t you?”

- “Or she’s here to finish what Tarrlok started!" a young earthbender spat, backing away.

- "No, you fools!" An elderly woman, old philosophy teacher, stepped forward. "She’s risking her neck for us."

Korra’s chest tightened.

They don’t trust me.

And maybe they never would again.

"We don’t have time to argue," Asami cut in, already scanning the space for more of possible exits. "The guards should rotate soon.”

The prisoners exchanged glances. Then, reluctantly, one by one, they stood.

 


 

They moved as a unit; Korra at the front, Bolin on the side and Mako covering their rear. The academics, though shaken, kept pace.

Then she heard voices. The Equalists, rounding the far corridor. The echos seemed so close now, too many to fight, too close to outrun.

"Korra—" Mako started. Flames were already flickered at his fingertips.

"No bending," Korra hissed. Her eyes darted to the wire connections above, which must have been for the lights lining the ceiling. "Asami. Can you?"

Asami didn’t answer. Her thumb pressed a concealed switch on her wrist device. Sparks crackled as the Equalist shock glove hummed to life. With a swift motion, her gloved hand shot up, sending a surge of energy through the light wire connections, overloading them in a flash.

The hallway plunged into darkness.

"Go!"

Korra guided the prisoners by vibrations in the floorboards while Bolin shepherded the stragglers with whispered encouragement, and Mako counted steps under his breath. Behind them, Equalists shouted in confusion, as their gloved hands sparked uselessly in the black.

At the shattered window exit, Korra risked a glance back.

A shadow moved at the far end of the hall. A tall and masked silhouette. With an aura of control always present.

Amon.

Even in the dark, she felt the weight of his gaze, yet he wasn’t making any move to chase or stop them.

There's no way he can recognise me now, Korra reassured herself, pushing the doubt from her tormented mind.

Their eyes met across the darkness before the night swallowed her whole.

 




Korra spent the next day savouring a well-earned rest from politics and the raging streets. She practiced airbending with calm intention, meditated beneath the swaying trees, and let her thoughts drift to the simple life she’d left behind. She hadn’t realised just how much she missed her home.

That evening, after a long, satisfying bending session, she wandered to a secluded bay on the island, a quiet place where she could reconnect with her birth element. The night wrapped around her as a gentle embrace, making the moment feel almost enchanted.

She untied the sash of her robe, letting it slide from her shoulders. The cool air raised goosebumps along her bare skin. Discarding the rest of her clothes, she slipped into the cool water, and her muscles unwinded for the first time in weeks. She let the water wash over her like a childhood memory... familiar and comforting. It eased the quiet ache of homesickness just a bit.

The spring shimmered like a liquid mercury, as moonlight on the surface casted silver ripples around her shoulders. The gentle breeze stirred the bushes along the shore, just the whisper of wind through the reeds, and for a few brief moments, everything was still. Peaceful, perfect, and hers alone.

Or so she thought.

 




Tonight, Amon had come with threats ready, intent on chilling the young Avatar to the core.

He watched from the cliffside shadows, and moon casted his mask in a bone-white sneer under it. He knew how much the Avatar feared him, how her heart rate sped up each time he was close.

Pathetic.

She thought she was safe here in the Air Temple, and that no one could reach her here in an isolated bay of the island.

She thought herself so clever; slipping through his fingers at the university, playing the hero for those elitist scholars who dared to exclude non-benders from their classes. Did she truly believe that every step of her "rescue" wouldn’t serve to his purpose, in the end?

Let her have her victory. The truth was in the aftermath; the people’s rage grew hotter with every bending scholar who dared show their face in public again. The professors she'd "freed" were now homeless pariahs. The Equalists she'd fought had become martyrs.

Every act of rebellion only tightened his grip on the city's throat.

Tonight, he’d remind her of the consequences of meddling in his plans ever again, and warn her against opposing his new Council.

A blade in the dark, a whisper of steel… that was his intent. He knew her fear of losing bending would do the rest.

But then—her robe fell.

All the threats died in his throat.

Korra's back was to him. The moonlight traced the curve of her spine, the dip of her waist and the swell of her hips as she stepped into the water. Her fingers skimmed the surface, coaxing the liquid into spirals around her, bending it with absent grace.

Amon's breath caught.

This is wrong.

He should leave. Turn away and vanish as subtly as he'd come.

But his feet stayed rooted.

His pulse roared in his ears, his gloves creaas his fists clenched.

He was the untouchable leader of a revolution. The scourge of benders. A man who had built his myth on control .

Ad yet, here he stood. Hungered and ashamed, reduced to watching her.

 


 

Korra stilled.

The water around her shivered, reacting to something... someone, before she did.

Her head turned slightly, just enough to see the shadow lurking above the high grass.

Amon didn't move.

For a heartbeat, neither did she. Dread embraced her, strong as ever before, rooting her and stopping her breath.

He’s counting on my fear. Think. I have to be the one controlling the situation for once.

A smirk curled her lips.

"See something you like?"

His mask hid his face, but failed to conceal the way his shoulders tensed. Or the way his breath hitched.

Caught .

Korra turned fully now, and water sluiced down her body. Her chin was lifted in challenge.

"Well, what do you have to say?" she pressed, voice dripping with amusement. "Or did you just come to watch?"

Amon was quiet as he stepped forward. The calculated grace of a revolutionary was nowhere to be seen, as he halted. It was an almost human stumble of a man caught between fury and hunger. The reeds parted under his boots. The water's edge lapped at his toes as he stopped just short of the spring.

Korra didn't retreat. Nor cover herself.

She just watched him. Her smirk deepened as the moonlight glossed the droplets sliding down her collarbone.

"Lost your words, Equalist?" she taunted, swirling a hand through the water. "Or did you forget why you came?"

The hollow eyes of his mask fixed on hers. "I didn't forget." But his voice was rough and unsteady.

Korra arched a brow. She leaned back, letting the water ripple around her breasts. "You didn't come to talk politics tonight."

She could feel Amon’s tension, and heard how his breathing grew heavier.

"You know why I came", he uttered.

"Do I?"

Silence.

Korra's smile turned vicious. "That's what I thought."

With a flick of her wrist, the water surged to curl around his ankle, yanking him forward.

Amon barely caught himself before he plunged into the spring. His knees hit the shallows, and his masked face now leveled with Korra's bare shoulders.

As he knelt before her, Korra leaned in above, with her breathes hot against the cold porcelain.

"Now," she whispered. "Let's try this again. Why are you really here?"

Somewhere in the haze, Amon remembered that he had come for the city tonight. "You cost me seven hostages last night”, he uttered finally.

Though clearly surprised, Korra didn't let it startle her.

Of course he knows it was me.

Her pulse betrayed her, yes—wild against her throat, but her voice stayed steel. "They’re people, not bargaining chips."

"Everything is a bargaining chip, Avatar. Even you." He stood up and stepped even closer, regaining control. His shadow swallowed the mist of the water between them. "Especially you."

Korra's hand rose, hovering just above the cold porcelain of his mask. "Then finish it."

For a heartbeat, the world held its breath.

Amon caught her hand, pressing her palm flat against the mask. His thumb traced idle circles on her skin. It felt too gentle for a revolutionary, and too tender for a monster.

His breath fogged against the inside of his mask, as the water was soaking through his pants. The cold was a sharp contrast to the burn of Korra's body so close to his.

Her gaze dropped to his mask, lingering on the cracked edge of its lips.

Korra had to wonder... What would it feel like to press her lips to that cold porcelain?

She leaned in… just a breath, testing the space between them. The water rippled around her waist, and her pulse was hammering in her throat.

Amon went utterly still.

Then his free hand shot up, seizing her by the small of her back, yanking her forward until their faces were a hair’s breadth apart. The slits in his mask seemed to deepen in the moonlight. Lines split his expression into something furious.

"Foolish girl," he murmured. His breath was such a close whisper against her lips. “You don’t get to choose how this ends."

His grip tightened. “Shall I remind you?"

"Try," she whispered back.

Amon’s grasp shifted. Instead of harming her, he traced the line of her spine, with fake tenderness.

He angled his head, so his mask grazed her cheek. "I could take the airbenders’ bending.” His breath was a slow, deliberate caress on her ear. “One by one.“

Korra stiffened when a jolt of panic flashed through her. “Don’t you dare,” she snapped, voice tight with fear and fury.

Don’t react. That’s what he’s after, Korra reminded herself, locking her expression.

His other hand lifted from hers, and hovered over her forehead. “Or perhaps… I’ll take yours instead."

Korra bared her teeth. "You want me powerless? Do it. Now ."

For some time now, Korra was ready for whatever was coming. Some stubborn dark thought willed her fear away and whispered to her; bending or no bending, she would be the one to end Amon.

He laughed; a sound like cracking ice. "Oh, Korra." His grip tightened painfully. “I don’t want you powerless. I want you complicit."

Then the grip suddenly loosened, leaving the ghost of his fingers still lingering on her skin.He stepped back without a word, silence settling like dust in the space he left behind.

Then he vanished into the shadows, as swiftly as he'd come.

Korra stood frozen, the water suddenly too cool around her.

For all his threats, he always returned to negotiations. This time was no different. Every ultimatum, every warning… they all circled back to the same twisted offer, alliance . He could have taken her bending tonight. Could have captured the airbenders in their sleep. Yet, he didn’t.

Because he didn't want her broken, not yet. He wanted her convinced.

Suddenly, Korra thought of the way his voice had frayed at the edges when he first saw her, the stumble in his words, the flash of anger when she seized control, and when she leaned in too close. This push and pull between them. This hunger. It wasn’t just for power.

A slow smirk curled on Korra’s lips as her composure settled back in place.

Your mask is starting to crack.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          My headcanon is that Amon (involuntarily) teaches Korra how to be humble and patient. She’ll need to defeat him by stepping back and planning, as any non-bender would have to, not by punching the air (as she always does) and accidentally airbending… From a hotheaded hero, Korra would grow to a strategic leader.

And suppose a reversed process of losing control would happen to Amon ;) . I mean the guy just went through seven deadly sins in one scene lol.

        




5. Chapter 5


    
     

In the following day, Korra couldn’t relax. Her muscles were tight, and her senses constantly on edge. It was like she was waiting for the world to snap. Every sudden noise made her flinch. And every shadow looked like it could be Amon.

Even in the sunlight, the air felt heavy. She kept glancing over her shoulder, half-expecting masked and silent Equalists to emerge from alleys or rooftops, ready to drag her away again.

She hated how that fear clung to her. She was supposed to be fearless. But ever since that night in Tarrlok’s cell, her operation at the University, his last night ministrations and threats, it felt like she was being watched and tested. Like he was waiting for her to slip.

She kept turning it over in her mind: the fall of the city, the rise of fear, and above all, how quickly everything had slipped through her fingers. When she left her home, Republic City felt unshakable. Now it was cracked at the foundation, and part of her blamed herself for not seeing it sooner.

Korra was desperate to fix it all. She wanted to make up for the silence, the hesitation, the misplaced trust. She replayed every decision, every misstep, trying to piece together how to undo what had been done. But the past wouldn’t bend like the elements would. It just, stubbornly and unmovably, sat there, daring her to make it right.

The Republic City, in its state of unrest, was on a brink of a civil war. From the rooftop where she stood, it stretched far before her. Its usual hum of life was replaced by the distant shouts of protests, the occasional crash of broken glass, or the scent of smoke from a torched Equalist propaganda poster. Even after Tarrlok has gone missing (Korra knew he was Equalists’ prisoner now), the curfew was still on and it had only made things worse. Saikhan’s heavy-handed enforcement had turned frustration into fury. Now Amon’s followers moved as spectres in the streets, striking at will while the police scrambled to keep up.

The thought that it was all her fault wouldn’t stop gnawing at her. As the Avatar, she should have seen it coming. Tarrlok’s task force had been a disaster from the start... Rounding up non-benders, treating them like criminals instead of citizens! And when Lin resigned in protest, Korra had been too slow to realize what that meant. Saikhan had folded under Tarrlok’s pressure, enacting curfews, raids, checkpoints. Then, every move had pushed more people into Amon’s waiting arms.

Hence, the city was tearing itself apart.

Korra exhaled sharply. Realising she couldn’t undo the past, she thought maybe one piece of it could be fixed.

Lin Beifong had to come back.

The metalbender hadn’t been seen in public for days, since she’d thrown her badge at Tarrlok’s feet and stormed out. Korra faintly recalled Lin back at Air Temple Island. It was back when when Naga brought Korra back after her escape from Tarrlok’s captivity (that is, after Amon unexpectedly let her slip through the Equalists' grasp). Lin was was shouting out search orders, yet she had already resigned by then. From that vague moment, it felt to Korra as at least a dozen of men were still loyal to the former police chief.

Now, Korra had a feeling she knew exactly where to find her.

 


 

Lin’s apartment was exactly as Korra expected: sparse, utilitarian, with a view of the harbor that was probably meant to be peaceful (but now only served as a reminder of how far the city had fallen).

Lin didn’t turn when Korra entered. She stood at the window, with her arms crossed. Her pose and back was rigid as always.

“You shouldn’t be here,” Lin said flatly.

“We need you,” Korra replied, just as blunt.

Lin let out a dry laugh. “Need me to clean up your mess?”

Korra flinched but didn’t deny it. Her first instinct was to argue with her but she controlled herself quickly. “Yes.”

Lin finally turned, assessing Korra with sharp eyes. “Tarrlok’s policies turned the city into a powder keg. Saikhan’s playing enforcer. And you think me coming back will fix that?”

“No. But it’s a start.” Korra stepped forward. “You were the only one who stood up to Tarrlok. The only one people still trust.”

Lin’s jaw tightened. “I resigned for a reason.”

“And now the police are hunting innocent people. The Equalists are winning. Amon’s laughing at us while he burns whatever he wants in the city.” Korra’s voice cracked. “Tenzin and I… We can’t fix this alone.”

For a long moment, Lin was silent. Then, with a slow exhale, she uncrossed her arms.

“...Fine. But I do this my way. And if Tarrlok gets in my way—”

“He’ll regret it,” Korra finished. Already, a spark of hope was flaring in her chest.

Lin smirked, just slightly. “Damn right he will.”

“Besides, he’s been captured by the Equalists after I escaped. I haven’t told this anyone yet, everyone just thinks he escaped.”

Lin was surprised to hear that, but she moved to get her old uniform either way. “Then we can think about him later. He won’t be a problem for a while.”

 




The police headquarters had always been a place of order. It was defined by the stern metalbenders in uniform, the clang of armor, all tempered by the brisk efficiency of Republic City’s finest benders.

However, now, it felt off.

Korra and Lin stepped through the main doors, and immediately, Korra’s instincts prickled. The officers at the front desk weren’t familiar faces. Their stances were too relaxed, and their eyes too watchful. When they spotted Lin, there was a flicker, just for a second, of something cold. Korra wan’t sure if it was recognition or calculation.

It definitely wasn't respect.

Lin noticed it too. Her scowl deepened as she strode forward. Her voice was a whip-crack of authority when she asked: “Where’s Saikhan?”

The officer, a man neither of them recognized, hesitated a fraction too long. “Chief Saikhan is in a meeting. Can I help you, former Chief Beifong?”

Lin’s eyes narrowed. “You can start by telling me who the hell you are. I’ve never seen you before.”

The man’s smile didn’t reach his eyes. “New recruits. The city’s unrest required… expansion.”

Korra exchanged a glance with Lin. Expansion? Since when did the police hire this many rookies at once?

Then she saw it; the way the officers in the hallway moved. They didn’t look like disciplined metalbenders. They seemed more of predators circling prey. They were too quiet and coordinated.

And none of them wore their cables right.

Lin’s fingers twitched, and her stance shifted imperceptibly into something ready to strike. “Funny,” she said, voice low. “I don’t remember approving any new hires.”

The officer’s hand drifted toward his belt. “Times change.”

Korra’s blood ran cold in realization.

These aren’t police. Those were infiltrated Equalists.

But we have to be patient, she kept reminding herself, too often these days.

Before she could react, Lin’s foot slammed into the ground. The floor erupted in jagged metal, throwing the imposters back.

Damn it, Lin! Not yet!

“Korra, move!”, she heard Lin scream in command.

The headquarters erupted into chaos.

Korra shouted, as the fire was already burning in her palms.

They were everywhere, disguised in police armor, moving with eerie precision. Chi-blockers lunged from the shadows; as electrified bolas whirled through the air.

Lin was a whirlwind of metal, her cables lashed out, disarming attackers with ruthless efficiency.

“Saikhan’s either dead or a prisoner!” she snarled. “This whole place is compromised!”

Korra ducked a swinging glove, retaliating with a burst of flame. “They’ve been planning this for weeks!”

That’s why police have been so mislead the last few days. And why the abduction of police officers from their homes went unpunished.

...why the raids felt less like justice and more like provocation. Along with the city that Equalists have infiltrated, they’ve taken the police, too.

And now Amon’s hand was around its throat.

 


 

They fought their way out, barely. The headquarters was lost.

Breathing hard in a back alley, Lin wiped blood from her lip. “Those bastards.”

Korra’s fists clenched. “We have to warn Tenzin. The council won’t react... If the police are under Amon’s control—”

“Then the city’s already fallen,” Lin finished grimly.

The realization settled between them like a death sentence.

Republic City was until today on the brink of war.

Now, the war was already starting.

 


 

In a rush, the two fell back to regroup and quickly devised a plan to reclaim the police force from the Equalists. There was no time to lose; if Amon struck now, the benders would be left defenseless without the police.

The first phase was to rally whatever was left from the old metalbender guards.

Lin knew the location of a secret metalbender safehouse beneath the city’s canals, as it was set up for her men if they were ever in a need.

She lead Korra through the twisting underbelly of Republic City, finally stopping at an unmarked sewer grate. With a sharp twist of her wrist, the metal groaned open, revealing a dimly lit bunker. It was the last refuge of the real metalbenders.

Inside, a dozen weary but hardened officers snapped to attention at the sight of Lin.

One of them rose, an old veteran, who Korra assumed was the Sergeant. “Chief Beifong… you came back."

Lin tapped him on the shoulder. "Took me long enough. Now—who’s still loyal?"

There was a tense silence, but then fists clang against chestplates in salute.

"We’re taking back the police. Tonight”, Korra proclaimed.

 


 

After they rallied the loyal metalbenders, they had to cut the strings, and disrupt the Equalist communications.

With Asami’s help and technical expertise of radio-communication officers who were still free, they devised a plan. They rewired a stolen Equalist transmitter to send false orders, sowing confusion.

Bolin and Mako played their parts too. Bolin collapsed a tunnel near a key relay tower with an earthbending strike, severing headquarters’ communications. Meanwhile, Mako and Korra ambushed an Equalist patrol, snagging their radios to test the blackout. The plan worked. That night, as they regrouped at their hideout, Asami grinned.

“Now Amon’s puppets are deaf and dumb.”

 


 

After that, there was no time to rest. They had to move fast and strike hard.

Korra, Bolin, Mako, and Asami made up the diversion team, lying in wait near the front gate of the police building.

With a fierce burst of firebending, Korra launched a massive explosion at the entrance, shaking the ground and pulling every Equalist’s attention.

Mako moved quietly then, firing bolts of lightning that disarmed shock gloves before they could spark.

Bolin surged in after, riding a wave of earth through the wreckage, turning debris into a weapon and chaos into cover.

The infiltration team, Lin and her squad of metalbenders, moved through the old maintenance tunnels, routes only Lin would remember from her time as Chief.

Their takedowns were swift and silent. Metal cuffs snapped shut around the wrists of unsuspecting imposters.

Once they reached a key junction, Lin drove her fist through a concrete wall, bursting into the main holding area.

Inside, they found Saikhan. Bruised and bloodied, but alive.

His voice was ragged. “Beifong… they’ve been planning this for a while…”

Lin’s eyes were steel. “Then let’s make sure it ends tonight.”

 


 

Within minutes, the Equalists regrouped, rallying around their masked Lieutenant at the seized command hall. They moved as a military; shoulder to shoulder. The air was filled with shock batons crackling. In their masks, they were as vultures.

“You’ve lost, Beifong! The city belongs to Amon now,” the Lieutenant barked.

Lin cracked her knuckles. Calmly and coldly she said: “Funny”. Her gaze was still fixed on him. “I still see my badge on that desk.”

The room tensed like a drawn wire.

The Lieutenant lunged, ruthlessly. He moved like someone trained specifically to fight metalbenders, to slip past Lin's cables. He shocked them from midair, striking with cold-blooded blows. The other Equalists pressed in, circling, testing the perimeter, but held back… watching. Waiting for their leader to finish it himself.

The fight was gruelling. Sparks lit the air. Metal groaned and whiplashed across the walls. Lin matched him blow for blow, evading electric shocks. Her breath was ragged, muscles burned, refusing to give even an inch.

Then she saw an opening.

With a snarl and a twist of her wrist, she sent a whip of cable snaking around his arm, disarming him in a single, decisive crack. She spun, catching pieces of his armor midair with her bending, and slammed them down, pinning him to the ground using panels of his own armor.

He struggled. She didn’t blink.

With one final pull, Lin ripped the mask from his face, exposing, to the silent room of watching officers a man. Without any mystique… Just a fearful man.

Silence fell.

The Equalists froze. Their formation was faltering.

Lin stood tall, rising over him, as her voice was echoing through the hall.

“This is our police force now?” she roared.

The remaining imposters then bolted, scattering like shadows into the night, as if instructed to flee in this scenario.

Within moments, the station was metalbenders’ again.

 


 

By the next day, Lin had reclaimed her office… the symbol of order restored. The real metalbenders were reactivated. Their armor gleamed proudly once more.

Saikhan, bruised but humbled, quietly stepped back into his old role as Lin’s second-in-command, without questions asked. There were talks about trials he'd have to undergo... because of all the mess and arrests the police made the citizens go through, while under his command.

Korra stood at the entrance of the reclaimed police headquarters, taking in the signs of repair and renewal. She knew this was a victory, but Amon wouldn’t stay quiet for long.

Lin with her arms crossed was at her side now. “This was just the start. He’ll hit back harder."

"Then we’ll be ready,” Korra said grimly.

 


 

Korra was proud at her Team Avatar. She, Mako, Bolin and Asami, together they had helped Lin take back the police force. Benders would be safe again, at least for now. It was a hard-won victory, and she was grateful of her friends for stepping up.

Just days ago, she had stood beside the new Council, pushing for reforms to help non-benders find their voice. And now, she was back on the other end of the scale. Restoring order to the bending institutions torn apart by the Equalists.

In that moment, Korra saw her role as one meant to keep the balance by tipping the scales back and forth. This was her path. Not to choose sides, but to walk the line between them… always steadying the world when it leaned too far.

And then, wondering if she fell into Amon’s new trap.

 


 

The mist still clung to the piers as Korra nudged Naga towards the towering Sato Mansion. Asami’s call had been a bright spark in the grim fog of Korra’s own thoughts.

“Come. I have something to show you. I’ve already sent word for Mako and Bolin to join us.” Her voice sounded lighter than it had in days.

After the tiring battle to reclaim the police headquarters from the Equalists, the idea of a victory celebration, however small, felt like a long-overdue breath of air.

Asami was waiting in the archway of a private hangar.

“You’re here. Good.” She stepped forward as Naga came to a halt. “The boys should be arriving any minute, but I wanted you to see this first.”

Korra followed her inside, and her breath hitched.

The hangar was an empire of steel and roaring potential! Satomobiles built for pursuit stood beside armored vehicles. Looming over them were early aircrafts, crude monoplanes and biplanes, wings in all its glory… those were machines meant to dominate streets and skies alike.

“Asami, this is…” Korra was in awe.

“The entire Sato fleet,” Asami finished, and her voice was tight. “And I’m placing all of it at your disposal. For the fight.”

Korra’s gratitude was instantly tangled with a fresh wave of guilt. Her friends knew nothing of her meetings with Amon, or the way their nature so often shifted when they were alone. Korra hadn’t told Asami anything about the other night at the pond, or who rescued her from Tarrlok.

“There’s something you need to know first,” Korra said, her voice dropping. She moved closer, away from the open hangar door.

“The other night… Amon came to Air Temple Island.”

Asami’s eyes widened. “Korra!”

“I was alone, out by the bathing pond. He caught me off guard." She left out the intimacy of the moment; the way the water felt against her skin while his masked gaze slid over her… but the memory made her pulse quicken.

“He… he made it clear that my ‘insolence’ had consequences. He said he could take the airbenders whenever he wanted.”

She watched the blood drain from Asami’s face.

Korra swallowed, and her jaw tightened. “I don’t even know if it was a threat or just… leverage. Maybe he was trying to scare me into doing whatever he wants the Avatar to do.” She shook her head. Her voice was becoming frustrated. “But I can’t risk finding out.”

Asami was silent for a moment too long.

Then her gaze sharpened. “That’s exactly what he’s doing. Leverage only works if the victim is too afraid to move. We need to tell Tenzin. We need to double the White Lotus sentries.”

“I already told him,” Korra lied quickly, shielding Tenzin from her own fears. “He’s preparing for whatever comes next.”

Asami exhaled slowly, her breath was measured.

“Asami, that’s not all.”

The confession about the nature of their meeting burned on Korra’s tongue, all secrets and shame. She wanted to tell Asami how, every time Amon was near, something pulled her tight. It was a treacherous gravity that blurred the line between fear and fascination. She opened her mouth, the words were already forming… I felt something I shouldn't have, but her courage shattered.

Letting Asami know… loyal, steadfast Asami, about this twisted attraction to the man trying to destroy half of the city? That was stupid. That was a vulnerability she couldn’t afford, and a burden her friend didn’t deserve.

“Never mind,” Korra said abruptly, cutting herself off. “It’s nothing. Just the stress talking. Do you, uh, have a bathroom I could use?”

Asami looked momentarily confused by the sudden shift, but nodded. “Down the hall, second door on the left.”

Korra hurried out. Her heart was hammering against her ribs with suppressed truth. She found the ornate hallway, but instead of turning into the bathroom, she leaned against the wall. She pressed her cool hands to her flushed cheeks. Get it together.

That’s when she heard it. A low, familiar voice from a cracked door further down the hall. It was coming from Hiroshi Sato’s study.

“…confirmed. The primary target remains the same. The secondary strike on the police depot will proceed as a diversion.” Korra was stunned, certain she’d misheard. She stepped closer, needing to hear it again.

“…gloves from the last shipment are…”

Korra was certain something was off here, and with the realization her blood turned to ice.

No!

The voice continued, so unlike the jovial industrialist Sato played in public. “Tell Amon the assets are in place.”

The world tilted. The lavish hallway, the trust in Asami’s eyes, the fleet of vehicles meant to help… it all crumbled into a horrifying trap.

Korra was standing in the heart of the enemy’s workshop.

She moved on pure instinct, bolting from the hallway back outside.

“Korra!” Asami’s bright and cheerful voice cut through her panic. She stood with Mako and Bolin now, and her face was lit up. “I was just about to give the guys the grand tour.”

Mako gave a small, awkward wave. Bolin grinned, throwing an arm around Pabu.

“Can’t talk!” Korra blurted out, not breaking her stride. She shot them an apologetic but frantic look. “Emergency! Tell you later!”

She blew past them. Their confused call faded behind her as she run by.

A sharp whistle brought Naga close. Korra just vaulted onto her back.

“Fast as you can, girl!”

 


 

The city became a blur of light and motion as Naga weaved through traffic. Just reclaimed police headquarters stood like a battered fortress. Its metal facade was still showing scars from the Equalist takeover. Korra slid off Naga before she’d fully stopped, sprinting past saluting officers and into the heart of the building.

She found Chief Lin Beifong in her office, which was in a state of organized chaos. She looked up from her littered desk, with her usual scowl deepening at the interruption. “Avatar Korra.”

“It’s Hiroshi Sato,” Korra gasped, leaning on the doorframe to catch her breath. “He’s with them. He’s building weapons for Amon in a secret factory. I heard him.”

Lin went very still. The fatigue in her eyes was replaced by sharp focus. “Explain.”

Korra did, recounting the cold conversation about shipments, diversions, and Amon. As she finished, another figure entered the office. Deputy Chief Saikhan was holding a stack of files.

“A serious accusation, Avatar,” Saikhan said, skepticism present in his voice. He placed the files on Lin’s desk. “Hiroshi Sato is one of the city’s most prominent citizens. A philanthropist. You’re saying it’s all a cover?”

“Yes!” Korra insisted. “If you heard him, you’d see he wasn’t the nice guy he pretends to be.”

“The stress of recent events can make anyone hear things,” Saikhan countered, crossing his arms. “Perhaps you misunderstood a business call.”

Lin held up a hand, silencing him. She saw no lie there. Lin had spent a lifetime listening to the suspects; and she's heard the ring of truth in Korra’s story.

“I believe her,” Lin stated flatly.

“Chief, with respect—” Saikhan began.

Lin cut him off, standing. “The Avatar’s instinct has proven reliable. And Sato’s lavish support always smelled off to me.” She turned to a nearby officer. “Get Tenzin at Air Temple Island. Tell him it’s critical and to meet us at the Sato Estate with all discretion.” She looked back at Korra, determination settling on her features. “We’ll pay Mr. Sato a surprise visit. If he’s innocent, we’ll apologize. If he’s not…”

 


 

The mood in the Sato foyer had turned to ice. Asami stood between her father and her friends. Her eyes were wide with a storm of hurt and disbelief.

"You… you called the police on my family?" Her voice was quiet, laced with a betrayal that cut Korra deep.

"I had to, Asami," Korra said, her own voice firm despite the guilt twisting in her gut. She kept her eyes on Hiroshi, who watched the scene with an expression disappointment. "I heard him. He's supplying Amon."

"That's a lie!" Asami shot back, taking a step toward Korra. "Dad would never—"

"We have to trust Korra, Asami." Mako's voice was steady and hinted finality. He and Bolin moved to flank the Avatar. Bolin gave Asami a pained, apologetic look.

Korra took one long look at Asami's devastated face, mouthed "I'm sorry". Her chest was aching because she had to trust her gut now. She hadn't captured Amon or stopped the rally with this intervention. But she had seen through the mechanism in the heart of the Equalist machine. And she would tore a family apart in the process. It didn't feel like a victory. It felt dirty, a typical move in a war with no clean hands.

Korra turned away from Asami.

Hiroshi sighed a heavy, sorrowful sound. He placed a comforting hand on Asami's shoulder. "It's alright, my dear. I understand their fear. In these troubled times, suspicion falls on everyone."

He turned his gentle gaze toward Chief Beifong. "You are, of course, welcome to search the premises, Chief. I have nothing to hide. My factories are open to you."

"This isn't about the public factories, Sato," Lin stated, her metal armor clinking as she took a step forward. "We're here for the one you hid."

Hiroshi's benevolent mask didn't slip. He merely looked puzzled, then saddened. "A secret factory? Very well." He spread his hands. "Follow me. I will show you my private workshop. You will find only prototypes, passion projects, and spare parts for Satomobiles. I hope this will put these poisonous ideas to rest."

With the confidence of a man showing off a prize gallery, he led the tense benders; Lin, Tenzin, Korra, the brothers through his lavish workshop. They left a silently fuming Asami behind.

Hiroshi gestured to half-assembled engines and sleek vehicle designs mounted on the walls. "As you can see, Chief. Only a love for engineering lives here."

Lin didn't respond. Her eyes were closed, her feet planted firmly on the concrete floor. She was listening with her bending; sensing the vibrations, the hollow spaces, the unique signature of manipulated metal deep beneath them. Her eyes snapped open, focused on a seemingly solid section of the wall behind a massive prototype.

"There," Lin said, her voice a low growl. "A hydraulic mechanism. Behind that wall."

Hiroshi's sighed once more. "Your earthbending senses are impressive, but it is merely a storage vault for sensitive blueprints." He walked to a seemingly decorative column and pressed a sequence of panels. With a deep hum of machinery, a massive section of the floor began to retract, revealing a gleaming metallic ramp descending into the earth. A wave of cold air washed over them.

"See for yourselves," Hiroshi said, his voice echoing slightly from the opening. "My 'secret factory.' I assure you, it is just a more advanced assembly line."

He led the way down. Korra exchanged a glance with Lin and Tenzin, their faces grim.

They followed. The ramp descended into a vast and well-lit cavern.

For a fleeting second, it looked exactly as Hiroshi had said: organized shelves of mechanical parts, conveyor belts, and workbenches. It was silent, clean, and seemingly innocent.

Then Hiroshi walked to a central control panel. He turned, and the kind industrialist vanished. His face settled into cold lines.

"I told you the truth," he said, his voice now the flat tone Korra had overheard earlier. "You should’ve believed me."

He brought his hand down on a large red switch.

An alarm bell blared. Crimson light bathed the cavern. Along the walls, massive panels slid up to reveal rows of mecha tanks.

"You're just in time for the demonstration”, Hiroshi announced.

He stepped backward next to the waiting mecha suit. “Made of platinum. Good luck bending this!”

His trap was sprung.

"Father, no!" Asami yelled suddenly at the back, from the ramp entrance, her voice broke, and her breaths were heavy.

"You should not have come down here," Hiroshi said, voice echoing. He looked at his daughter. The cold businessman was gone, replaced by a man burdened by a terrible purpose. "This is not your fight. “

"You're helping Amon destroy the city!" Korra shouted, assuming a bending stance.

"I am saving it," Hiroshi corrected, his gaze finally shifting to the Avatar. "From the tyranny of bending. From the kind of people who took my wife from us." He looked back at Asami, his expression softening for a fraction of a second. "I tried to keep you away from this world. From them."

"What are you going to do, Sato?" Lin barked, her metal cables poised. "Capture us? Hand us to Amon?"

"That was the plan," Hiroshi admitted. "But seeing my daughter here... I will not fight you while she stands with you. But I cannot let you stop what is already in motion."

He pulled a few levers. With a clang, three massive, platinum vaults descended from the ceiling, caging the benders.

Hiroshi’s gaze never left his daughter’s face. The alarms still blared.

“I built this future for you, Asami,” he said, his voice cutting through the din. He reached pulled out a single shock glove (the very symbol of his new world). He held it out to her as an offering. An invitation. “A safer world. A fair one. So that this… this conflict doesn’t have to be yours.”

The air left the room. Korra’s eyes widened as she grabbed the bars of her platinum cage.

Mako took a step forward. “Asami, you can’t!”

But Asami’s focus was on her father. With a slow step, then another, she walked past Mako, past the line of Mecha Tanks, and stopped before her father.

She reached out and took the glove.

A pained sound escaped Mako. Korra slumped against the cage. Hiroshi’s stern expression broke, softening into something akin to hope.

“You’re making the right choice,” he said, his voice was thick with emotion.

Asami looked down at the glove in her hand, turning it over as if examining. She slid it onto her right hand. It hummed faintly with a ready charge.

“You’re right, dad,” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. “This conflict isn’t mine.” Her eyes were glistening with unshed tears.

“I love you,” she added simply.

Then she moved, and in one fluid motion she lunged at her father. She slammed the crackling glove directly into the control console he just used. A catastrophic surge of blue energy erupted from the panel, arcing up Hiroshi's arm. He cried out, his body seized as current coursed through him. Soon enough, he collapsed to the floor, stunned.

The violent feedback pulse shot through the console. With sparks, the systems governing the platinum cages short-circuited. The electromagnetic locks disengaged and Korra and the others were free.

Silence followed. Even the alarm died out.

"We need to dismantle this," Asami said in a hollow voice. She avoided looking at her father's stunned form.

Lin Beifong stepped forward. Her gaze swept the factory floor with a cold assessment. "She's right. This facility is a strategic hazard. We need to secure it and dismantle the weaponry."

Asami guided them, robot-like, showing Lin which power cores to deactivate first.

When it was all done, Mako stepped forward and pulled her into a tight hug. She shook silently against him.

Korra watched, waiting for the old jealousy to surface. It never came. Instead, she felt only relief and a need for protectiveness. "You can't stay here," she said, moving closer. "Come to Air Temple Island. You'll be safe."

"Thank you," Asami said, her voice thick. "I... I'd like that."

As they turned to leave the cavern, the weight of the day pressing down, Korra felt this shift as a solidification of an unbreakable team. She’d trust them with her life.

 


 

The low hum of jazz drifted from the old radio in the corner, with its cheerful tune strangely out of place. A smooth and upbeat voice cut through the static:

“Despite recent events, the Pro-bending Championship finale will proceed as scheduled tomorrow night. Tickets remain in high demand! Fans are eager to see who will take the title…”

Korra stood by the window, watching the city move below… wounded, restless. She could still hear the protests in her memory: the cries of non-benders demanding fairness and justice.

You’re our Avatar, too…

Yet in some districts, benders gathered around radios and shop windows, talking about the match as if nothing had changed.

In the wealthy parts pf the city, the only sound was excitement for the match, as if the voices were eager to forget.

It made her furious. So many could turn their backs, pretending none of it was happening and choosing entertainment over empathy.

Yet to concede this to Amon…

Mako stepped forward. “The arena’s still standing", he said in a certain voice. "They say the match is on. We should train.”

Bolin nodded. “People want something to hold onto… maybe seeing us fight gives them that. Or gives us that.”

Korra didn’t move. Her fists clenched at her sides.

“I know what it looks like,” she said. “Playing in that arena while the city’s still cracking beneath us. But if we walk away now…” She paused to look at the brothers. “It’s not just about the title,” she said, eyes fixed back on the skyline. “If we walk away now, we’re handing Amon the win.”

Outside, laughter spilled from a café, the was game being discussed louder than any protest. The unheard echoes of the shattered glasses and blood on the streets faded in the background.

The city was bleeding, but the show was going on.

 


 

Korra trained hard with Mako and Bolin in the pro-bending arena for the rest of the next day. She was pouring every drop of her frustration, doubt, and determination into each move. They drilled plays, tested reflexes, and sharpened instincts. Every hit was echoing louder than the last in the empty stadium.

By the time they finished, sweat clung to them like armor. Mako and Bolin breathlessly exchanged a fist bump.

“We’re ready,” Mako said.

“Let’s go eat. Asami’s waiting,” Bolin added with a grin.

Korra smiled faintly, but shook her head. “I’ll catch up later. Just need a minute.”

They nodded and left her there…alone in the silence of the arena. It wasn’t a surprise that the building was so quiet, since none of the teams came to train this late and close to the match. And with the given circumstances of public unrest…

The stands loomed like ghosts around her, still soaked in the energy of crowds that once cheered as if without knowing what was cracking beneath the surface. She made her way to the locker rooms, feeling the adrenaline fade.

After a long, scalding shower, she wrapped herself in a simple towel. Her muscles were heavy and her mind heavier still. The room was quiet, save for the soft drip of water and the hum of pipes. She stared at her reflection in the mirror. There was no armor, no title, no team… only Korra.

This would be nice, right? She stopped that train of thought before it could lead anywhere destructive.

She moved to her locker… but barely had time to breathe before a hand clamped over her mouth, yanking her back into the shadows of the locker room.

She tensed instantly, reaching for her bending; but a cold voice slid into her ear before she could move.

“Shhh,” it whispered. “Stay silent… or I signal my men to take the airbenders.”

Her heart slammed against her ribs. It always did at that voice and its calm, coiled threats.

Ah, there you are, she thought bitterly. 

She froze, towel clutched tight, water still dripping from her hair. She had no weapons or allies. It was just Amon behind her, and the weight of that one sentence, like a knife at her throat.

He didn’t need to fight her. Why, when he had leverage?

Korra’s breath steadied as her mind caught up with her fear. She didn’t startle… didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. Instead, a flicker of defiance lit behind her eyes as her voice cut through the dark.

“Lin has your Lieutenant, Amon. Captured.”

She felt his grip stiffen… just slightly.

“Thought you’d like to know. Oh, and we also captured Hiroshi and dismantled his mecha suits,” she added, as if twisting the blade.

When he didn’t answer the jabs thrown at him, her voice hardened. “Stop this lunacy, Amon. I’ll take back every institution you burn down or infiltrate. You can’t break this city by force.”

She turned in his grasp, eyes meeting the blank mask. Her towel almost slipped, but she didn’t care.

“You’re doing it the wrong way,” she said quietly; and anger and sadness tangled both in her voice. “You wanted justice. You wanted balance. So do I. But this is just another kind of tyranny.”

The silence between them thickened. She didn’t look away.

Amon let out a quiet humorless laugh.

“You think you won something with the police?” he said, with a steady and unnervingly calm voice. “You marched in, dramatic as ever. But by the time you stormed the gates, we had already taken what we needed.”

He leaned in slightly. “We have all their intel now… routes, surveillance networks, tactical protocols. There’s nothing the police can throw at us that we haven’t already prepared for.”

Korra’s stomach twisted, but she didn’t look away.

“And your big victory...” he added. “The Lieutenant is being freed as we speak. Don’t be so sure Sato will remain captured for long, as well.”

Then came his calculated bolt: “And when the public finds out that the nonbender police recruits, legally appointed, were banned overnight? They’ll be furious. It won’t help that you mistreated a widely loved nonbender, Hiroshi Sato himself. You just handed me the sympathy of thousands who believed in change.”

He stepped back slightly.

“You fight me thinking this is about power. But it’s about faith. And you just, finally, showed the people who you’ll protect when it comes down to a choice.”

For a brief, agonizing moment, Korra’s resolve faltered. She could feel the weight of his words sinking in. The guilt of the choices she’d already made… And the things she might lose. A few days ago, they’d shared a fragile alliance, one where he freed her and her friends from Tarrlok’s clutches. Back then, there was something, some thread of common ground she thought they could build on.

That felt much more right than now. As Amon stood before her, with those eyes of his mask colder than ever, she couldn't shake the feeling that there was another path. A path that didn’t have to end in war.

Even though, deep down, she gave herself an oath that she would end him if needed, with or without bending, she also knew the devastation it would bring. The destruction he was capable of starting. At what cost would she stop him?

Her breath quickened. Without thinking, she pulled him closer, her towel slipping further. The vulnerability of the moment wasn’t lost on her, but neither was the desperate need she felt to reach him.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice tight with emotion. “Work with me. Let’s find a peaceful solution… together. Like we did with the Council.”

She paused, meeting his eyes. “Please… I’m your Avatar, too.”

The words loomed between them, heavy with the weight of everything they both had lost and could still lose.

Amon’s hands settled on her waist. He pulled her closer, almost tenderly, like a lover. The proximity felt electric and dangerous, as if they were both teetering on the edge of something neither of them could fully understand. His unreadable and cold eyes never left hers, yet there was something in his gaze; almost intimate.

“I came here to warn you,” he said in a soft voice, but with a dark finality. “Don’t hold that Pro-bending finale tomorrow. Don’t come. You see it’s not just a game anymore.”

His breath brushed her ear as he spoke, and for a moment, Korra could almost feel the weight of his words sink deeper than the tension that had filled the air. It was a warning, a plea wrapped in threat.

“You’re walking into something you can’t control. The city can’t afford distractions right now—not with everything unraveling.”

The tension between them was unbearable, but Korra refused to look away. She wasn’t sure if she was more afraid of his threat or the part of her that still hoped there was a way for them to come together and fix it all.

“Please don’t do that,” Korra whispered, her voice breaking. “Don’t do something stupid.”

She was so close now; her breath was brushing the cold, smooth surface of his mask, just inches from the lips beneath. The silence between them hummed with something so heavy.

Amon’s voice was quiet, but it sliced through her. “Can you promise to give up the pro-bending match tomorrow?”

She stilled.

He knew she couldn’t.

She knew he wouldn’t give up his plan, either.

Neither of them could walk away from what they were built to carry. Neither him or her.

“There has to be another way,” Korra said desperately, the words cracking as a single tear slipped down her cheek. “One where both of us… leave our beliefs aside. Just for a moment. For the city.”

Her hand reached up to his face, slowly, trembling, and full of hope that felt too fragile to speak out loud. She held the sides of his head, gently, like she was trying to steady the storm between them.

And then, as the final plea left her lips, she kissed the mask. First its cheek, then where his lips would be.

She didn’t mean it as a way of seduction. It was a surrender and a wail for simpler life. Just a moment of impossible honesty from someone who had never been more herself than she was now.

Amon was unmoving.

He hadn’t expected honesty. He came armed with strategy, manipulation, the usual games of leverage and power. But what he found, the sincerity she gave, was something he wasn’t prepared for. It drowned out sincerity from him, too, and he had had to warn her away from the pro-bending match instead.

Her kiss lingered like truth. Unarmed and unhidden.

And for a moment, his breath caught behind the mask.

Almost reverently, slowly, he wrapped his arms around her. He let them slid along the curve of her back, warm against damp skin. Then he pressed his forehead to hers; mask to bare skin. She didn’t pull away.

In that fragile space between silence and breath, he closed his eyes.

He wished… deeply and achingly, that this could be enough. That the city didn’t depend on him. That he could stop now. Here, with her. That he could take off the mask, meet her kiss with his real lips, and not be the man he had become.

But it was too late. The movement was already in motion. His people believed in him. The city was listening. The world demanded help, and it was bigger than whatever was between him and this woman, no matter how godlike she was.

He gently slipped one hand below her towel. His and traced his fingers were tracing up her back.

“I’m sorry, Korra,” he whispered into her mouth. The words were trembling at the edge of what was sacred and broken.

He traced the chi point at the base of her spine. And then her breath hitched.

A soft flick of pressure, and she went unconscious and limp in his arms.

He held her for a moment longer, with his forehead still resting against hers. The world outside was pressing in again like a storm.

Then, still too aware of the tightness in his throat, he laid her down softly. As if she was something invaluable… and lost.

He walked away.

  



6. Chapter 6
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Korra jolted awake with a sharp gasp. The cold, hard edge of the locker room bench pressed painfully against her back, as her senses were flooding back.

Her towel had slipped halfway, her limbs were heavy and sore, her chi blocked and pulsing dully with each slow, aching breath. The room was silent and empty. The only sound was the faint hum of night birds outside and the pounding of her own heart.

She sat up with effort, every movement laced with a memory of betrayal.

He was gone… Of course he was.

She pressed a hand to her forehead, memories rushing back in fragments; his touch, his words, the kiss she gave to something hollow. And then, his whisper: “I’m sorry, Korra.”

…the gentle brush of his fingers across her back before everything went dark.

Her gut twisted. Forget the the chi blocking, it was from something more hurtful. She had believed, at least for a breath, that Amon might actually listen. That there could be peace.

From the very beginning, when he first led her through that abandoned factory and introduced its forgotten inhabitants, she kept reminding herself that he wasn’t to be trusted and he’d only use her in the end. She knew he’d eventually take her bending, and she’d be nothing, without any value to the world.

And yet, she let him in. She allowed herself to trust him. And deep down, it was obvious to her that it was only a matter of time before she got burned.

And now… Amon was planning an assault. During the pro-bending finale.

The realisation conquered her along with his betrayal. His message... Don’t come. She’d heard the warning. Now she knew what it meant.

She stood abruptly, grabbing her discarded clothes with shaking hands, barely managing to dress before storming out of the locker room, into the cold corridors of the arena.

Without hestitation, she ran.

First to Lin’s men, who were already on edge after the police reclamation. She reported everything she knew, the timing, the place, the threat. When they asked her how she knew, she lied she found evidence, hoping her Avatar title would let her slip.

What, was she supposed to admit she was kissing the public enemy number one when she found out?

Then she hurried to Air Temple Island, where the lights were dim, but Tenzin was still awake, meditating in silence until she burst in violently.

“The Equalists are going to hit the Pro-bending Arena. Tomorrow night. During the finale.”

She didn’t stop to rest. There was no time.

The game wasn’t just a distraction anymore. It was the next battlefield.

 


 

The next day arrived heavy with dread.

By late afternoon, the Pro-bending Arena was guarded heavier than the Council chambers. Lin’s metalbenders stood at every entrance, in their gleaming armors, with their eyes sharp behind visors. Tenzin’s Lotus guards patrolled the upper balconies and rafters, silently and unnoticed. Every spectator passed through security checkpoints, everyone in was overlooked and scanned.

And the stands were full.

Despite the huge risk and the Avatar’s warnings, the arena stakeholders and team owners had demanded the finale go on. The city needs this, they argued. A sense of normalcy. A distraction.

Korra had gotten a feel for how things worked around here by now; in reality it was all revolving around this bizarre thing called money.

If anything, the city’s chaos only made the crowd more ravenous for spectacle. They cheered louder than ever as the teams were announced, wilfully blind to the unrest beyond the arena walls, clinging to the illusion that everything was still fine, still fun.

It was easier to shout for their favourite team than face the protests outside or the tension of a civil war tightening around the city, like a noose.

 


 

The horn blared. So, the match began.

Korra, Mako, and Bolin moved like a single force, in tight formations. They countered sharply, and it showed practiced instinct that was honed over countless matches. But across from them, Tahno and the Wolfbats came out like predators. They were aggressive, calculated, and overall mean.

Something felt off.

It wasn’t just their speed… it was the way they got away with everything.

It started with elbows to the throat. Then the water whips after the buzzer. Cheap shots just out of the judge’s line of sight, except he had seen them. Everyone had. And still, nothing.

Bolin took a rock to the ribs after the round ended, and no whistle was sounded.

Mako was nearly knocked off the platform by a two-on-one rush, yet no call.

Korra’s arms almost flared with fire as she blocked Tahno’s strike, fury simmering just under her breath. She could feel the injustice burning hotter than the match itself.

The judge didn’t even hide his bias; glancing at the Wolfbats after every point, nodding once, then signaling in their favor.

Korra knew it then: the tonight’s match was never meant to be fair.

Point by point, they were cornered, overwhelmed, outnumbered by the officials as much as the opponents. And when the final buzzer rang, the Wolfbats stood smug in victory, soaked in cheers they hadn’t earned.

Korra stood at the center of the ring, angry, chest heaving, with her eyes locked on the judge. She felt all her rage coil tight in her chest.

Just as the Wolfbats raised their arms to claim their hollow victory, the arena lights flickered. A strange silence rippled through the crowd, all the confusion was starting to turn into unease.

Then she heard an unbearably loud crash.

The glass ceiling shattered.

Shards rained down like frozen lightning as the Equalists descended on ropes from a looming airship overhead. Its shadow was stretching across the entire arena dome. In a moment, chaos followed.

Gas canisters hit the stands first with hissing clouds that sent spectators screaming and scrambling for exits. Equalists landed with precision, with shock gloves already drawn, swarming the arena floor and perimeter. The judges scattered. The announcer's voice cracked off mid-sentence.

Korra threw up a fire shield instinctively, pushing back a wave of the smoke. Her heart sank. He'd told her not to come.

And now here they were.

Amon stepped into view at the center of it all, calm amid the chaos, flanked by guards. His mask gleamed under the arena lights, as he silently proclaimed the game over.

And that the real fight had just begun.

As the Equalists made chaos in the arena, Korra’s gaze instinctively snapped to the crowd. Among the chaos, something wasn’t right.

At first, it was just a flicker in the stands. Then, as the Equalists tightened their grip on the floor, it became clear: figures in the crowd, dressed in simple clothing but with bandanas covering their faces, stood up all around the arena. Their hands twitched.

No…

Korra’s stomach dropped as she saw them slip something from beneath their seats. Shock gloves, identical to the ones used by the Equalist enforcers. It was too quick for anyone to stop them.

They surged forward in perfect synchrony, while their hands crackled with energy. She saw them strike at the unsuspecting police, who had their backs turned in the frenzy, trying to evacuate as many bystanders as possible. One by one, the officers crumpled, falling to the ground unconscious as their bodies convulsed from the electric jolts. Even the Lotus guards were subdued, and they were supposed to be unseen.

Lin and Tenzin were surrounded before they could even react. Korra’s heart pounded as she saw them both go down… Lin fell to her knees, her face twisted in shock, and Tenzin hit the floor with a painful thud. The masked assailants in the stands were systematically disabling the people who could have fought back.

No one had seen it coming; that the Equalists had infiltrated not just the arena, but the crowd itself. They’d planted the shock gloves ahead of time, disguised as ordinary spectators. Even with all the security, they'd found a way in.

Korra’s fists clenched as frustration was rising in her chest. How?

As the last of the officers fell, the masked figures in the stands stood tall, holding the arena in their grip. Korra’s blood boiled.

Just as she moved to rush toward Tenzin, a flash of movement cut across the platform. One of the Equalists detonated a flash bomb on the main platform. The shock sent her stumbling, just long enough for the assault to begin.

Other Equalists vaulted over the arena walls, heading straight for the Wolfbats. Tahno’s smug smirk vanished the instant he realized this wasn’t part of the show.

“Hey—get back!” he barked, waterbending a whip at the nearest attacker.

It was too slow.

One Equalist dodged low, slid beneath the strike, and slammed a shock glove into his knee. Tahno screamed and collapsed. His teammates fared no better; without a referee to protect them, their polished technique fell apart under real combat. They were showmen, not soldiers.

The Equalists moved like they owned the place, efficient and ruthless. They evaded all of the pro-benders’ attacks easily. One after another, the Wolfbats were dropped to the mat.

Korra turned, only to find herself surrounded. Mako fired off arcs of lightning, Bolin hurled chunks of rock… but there were too many.

A shock blast caught Mako in the ribs. Bolin was dragged down by two Equalists. And before Korra could reach them—

A shock rod struck her side. She reeled.

Another hit. She stumbled backward, then a hard boot slammed into her chest, sending her flying.

The three of them were hurled over the arena’s edge.

They plunged into the cold water below.

Darkness swallowed them for a moment, then the Equalists dropped ropes down, fast and calculated. They weren’t here to drown them.

They were here to make a spectacle.

Before they could recover, the ropes looped around their limbs. Korra tried to firebend, but the water soaked her strength and focus. Bolin struggled, Mako growled curses through his teeth, but the Equalists were faster.

They were hoisted up, soaked and breathless, toward the underside of the podium, a thick metal pillar that supported the structure. One by one, they were tied to it, bound, suspended and helpless.

From above, the sound of panic had shifted into terrified silence.

Korra twisted in her restraints, heart pounding. She looked up, past the wooden beams and steel, just in time to see Amon step into the spotlight of the ruined arena.

And Tahno was now standing again, eyes wide and teeth clenched, as he stared back at Amon.

“You want a fight?” he sneered, slipping into a stance. “Come and get it, freak.”

Amon didn’t reply.

He advanced, calmly and quietly, like a predator. Every step was calculated. His boots didn’t even echo on the ruined podium floor. His hands stayed behind his back, watching Tahno circle, waiting for the moment to strike.

Tahno attacked first; he slashed water blades, he really was fast and enraged. The crowd gasped, still held hostage by fear and the gloved, masked, infiltrators.

Yet, Amon sidestepped every strike with surgical grace, gliding between torrents as if he could see the attacks before they happened. Not once did he flinch. Not once did he raise a hand. He let Tahno exhaust himself, until the bender’s arms dropped an inch too low, his breathing a second too late.

Only then he stepped in.

In a blink, Tahno was down, disarmed, disoriented, and on his knees.

“Please,” he gasped, pain etched into his voice. “I’ll give you anything. The trophy… anything.”

Korra, bound and suspended beneath the arena, clenched her jaw now. He’s not after your trophy, you fool.

She remembered the first time she’d felt a cold, unshakable fear of Amon and his followers — the rallies; the shattered gangsters limping away after the Equalists were finished with them. But worse still was the memory of Tarrlok’s scream, raw and animal, when Amon’s hand touched him. The sound still haunted her dreams.

He’s after your bending.

Amon crouched before Tahno, silently.

Then, with ceremonial calm, he raised his hand and placed his thumb squarely on Tahno’s forehead.

“Just don’t take my bending,” Tahno begged.

But in a heartbeat, it was done.

Tahno’s body jerked, then slackened, like a puppet whose strings had been cut. He collapsed, limbs limp, mouth parted in disbelief. The crowd gasped in horror. No one dared move.

The Wolfbats, what remained of them, were dragged across the floor like refuse. Equalists heaved their unconscious bodies over the edge, into the same water Korra and the boys had been tossed into minutes earlier.

Then came the final hit.

Equalists along the arena’s edge unfurled massive banners; red and black flags that dropped like guillotines. The insignia of their revolution now draped the stadium, swallowing every inch of once-proud space in symbolism.

Korra felt it as a statement, as a declaration of power.

The Pro-Bending Arena, once the symbol of benders, now belonged to Amon.

He stepped back into the center of the arena, as the chaos around him was slowly falling into silence. The microphone in his hand crackled, then amplified his unwavering voice across the shocked, frozen stands.

“I believe I have your attention now,” he began. “Once again, the Wolfbats are your Pro-Bending champions. How fitting that you would celebrate three bullies who cheated their way to victory.”

Gasps rippled through the audience. The stunned silence gave way to a new kind of fear, one that whispered that none of this was for show, but a beginning of something new.

Below the arena, bound to the pillar beneath the platform, Korra thrashed against her restraints. Wet hair clung to her face and she felt weak. Her muscles ached. But it was her heart that was breaking. The war was starting on the streets and Amon made such a huge public appearance, taking a champion’s bending in front of everyone.

This is it, she thought. This is the night the war begins.

She’d warned them. She’d told Lin and Tenzin. She had known this arena would be hijacked. She had felt it was a beginning of the end in Amon’s voice… and in his touch, when he rendered her unconscious hours ago.

And now, he was making his grand play.

His voice returned, louder then her chaotic thoughts, steady and resonant, sweeping across the hushed crowd like a storm:

“…because every day, you benders threaten and abuse your fellow non-bending citizens.” He let the words hang. “Just like the Wolfbats did to their opponents tonight.”

Korra froze as she felt that sting in her gut. The way his tone shifted, the faint weight behind his next breath. She couldn’t see him from this angle, but she felt it.

He was looking for her, as if the arena and the thousands of eyes didn’t matter.

Amon then continued, with his voice reverberating through the arena like a darkened gavel of judgment.

“Those men were supposedly the best in the bending world. And yet—”

He raised his gloved hand slowly, theatrically.

“—it only took a few moments for me to cleanse them of their impurity.”

Those words landed like a thunderclap.

Gasps, murmurs, the distant wail of a siren somewhere outside the arena was heard.

His voice was voice even sharper now, accusatory.

“As you cheer for this barbaric display of bending, the streets outside burn with cries for justice you refuse to hear. Just yesterday, the police banished non-bender officers from their ranks.”

Those were Equalist infiltrators, you lying snake, Korra hissed.

“…Brave men and women who risked their lives for this city, erased overnight.” The silence hung heavy with tension. “Simply because they didn’t bend.”

The crowd stirred as unease rippled in waves.

“You supported Councilman Tarrlok’s regime, detentions and raids... The task force suffocated our streets as non-benders were shackled for daring to speak out. Chief Saikhan still remains second in command, despite enforcing a curfew and locking down his own non-bending citizens.” Korra looked at the unconscious Lin. It was a grave oversight on their part. If they survived this madness, Chief Saikhan would have a lot to answer for.

Amon’s harsh voice snapped her back from her thoughts. “…the university? Professors and deans now demand bending qualifications for their students. Non-bender youth, eager to learn, are denied an education. Any establishment supporting this will burn, just as the halls of the Republic University.”

His voice never broke as paced the floor.

“You stay silent while the non-benders’ right to exist in any institution—police, athletics, education, politics—is taken away from them.”

From the shadows below, Korra stared up at him, heart pounding. The truth in his words stung. Even with her help pushing for changes in the Council, it was too little and too late, it seemed insignificant against the tide of everything already set in motion. She had seen the fear herself. And now it was turning into a war.

“Let this be a warning to all of you benders out there,” Amon said, stopping at centre stage once more. “If any of you stand in my way…”

He lifted his arm slowly.

“…you will meet the same fate as your pro-bending champions.”

He dropped his hand like issuing a verdict. Voices of the crowds grew louder in the concerned stands.

“…Now, to my followers.” His voice shifted, no longer a warning to the benders. “For years, Equalists have been forced to hide in the shadow. But now, we have the numbers and strength to create a new Republic City!”

Below, Korra’s fists tightened against the ropes that bound her.

He wasn’t lurking in the shadows anymore. He was stepping into history, reshaping it in front of their eyes.

Everything changes now, Korra hopelessly wailed.

“How are we gonna get out of here?” Mako muttered, straining against the ropes that tied them to the pillar beneath the arena.

Korra didn’t answer, she was lost as her eyes were still locked on the podium above, where Amon’s voice echoed through the arena.

Then Bolin’s face lit up.

“Pabu!”

The tiny fire ferret paddled through the water toward them, ears perked and eyes wide.

“Come here, buddy!” Bolin whispered, urgently splashing. “C’mon, you’ve got this.”

Mako raised a brow. “You think he’s gonna untie us?”

“No,” Bolin said, grinning. “He’s gonna chew us outta this.”

He held up the ropes for Pabu, who tilted his head, utterly confused, until Bolin mimed a little bite.

“Stop fooling around”, Mako snapped, his patience wearing thin.

“I’m not”, Bolin shot back, “I’m trying to save us.”

Understanding sparked in the ferret’s eyes, and he scrambled up Bolin’s shoulders, gnawing at the bindings with small, frantic chomps.

Above them, Amon’s voice continued like a funeral dirge for the old world. “…the current tyrannical bending regime will be replaced….”

As if having his fingers in the new Council wasn’t enough, Korra muttered to herself.

The ropes began to loosen. Pabu worked faster.

“…no longer be afraid! It’s time to take back our city.”

Korra felt the fibers snapping and the pressure lifting from her slowly.

“Good job, Pabu, just a bit more,” she whispered.

Amon’s voice continued from above, clear and commanding.

“For centuries, benders have possessed an unnatural advantage over ordinary people,” he declared. “But thankfully, modern technology has provided us a way to even out the play field. Now, anyone can hold the power of a chi-blocker in their hand. My followers and I will not rest untill entire city achieves equality. And once that goal is achieved—” he raised a fist and his voice— “we will equalize the rest of the world. The revolution has begun!”

Korra’s heart pounded. He’s delusional. This isn’t a revolution… it’s an all-out war against the entire world.

She had predicted Amon would use this night to make speeches and stir crowds, but this scale, and the show, it was madness.

Her mind raced. I have to isolate him, just as I planned before the tourney.

If she could separate him from his followers, just for a moment, he’d be vulnerable. This couldn’t turn into a war of factions. Tonight, she had to end him, as he’d gone too far, and she was done pretending there was any humanity left in him. All he’d done since their first meeting was deceive her; layer upon layer of charm, lies, and half-truths, until she could no longer tell where the man ended and the mask began. She had to move fast.

In that moment thick ropes began to drop from the Equalist airships above again, unraveling like vines from the sky.

Then came the explosions; bays of the ships were open now, dropping compact bombs onto the arena podium with thunderous force.

Flames erupted, metal cracked, and the once-pristine battleground of sport was reduced to chaos and rubble. The Equalists were making their point, with fire and terror.

Below the arena, Korra, Mako, and Bolin flinched as dust and debris rained down.

Pabu squeaked in terror, pausing as the water rippled from the shock.

“Go on, buddy!” Bolin urged, his voice tight with urgency. His teeth clicked in encouragement. “You’re almost there!”

Pabu hesitated, trembling, but then pressed on, climbing the pillar where the ropes still bound them. His tiny teeth worked furiously at the knots.

Above them, Equalists were already zipping upward on the ropes, retreating into the zeppelins like shadows disappearing into the sky, as the explosions raged on. The war drums had sounded, the curtain had lifted; and this was no longer a performance.

With one last Pabu’s tug, the ropes came loose. “Yes! Great job buddy”, Bolin exclaimed, as they were free.

Korra wasted no time. She froze the water in front of her feet to give her instant rebound.

“I’m going after Amon!” she called out over her shoulder, eyes locked on the airship above.

“Be careful!” Mako and Bolin’s voices echoed faintly behind her.

She dove beneath the surface, gathering momentum like a coiled spring. Then, with a surge of breath and bending willpower, Korra shot upward. The frozen base cracked into a spiralling water vortex around her. The column surged like a storm-tossed geyser, lifting her high into the sky…closer to the enemy, closer to the man who just declared a war.

Determined, she refused to let him get away that easily.

 


 

She leaped through the air as Amon glided up the zip line. Gritting her teeth, she summoned all her strength and almost reached him. Her fingers even brushed the edge of his metal cable, but gravity won, and she started falling. Her heart sank, as her eyes were still locked on him. He slipped through her fingers.

Just as Korra plummeted down, sudden metal cables whipped around her torso.

Lin, Korra instinctively knew. She’s recovered!

"I’ve got you!" Lin grunted, battered but not beaten, using all her strength to swing Korra like a pendulum and hurl her upward with a powerful flick of her cables. 

Korra almost laughed as she soared up, and the wind roared in her ears. This time, she grabbed the zipline with both hands, swinging hard before pulling herself up. 

Amon glanced back, and his eyes showed his calm demeanor shift for a second.

Korra was fueled by fury, as she kicked off the cable, using firebending to propel herself at him in a final, desperate tackle. 

They crashed onto the airship’s boarding ramp, with flames beaming right after them. The stumble made Amon’s mask almost crack as they skidded across the metal grating. 

Amon twisted beneath her, his hands seizing her wrists just as she pinned him down. They wrestled for control, rolling over the grating, their breath coming hard and fast between them. Sparks flew from Korra’s fists as she tried to summon more fire, but Amon was quicker as he knocked her hands aside, only for Korra to wrench free and shove him against the railing.

For a heartbeat, they froze… faces inches apart and eyes locked. His hand lingered at her waist, and her breath hitched against his masked lips. The memory of their last kiss burned between them, raw and unspoken.

A sudden shout echoed behind them as Equalists poured onto the ramp, bolting toward the scuffle.

Without thinking, Korra grabbed the collar of Amon’s uniform, yanking him and dragging him back against her. She pressed a fist crackling with fire against his side.

"Move and I'll roast you," she snarled into his ear.

For the first time, Amon hesitated.

The Equalists skidded to a halt, confused by the sight of their leader in Korra’s grip.

"Back off," she barked, tightening her hold. "Unless you want your fearless leader fried."

Uncertainty flickered among the Equalists. They backed away slowly, murmuring among themselves.

Seizing the moment, Korra kicked Amon’s legs out from under him and shoved open a maintenance hatch at the side of the ramp. They tumbled through together, crashing to the floor inside. In the chaos, Korra managed to slam the hatch shut with her foot, quickly locking it with a swift motion before Amon could react. The harsh clang of the lock echoed in the cramped space as they landed in a deserted corridor, dimly lit and vibrating faintly with the rumble of the airship’s engines. For a second, neither moved, they just breathed in shared breaths, their chests rising and falling against each other as their bodies still pressed close from the fall. It was a hard hit and the impact still rattled in Korra’s bones.

Before she could recover, Amon was on her, swift and merciless. He drove one knee into her, anchoring her to the ground, while his hands seized hers once again, slamming them against the cold, unyielding metal floor. The chill bit into her skin, but it was nothing compared to the burning fury in his grip. His weight pressed her down, leaving no room to twist away and no space to breathe.

He shifted his knee between her thighs, and her back pressed painfully against the floor. She tried shifting but it only brought her hips closer to his. The contact made her immediately out of breath, as it was too charged and unyielding. He didn’t move away. If anything, his grip on her arms tightened.

But not to fight, it seemed. As if something heavier was anchoring him there, unwilling to let go. His gaze slowly flicked over her face and lingered on her lips.

A sharp shuffle of boots echoed from around the corner. Amon's head snapped up, senses flaring, as the shadow of a uniformed subordinate flickered at the mouth of the corridor. Korra knew it would be very inconvenient for Amon to be caught in such a compromising position with the Avatar. So, without a word, he seized her, hauling her into the shadows behind a stack of heavy metal crates, at the edge of the maintenance room.

The space was brutally tight. Amon shoved her into the narrow gap first, following a breath later, his body crowding hers completely. He pressed into her, pinning her completely against the cold wall. His chest molded against her back, every line of him felt hard and inescapable. His arm slid low around her waist, suffocating. It took her breath instantly, and he yanked her tighter. His fingers splayed wide against her ribs, almost possessively. The whole length of him was searing against her, his breath blazingly hot on her neck. Her heart stumbled into a frantic rhythm, not just from the chase or the danger, but from the unmistakable press of his body.

His hand clamped over her mouth just as the subordinate stepped into view. The molten awareness of him drove her over the edge; how close he was, how tense every muscle in his body had gone to keep them hidden, and how his body practically caged hers. She felt too much… everything he was holding back before.

The Equalist paused, a mere few feet away, muttering something under his breath.

Korra barely dared to breathe. Every shift of Amon’s chest against her back, every shallow pull of his breath, vibrated through her. His hand was firm over her mouth, and the roughness of his skin was grazing her jaw. It should have made her furious, but all she could feel was the heat surging low in her, or the tremor racing through her limbs. Seconds dragged like lifetimes.

Finally, the clatter of boots faded, the soldier moved on down another passage, unaware of the storm he had almost stumbled upon. Heavy thud of doors sliding shut echoed faintly after him, sealing their intruder away.

Amon didn’t move immediately. His head lowered slightly, as he slowly exhaled against her ear, sending with it a shiver down her spine. His fingers slackened over her mouth, but he didn’t pull away. If anything, his body seemed to be locked even closer to hers, as if something inside him, some monstrous, forbidden instinct, was winning.

Korra turned her head just slightly, enough to catch a glimpse of his masked face from the corner of her eye. Her wild and confused heart hammered in her chest. She should break away and fight. But instead, she froze, trapped in the magnetic pull of him, and the sensual way her breath brushed against his palm.

Amon’s hand slid from her mouth, trailing down the side of her face. The touch sent a blaze of sensation in its wake. His fingers lingered at her throat, and in that breathless pocket of time, the line between hatred and hunger dissolved completely.

Then his hand dropped away completely.

He stepped back, leaving a yawning space where his heat had been. Korra, shaking, wondered how she had endured it without falling apart.

For a heartbeat, she stood frozen, as every nerve in her body still thrummed with the ghost of his touch and the echo of everything she refused to feel.

Move, she told herself.

With stiff legs, she forced herself forward, stepping out of the narrow space where they had been pressed so close. The world outside of that confined space felt overwhelming, vast and harsh but at least it was real, not some charged dream she couldn't wake from. Korra kept her glare on his mask.

"You never make it easy," Amon muttered, mocking edge curling beneath his rough whisper, sounding amused even through the mask. As if her defiance only entertained him. And as if the charge that had just happened between them was something worth laughing.

Something inside Korra snapped. He’s acting like he’s not taking any of this seriously.

"You think this is a game?" she snarled. Fury boiled, from the war he had unleashed on her city and her people… and from his betrayals. Her fists erupted in fire, and the pipes along the maintenance room shuddered as water burst free, swirling around her in a violent halo.

Amon straightened, tilting his head in an almost lazy, mocking gesture. "You’re radiant when you're angry," he said, voice dripping with insolence.

Korra roared and hurled a torrent of fire at him. He sidestepped easily, the flames scorching the wall behind him. She lashed out again, this time with a slicing whip of water. He ducked it, letting the water snap harmlessly overhead.

Every strike only seemed to amuse him more.

"You’re predictable, Avatar," he said, circling her like a wolf hawk stalking prey. "Passionate. Wild. Beautifully reckless."

"Shut up!" she screamed, sending a jet of fire straight at his feet. He backflipped over it with ridiculous ease, landing with a smug little bow that made her blood boil even hotter.

She charged, bending fire and water together into a blazing spiral, but he caught her wrist mid-spin, using her own momentum to sweep her off balance. Before she could recover, he caught her other hand too. Annoyingly, his movements were fluid and merciless.

In one smooth motion, Amon twisted both of her arms behind her back, locking them firmly in his grip. The angle was uncomfortable, her shoulders straining as he forced her closer, her chest brushed his as she struggled.

Korra gritted her teeth, furious at the way he controlled the fight, again, without even breaking a sweat. His grip was like iron, unyielding, and no matter how she twisted or bucked, he held her fast.

His mask was inches from her face, and she could feel the steady, maddening calm radiating off him.

"You never learn," he said, his voice low, infuriatingly amused. "You’re strong, but anger makes you sloppy."

She struggled furiously to fight harder, rage flaring in her gut, “You betrayed everything!"

For a moment, she saw something behind his mask…Is that regret? It was gone as quickly as it came. He leaned in closer, the air between them hot and tense.

"I betrayed no one," he said softly, almost like it was a private confession just for her. "The revolution was bound to start like this from the very beginning."

“It’s a war!” Korra spat a fireball right at his face, but he jerked his head back just in time.

He leaned back in, not afraid of her bending. "This is the end," he breathed against her ear. His voice was just a low whisper in the dark. "You can choose your side of history, Avatar. Will you keep standing with the oppressors—" his mask brushed her singed hair, "or will you join my revolution?"

Korra glared up at him, as her heart pounded against her ribs.

"I could teach you so much," he added, his voice dripping like honey, making her skin crawl at once. "You have no idea what you’re capable of."

Korra bared her teeth in a snarl. "I’d rather die, than join you. You delusional, power-hungry terrorist freak,” she spat. Somewhere in the deeper parts of her mind, she registered the faint, rhythmic thuds from above. Like a sound of boots pounding, metal groaning… but she shoved it aside, locked fully onto him. "I tried to find another way…”, she said, her voice cracking under the weight of it. She almost choked on the words. Since when had simply speaking to him become so painful? “I tried to believe in you… and you threw it all away." The pounding grew louder, crashes from above made the walls vibrate slightly, but she barely noticed as rage and heartbreak twisted inside her. “I swear," she hissed, glaring up at him through blurred vision, "even if it costs me my life, I'll be the one to end you."

This time she saw it clearly, a flicker of hurt in his pale eyes for a split second, before his expression hardened again. His hand, still holding her, trembled as it curled slowly into her wrist. The heat between them shifted… now colder and harsher.

A sudden loud clanging sounded above them, and snapped them back to where they were. There was the screech of metal straining, someone was forcing the locked hatch. Before either of them could react, the hatch burst open with a violent crack, along with a rush of noise and light pouring in from above.

Equalists poured in, with weapons raised, clattering against the grating. The moment shattered.

Amon’s hand held onto her wrist for half a second before he let go, as if reluctant. He straightened, towering over her.

One of the Equalists stepped forward, bowing slightly. "Sir! What should we do with her? Should we cuff her?"

Amon looked at Korra, and for the briefest moment, his posture tightened, but quickly he was back to being cold and distant.

"Drop her into the arena," he said, his voice cutting clean and sharp.

There was a beat of stunned silence among the Equalists. Even they seemed taken aback because he wouldn’t bind her and throw her into a cell.

She’d just be dropped into the heart of whatever waited below.

Korra stared up at him, barely masking her shock.

So that's it, she thought bitterly, just like that, you'll kill me.

Amon moved and turned away, leaving her to the hands of his men.

Korra dug her nails into her palms as they seized her arms. Fury and heartbreak swirled inside her, twin fires that refused to die.

The Equalists took her and dragged her up to the edge of the airship hatch.

One gave a rough shove.

Korra fell.

For a few sickening moments, she didn’t fight it. She just let herself plummet, a hollow ache swallowing her whole. What was the point? She had lost… again. She felt betrayed, outsmarted and used as the vast, echoing arena yawned below her. At the bottom was the deep pool, cold and metallic under the dim light.

But as the wind tore past her, something flared to life inside her. He had no chance to chi-block her. Or he didn’t want to? It was the stubborn, defiant spark in her. She remembered how easily her anger had blinded her above, how she'd recklessly played right into his hands, even if she thought she would isolate him and fight him alone. As she had already seen, fighting him demanded more than just strength, it demanded focus, patience, and precision. Every moment, move and breath had to be calculated and measured with care. Those were the reasons why she succeeded in freeing the university and the police. But things between her and her enemy were…drastically different now. It was harder than ever to resist the pull of the storm churning inside her.

She had fallen for this trap too many times before.

No more.

Teeth gritted, she reached out with her bending, feeling the water surge from the pool below. She shaped it into a cushion, ready to catch her fall and launch herself back up with a blast of fire—

But before she could even finish the motion, a whiplike metallic cable snapped through the air and wrapped tightly around her waist, jerking her to a halt.

She looked up. Relief hit Korra like a crashing wave. Someone had her. It was Lin again.

With controlled strength, Lin started reeling her in, pulling Korra and herself to safety. Korra’s boots skimmed the air as Lin guided her to the solid surface of the arena's domed roof.

"Thanks," Korra croaked, chest heaving.

Lin caught her elbow to steady her. For a beat, Lin's steel-gray eyes studied her. She saw not just the physical exhaustion, but something heavier weighing down the Avatar.

"No worries, kiddo," Lin said quietly, her voice gruff but strangely gentle.

Korra managed a tired smile, swallowing down the knot in her throat.

She wasn’t alone, she reminded herself.

She was still catching her breath when Lin’s voice cut through the silence. "Tenzin and the others drove off the Equalists," Lin said, her tone low but urgent. "Seems they managed to free that Lieutenant of Amon’s last night. But we succeeded in deflecting him, as well."

Korra blinked, it all sinking in like sunlight after a long storm.“Everyone’s safe?" she rasped in relief.

Lin gave a short nod. "For now. They're regrouping below. Amon's men were ordered to retreat once his show was over — but we're not out of this yet."

Korra exhaled a shaky breath.

“We’ll deal with them somehow, Korra”, Lin said as she squeezed Korra’s shoulder. Korra finally felt some of the crushing weight inside her ease. Lin’s steady presence and the knowledge that Tenzin and the others were still standing, it lit something new inside her. Hope.

She straightened her back, and looked up. It was time to chart her next move in this war.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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7. Chapter 7


    
    “You’re solid gold, I’ll see you in hell.” - QOTSA


A chaotic urgency buzzed in the air of the next evening, and it went beyond the usual Republic City’s disorder. Under the guise of her cover, Korra weaved through the crowded streets. Her eyes were darting toward the quieter alleys and backroads where she was looking for any kind of hidden trouble. Tension hung thick, as everyone knew the war had just begun.

There were no open attacks today, nothing like yesterday’s hijacking of the Pro-Bending Arena, but few were willing to stick around to see what Amon would do next. Korra spotted shopkeepers hurriedly packing up their goods, hauling them toward the city’s outskirts. Countless families were crammed into wagons, with their belongings piled high, all rushing for the exits.

A sudden explosion thundered in the distance. Korra saw flash of light flaring up behind the rooftops. The sharp, bitter scent of burning reached her nose and it felt immediate. She tensed, letting the smell guide her as she raced toward the blast.

It turned out to be a clash between a group of bending gang members trying to flee the city and a dozen Equalists who had anticipated their escape. The gang members were quickly overwhelmed, left groaning and scattered across the street, while the Equalists tied them and picked them up in their vans. Some of the chi-blockers retreated back into the shadows, disappearing as swiftly as they had come.

Korra narrowed her eyes, spotting a group of them rushing to their sleek black motorcycles. She heard engines grow, as they laced through the debris-strewn streets. They were leaving behind only a trail of dust and the acrid bite of exhaust. Without hesitation, Korra sprinted after them, vaulting over the fallen chunks of buildings and dodging smoldering wreckage. She wasn't about to let them slip away.

Tonight, she was going to find out exactly what Amon’s next move was.

Staying low and fast, she followed the winding trail of roaring engines and fading tire marks deeper into the city’s underbelly.

 


 

Korra trailed the Equalists through the twisting backstreets until she caught sight of them vanishing into a hidden tunnel entrance. It was tucked behind a crumbling warehouse. Without wasting a second, she sprinted toward it.

The entrance was narrow, barely a crack in the wall. However, she managed to squeeze through. Her boots skidded slightly on the damp concrete.

The stale, cold air of the underground tunnels hit her immediately. She pressed forward, keeping low and silent. The distant echoes of motorcycle engines guided her deeper into the darkness.

The tunnel gradually narrowed, squeezing down into cramped corridors where even motorcycles couldn't pass. Korra slowed her pace, adjusting her footing to move more silently across the uneven floor. The walls closed in around her, and the air was heavy with the smell of wet stone and oil. Every step echoed faintly, but she pressed on, while her ears strained for the sound of the retreating Equalists.

As she turned a sharp corner, a hand shot out of the darkness, grabbing her arm in a hard grip. She staggered slightly, instinctively shifting her weight to stay balanced.

A voice hissed behind her, lowly and suspiciously: "What's an intruder doing here?"

But he didn't know he was holding an Avatar who’d spent her entire life training.

Before the man could tighten his hold, Korra drove her elbow back hard into his gut. The air rushed out of him in a pained grunt, and he doubled over.

Moving quickly, she twisted free, spun around, and subdued him in a fluid, silent motion. She pressed him against the wall until he slid down, unconsciously.

Working quickly, Korra stripped off his Equalist uniform and pulled it on over her own clothes. It was a little tight, but it would help her blend in just long enough to get deeper inside. Making no sound, she adjusted the mask over her face and moved on, deeper into the heart of the enemy’s lair.

 


 

Amon’s office was silent, save for the low hum of ventilation shafts deep underground. A single dim light illuminated the room, casting long shadows across the large map of Republic City spread across his desk.

He stood over it, with his hands clasped behind his back. His masked face was tilted down, studying the bay and the tangled web of streets leading to the port and its shipyards.

He should be planning. Strategizing.

Instead, all he could see was her.

The memory slipped, unbidden, into his mind.

Moonlight on water. Korra, bare and unguarded, wading into the shallows. He had been there to scout, and threaten her for her insolence, not to linger. But then she turned, and droplets slid down her collarbone, and for the first time in years, Amon forgot his own rhetoric.

“You’re staring”, Korra in his mind teased."You’re careless," he’d replied. But his pulse had been a traitor. 

He pushed the thought away, but his mind betrayed him soon again, dragging him somewhere worse, to her locker room.

It was still a hazy memory, but he faintly remembered the steam, the scent of salt, soap, and Korra, wrapped in nothing but a towel. Her skin was still flushed from battle. She’d stepped into his space, bold as fire, and pressed her lips to his mask. A kiss was meant to confess, yet it burned like devotion.

“Do you feel anything under there?" he’d heard her thoughts. 

He left before she could know his answer. 

Now alone in the dark, Amon dragged a gloved hand down his face. The leather scraped, the sleeves were constricting, and restraining. Frustrated, he ripped the gloves off, hurled them onto a distant chair, and shoved his sleeves up his forearms.

Pathetic.

He sighed as he paced the length of the room. Shadows curled against the cold walls like smoke. Rest didn’t come, it couldn’t.

Her scent was still haunting him, and certainly the memory of her heat against his mask, which was seared into his nerves, wasn't helping.

Amon clenched his jaw, tried to focus on the maps, the plans and the revolution that had consumed his life. Everything was finally set in motion.

But the parchment blurred. His fingers tightened.

He needed to see her again. But not across a battlefield, or in political discourse... he needed her close enough to smell that blend of fury and defiance. To see if she'd still press her lips to his mask. He wanted to feel the heat of her skin under his hands. He wanted to kiss her back, not through a barrier - as a symbol, but as a man, unmasked. He wondered if he’d still feel something break inside him.

This was dangerous.

He couldn’t let himself be fooled with desire, as there was no room for indulgence in revolution.

He was mad at himself. His mind, once a weapon sharper than any blade, now betrayed him with thoughts that scraped against his resolve. Thoughts of her; wild, defiant, glowing with the chaos.

The greatest revolutionary of his age, undone by a mere girl.

Years of planning, carefully orchestrated, destroyed by her — so much younger, and so inexperienced. Yet she was more reckless than he ever imagined. She was everything he hadn't anticipated.

He hated her for it. He loathed what she stood for.

He loathed that she intrigued him more than any victory.

She had to be stopped. That was the only truth. The world was counting on him. From the grand perspective it was absolutely irrelevant that beneath that duty something shameful and dark pulsed.

If he wanted her, if he truly wanted to touch the fire and quench the thirst, it could only happen one way.

He would have to take everything from her. Strip her of her bending. Strip her of her strength.

Only then, when she was laid bare and the world finally knew the Avatar was no god, could he allow himself to look her in the eyes again.

Only then, maybe, could he allow himself to feel.

 


 

The Equalist compound was a dark, underground maze. Korra did her best to move like a ghost, and as a result her stolen uniform was getting damp and too tight. 

Just get in. Get his plans. Get out.

But she couldn’t soothe the riot in her thoughts.

She reminisced about that night he stalked out of the shadows when she took a bath in the bay under the moonlight. She’d known he was watching. And she’d let him ache as she grinned under the moonlight, stretching just to see if his breath would catch. It did.

She remembered how his mask was cold under her lips, in the arena locker room. She thought about how his hands had flexed at his sides, like he wanted to crush her closer. And worse was that she’d wanted him to.

Now, pressed against a corridor wall, Korra's breath was hard. He was a monster. A zealot. A man who’d drop her from the sky without hesitation. And start a war without a second thought.

So why did she dream of his hands on her hips? His teeth on her throat? 

She snarled at herself.

Focus, idiot.

Korra moved and slipped through the corrido. The stolen mask was still clinging to her face. Soon, she reached a heavy metal door marked with faded red lettering. Lieutenant’s office. The hallway was quiet, as the lights dimmed for the night shift.

She pressed her ear to the door.

Silence. No voices or footsteps. She was lucky, the room was empty.

Dropping to one knee, she pulled a small tool from her belt. Bolin’s voice echoed in her mind, half-joking: “Pick enough stage locks, and eventually, you can break into anything.”

She worked quickly, her fingers steady. A soft click was heard a few minutes later. The lock gave way.

Korra exhaled and slipped inside, silent as shadow.

Inside, the office was cold and spartan. It was lit only by the faint flicker of a wall-mounted petroleum lamp. A desk sat near the center, with its surface meticulously organized.

Korra moved quickly, as her eyes scannedthe room. At the edge of the desk, a folder sat slightly askew. It wasn’t hidden, but it also wasn’t meant to be noticed right away either.

She flipped it open.

Diagrams. Timetables. Aerial views of Republic City.

Her breath caught.

Air Temple Island.

Routes marked. Strike teams were assigned. Timings, noted down to the second.

They were planning an attack, in only a few days.

Korra’s stomach twisted.

Tenzin. Pema. The kids!

She clenched her jaw, forcing down the rising panic. She had to get out, fast.

 


 

Korra moved quickly through the compound’s twisting hallways, trying to retrace her steps. But the deeper she went, the more everything started to blur together; identical doors, dim lighting, sharp turns with no landmarks.

She’d lost her way.

Then, ahead, the corridor widened and darkened. It became quieter, as if more foreboding. At the end stood a large set of double doors. It was flanked by two Equalist guards standing at full attention.

Her gut dropped.

Amon’s door.

Before she could turn around, one of the guards spotted her.

"You there! State your business."

She froze.

The second guard stepped forward, already suspicious. "This section is restricted. You don’t just walk up to the Commander’s door. Who are you reporting to?"

The door behind them was only steps away. If she was going to act, it had to be now.

Korra swallowed her fear and forced her voice steady. “I... have a report. From the lower levels. I was told to bring it straight to the leader.”

The first guard frowned.

Panic tightened in her chest. They weren’t letting her slip by. The guards exchanged a look. One of them turned and knocked once, sharply, on the tall double doors.

There was an awkward pause.

Then she heard a voice from within: “Send them in.”

The second guard gave her a hard glance. “You’d better have something worth saying.”

Korra nodded stiffly. Her heart was still hammering in her chest. She stepped forward, and the heavy doors opened.

She entered.

The room was quiet. It was dimly lit, austere, even colder than she expected. Amon stood at the far end, behind a table strewn with papers, and leaning on it. His sleeves were rolled up, revealing strong forearms beneath the dark fabric. He didn’t look up at first.

The doors echoed as they closed behind her.

For a heartbeat, the world narrowed to the space between them.

It was too charged; as if furious and alive.

He clasped his hands behind his back. The map of Republic City and notes stretched across the table in front of him…

“State your report,” he said flatly, with an unreadable voice through the mask.

Korra stood in the center of the room. The ill-fitting uniform clung slightly too tight across her shoulders and chest. The mask was stifling her breath. She knew she didn’t look the part. But if Amon noticed, he made no comment.

She hesitated for the briefest moment. Every instinct screamed at her to strike, to run, to do something. But she stayed still. Think like him. Speak like them.

“There’s movement in the southern tunnels,” she said, keeping her voice low and clipped. “A gang of benders tried to break through. They were repelled, but the route might still be vulnerable.”

Amon tilted his head slightly, as if listening for something deeper in her voice.

“And your commanding officer?”

“Unconscious. Taken out in the clash.”

Another long pause. The room felt like it was silently shrinking.

Korra braced herself. She wasn’t sure what he’d do next; believe her, call her bluff, or worse. But she didn’t lower her eyes.

Amon was silent for another beat, then slowly stepped toward her. His movements were controlled, like a predator who didn’t need to rush.

Korra stood her ground. Her fists stayed at her sides, but her muscles tensed under the stolen uniform.

When he stopped in front of her, he placed a hand on her shoulder. It was firm, almost approving.

“You did well,” he said in a low voice, almost calm. “Bringing this to me directly shows initiative. Loyalty.”

His hand lingered. Then it shifted, moving up, fingers brushing the side of her neck, then rising to her jaw.

His fingertips settled there, tilting her face slightly upward so she had no choice but to meet the blank stare of his mask.

Then he spoke, and it felt like a blade dragged over silk: "It took you long enough to find me.”

Before she could react, his hand slid swiftly to her throat, almost choking. In one motion, he pressed her back against the closed doors.

The impact was quiet and controlled. His body was close enough to block any sudden movement. Her breath hitched, caught in surprise and pain.

He leaned in, and suddenly the smooth surface of his mask was hairbreadth from her face. Then, without looking away, he reached back with his free hand and cracked the door open just a few inches.

“Both of you,” he called calmly to the guards outside, “check the southern tunnels. Now.”

“Yes, sir,” came the reply, followed by the sound of boots retreating down the hall.

The door clicked shut again.

Silence.

His hand was still tight at her throat. Then it shifted again, in a fluid motion, and her stolen mask was gone, tugged off with practiced precision.

Cool air hit her face. The sudden movement made her flinch, stealing her breath away.

He looked down at her, or rather, into her, through the impassive eyes of his own mask.

“Your fear betrays you, Avatar,” he said, in a low and cutting voice.

The title dripped from his mouth like something unclean... as if condemning.

She said nothing. But her jaw tensed, and he could feel the flicker of heat coiled just under her skin.

Then, his grip tightened again, one hand firm at her throat, the other sliding low to her thigh as he lifted her body off the ground and pinned her to the cold steel of the doors. It wasn’t enough to choke, but enough to bruise and steal the space between breaths. All she could feel was the solid weight of him there.

Before he could speak again, Korra’s hands lit up with a snap of flame.

She slammed her palms into his sides. A burst of fire exploded point-blank against his ribs. Amon staggered back, just enough. She pivoted and drove a hard kick into his chest, sending him towards the map table.

Her heart hammered and her mind raced.

He can’t know what I saw. He can’t know I found the plans.

If he even suspected, Air Temple Island could be lost.

She narrowed her eyes, easily summoning every ounce of fury she could into her voice.

“I came here to end this,” she growled. “To end you.”

Amon slowly and steadyly straightened from the table. His breath was even, but she saw the way his arm flexed from the fire’s sting on his side. He said nothing. Just stood there, watching her like a storm he’d seen coming from miles away.

But Korra was determined to release everything she had at him.

“You started a war!” she shouted, voice cracking with fury. “You said there wouldn’t be any bloodshed. You promised!”

Her chest heaved as memories rose sharp and hot behind her eyes. “…That first night. At the abandoned factory.”

The way he’d stood by her in the shadows: in some twisted offer of peace.

“You looked me in the eyes and said you wanted change. And I—” She bit the word off like it burned. “I believed you.”

He was still silent, still unmoving. She stepped forward without any caution.

“I helped you,” she spat. “I convinced the council to split power fifty-fifty. I stood up for you!”

Her fists trembled now, flames threatening to reignite.

“You even saved me from Tarrlok,” she said, breath harsh. “In that hut, out in the wilderness. You made me think you cared. But it wasn’t to protect me. It was to earn my trust.” Her voice rose, guttural now. “You were never my ally.”

Fury radiated off her.

“And when I finally trusted you… when I finally let my guard down, you burned the university areas, infiltrated the police, and tore apart the Pro-Bending Arena! You think benders are terrorizing everyone, but you're doing the exact same thing to the city!”

Her voice shattered into something raw. “You’re not a revolutionary. You’re a coward. Hiding behind masks and armies and lies.”

He finally moved. He slowly lifted his head, and the mask caught light.

But the Avatar stood her ground, breathing hard, her fury too deep to be undone now. It had bloomed so fully in her chest, it felt like it might break her open.

He finally spoke. His voice was quiet and calm in the way that always unnerved her more than shouting.

“It’s not betrayal,” he said. “It’s just reality. The so-called fifty-fifty council?” His tone was sharp but composed as he took a step toward her. “You saw what happened to it, yourself. It still gave benders the louder voice. All that power. The culture. The history. And if that was truly balance, Avatar, the streets outside wouldn’t be filled with protests and rage.”

He gestured vaguely, toward the map still half-crushed under their fight. “People are still hungry. Still ignored. That reform was a pacifier… not a cure.”

She stared at him, stunned not only by the words, but by how rehearsed they sounded.

“You lie,” she said in a low, shaking voice. “Recently, the new council ignored all the attacks on benders and instead kept investing in the non-bender districts. I’ve seen the rebuilding. They finally have running water, housing repairs, education funds—”

Amon tilted his head, just slightly. He wasn’t dismissive, but rather dissecting her words.

“That’s all they’re allowed to do,” he said coldly. “A bit of infrastructure. But where were your precious council’s principles when Tarrlok terrorized non-benders under curfews and raids? Who let that happen?”

Korra stiffened.

He stepped closer, his voice low and sharp now.

“Who let university’s prominent officials ban non-bending students from classes? Who allowed those scholars to claim equality while writing policy with the very same bending dynasties that built this system?”

She tried to cut him off, but he wasn’t finished.

“And you—” His voice dropped. “The Avatar, born to bridge the world—what did you do?”

She tried to speak but the words wouldn’t come out.

“You told non-benders to be patient. While silencing the real voices demanding change.”

“I never—” she started.

“You stood by them,” he said, voice steel. “When the universities rejected non-bender applicants. When council seats and means of coercion stayed in the same families for generations. You stood by them instead of calling them out and removing those officials.”

He leaned in, almost gentle. “You were their shield, Korra. You still are. That was betrayal on your side.”

“I only stood up against you,” Korra snapped, “when you started using violence. When you kept taking people’s bending.”

Her voice shook with conviction.

“That’s not justice. That’s revenge. And it’s not the way.”

Amon’s shoulders tensed.

He didn’t turn away this time and didn’t mask his pause with silence. And, for the first time, his voice cracked beneath the weight of something new to her.

“It’s a radical measure,” he said, sharper than before, less smooth. “But drastic is what this city needs.”

The words struck her with a force she hadn’t expected. She'd heard them before, whispered in the dark. In a moment she had buried deep; when she met him alone in the abandoned factory. She had deemed it a warning. Now she knew it was a vow.

He stepped close enough that she could see the faint rise and fall of his chest. She could feel the weight of his mask tilting toward her.

Devastatingly calm, he whispered:

“I’m not the one using guns. I’m not taking lives.”

His breath ghosted against her skin.

“I take bending… not blood.”

She flinched. He leaned in just a touch further.

“And what has the Avatar done?” he murmured. “Since all this began?”

His voice was definitely no longer perfectly controlled. There was something coiled inside it now, not rage, but heat. Not cold rhetoric, but resentment.

“You’ve organized raids against non-benders who dared speak too loudly. You protected your academics, and your police.” His words struck too harshly. “You played your sport at the Pro-Bending tournament finals,” he said, bitter, “while the city below you burned. While rage kept erupting in the streets and was met with brutality, as if those people were the ones committing crimes.”

He straightened just slightly, enough to look down at her fully.

“You say my way is wrong,” he said. “But at least it shook the ground. What has yours done but patch the cracks in a system built to collapse?”

She was done listening.

Done arguing with a man who twisted guilt into philosophy and called it righteousness.

Korra’s fists ignited, heat roaring up her arms, and she lunged.

He caught her mid-swing, fast, too fast, and twisted her wrist back hard enough to make her gasp. Before she could recover, he turned her, locking her arm behind her back and slammed her forward against the edge of the table.

The wood shuddered beneath her weight. Her breath caught.

His body pressed in closely behind her, unforgivingly hard.

"Still fighting," he murmured at her ear, not even winded.

She growled, fire curling in her free hand, ready to sear through him, until…She felt him shift. His hand moved. It wasn’t to strike as she expected, but to slide his mask upward, just enough.

And then she felt his warmth, too close to her lips. He lingered there, hovering in the space between breath and boundary… His lips brushed just short of hers. It was just a moment in a suspended and measured move.

Then he closed the distance.

The kiss wasn’t brutal or forceful. It was quiet and intimate, like a secret slipping past his lips into hers.

Oh, but that was what made it dangerous.

More than his grip and lies. Even more than the war outside.

It was that, for just a second, she felt him… and hated herself for it.

Her first instinct was to pull away, burn him again and scream. Yet, she kissed him back. He clenched her hand on the table with his free one, and her flames died out completely.

She told herself it was for the plan.

She needed him unsuspecting. She needed to get out, to reach Air Temple Island, to evacuate the airbenders before it was too late.

Her lips moved against his with practiced defiance, masking purpose as passion. Her heartbeat thundered in her ears from fear and the adrenaline of playing a role too well.

And yet... As his mouth pressed more firmly to hers, something inside her slipped and loosened.

Like a cord pulled too tight for too long, finally giving.

A strange kind of relief flooded her, soft and terrifying. As if months of tension, secrets, double-crossings, and sleepless nights were bleeding out through that single, dangerous contact.

And spirits help her, he was a good kisser. Strong and certain. Like someone who’d imagined this more than once.

She let him think she wanted it. She let herself have this moment.

But it was all for the plan.

Of course.

 


 

He kissed her to still the fire in her hands. To quiet her. To break her momentum, instead with force, something sharper: control and manipulation.

But the second his lips found hers, he realized too late that he had no intention of stopping.

Her mouth, hot with fury, met his and something twisted in his chest. He told himself it was strategy. A necessary disarmament. Another tool in the war he was winning.

But the moment stretched… and slipped.

She responded; and for that breathless moment between resistance and surrender, it wasn’t about tactics anymore.

It was hunger. It was memory. It was everything that should’ve been cut out of him years ago.

Wrong, he thought, but didn’t stop.

He could taste the anger on her lips. The betrayal. The weight of everything they’d become. And beneath it all, that reckless heart of hers, still pounding loudly.

He knew what had to come next.

He would capture Air Temple Island.

He would take the airbenders.

He would defeat her there, before the city, before the world to see.

This… this was just the final lull in the storm. Let her think she’d infiltrated him.

Let her kiss him like it meant something.

So long as she stood beside him for a moment longer, unaware that her true defeat was already being written in the streets above.

And still—

He couldn’t stop.

Not yet. With her mouth like fire against his. With her body trembling in his hands.

His grip loosened, maybe without meaning to. And in that sliver of slack, she turned in his arms. The same arms that had captured her with intent to destroy her.

Now, she slid into them.

Her hands moved to his neck, fingers brushing the edge of his jaw as she deepened the kiss with a slow and dangerous certainty. She pressed her body to his, and oh, her warmth was undeniable. And he allowed it.

Just a moment longer. Just one more second of this lie. As if lost in the moment and absent-minded, she bent the water from her waterskin, pressing it against his burned side. Was she trying to mend the wounds she'd inflicted? 

He absolutely wouldn't permit it.

He backed her onto the table, the one still cluttered with plans of conquest and ruthless ambitions. The plans for Republic City's subjugation lay beneath her in a stark, crinkling irony as he stepped between her legs, caging her. The water splashed uselessly on the floor, and the papers crinkled beneath her as he leaned over her. His mouth was still locked to hers, and his hand splayed against her lower back, holding her there. The taste of her lips was a heady, disorienting mix of desire and dread, blurring the lines between everything he thought he knew. He pressed her closer with one hand, and with other one traced a possessive path along her neck and jaw.

A sound rose from her throat, a soft moan. It sounded sharp and helpless against his lips and it hit him like a blow.

Not the sound itself. But what it meant.

Her voice was unguarded, vulnerable.

He froze and pulled back, just enough.

His breath was rough against her mouth. She opened her eyes, dazed, pupils wide and glassy.

Trust the spirits to make his nemesis look like a devastatingly beautiful dream.

He let his, still masked, forehead touch hers for the briefest second. Then whispered against her lips: “You have fifteen minutes to leave… before I call the guards to find you.”

That snapped her back.

Her eyes sharpened.

The heat shifted from want to something else, and she shoved at his chest with both hands, hard enough to break the hold.

He let her go.

She sat up from the table, breath ragged, palms pressed against the cool surface beneath her. For a second, she just stared at him, trying to piece herself back together.

He stepped back in silence and slid his mask back down. The firelight caught its surface, erasing anything human from his face once more.

Korra stood, shoulders tight, with fists clenched at her sides.

Her voice was raw and disbelieving, as she asked: “You’re letting me go?”

He didn’t trust himself with words. Who knew what else might slip out.

So he only nodded, then lifted one hand and gestured toward the doors. “Until we meet again.”

They both supposed where that would be.

The battlefield. Air Temple Island. The last stand.

Korra stared at him a moment longer. Her face unreadable now. Composed, but only barely. Then she gave a short nod, jaw tight.

“Yeah,” she said. “Next time… we finish this.”

She huffed, turned and walked out, not once looking back.

Not even when the heavy doors closed behind her with a loud slam.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          You finish what Korra? Finish what? >.<

        




8. Chapter 8


    
    “And all the sinners are saints.

As heads is tails, just call me Lucifer

'Cause I'm in need of some restraint”

- Sympathy For The Devil, Rolling Stones


 

There were several attacks in Republic City the following day. The tension that burned within the city erupted into street fights, explosions, and the relentless banishment of the innocent.

Mostly the triad-controlled districts were hit. Storefronts were shattered, alleyways scorched, and entire blocks were reduced to smoldering ruins. It wasn’t just the gangs fighting back. The Equalists had stormed in with shocking precision, cutting through the underground networks the triads thought were untouchable.

There wouldn’t be any problem with that, Korra thought bitterly, if it didn’t hurt and scare away normal civilians.

But the worst blow landed on the police.

By midday, word spread that dozens of officers had gone missing. Supposedly, they were yanked off the streets, ambushed in their homes, pulled from patrols by Equalist strike teams. They knew exactly who to target. When the chi-blockers and their sympathizers infiltrated the department just a few days ago, they hadn’t just been looking to sow unrest, among all the information they stole… They have also been gathering names, addresses, and family details.

Now that list had come alive, and the Equalists were making sure no bender in uniform felt safe.

Korra heard the panic in every corner of the city. Police headquarters were locked down and in a war state! The council chambers were barricaded, and ordinary people flooded the streets, terrified they’d be next.

Nonbenders demanded protection, benders called for retaliation, and in the middle of it all, she stood, knowing this was only one of the first days.

Korra barely slept, since she knew Amon’s next move. She’d seen it written in those attack plans, and in the cool certainty of his voice when he declared “until we meet again.”

Air Temple Island was next. And no time was wasted. By dawn, the evacuation was underway.

Tenzin had fought her on it, of course. He’d anxiously paced the great hall of the temple, as his eyes were heavy with worry.

“I can’t leave the island, the fight. I can’t leave my students—”

But Korra grabbed his shoulders, and forced him to look at her.

“You’re not abandoning them. You’re saving them, and your family.”

And, as always with Tenzin, reason prevailed.

“You can’t stay here either,” he added.

“I’m not staying,” came the reply. “I just need to make sure they’ve sent their scouts… to be sure their plan is in motion.”

Asami stood nearby, looking strange. As if guilt had quietly eaten her away for some reason. Her eyes were distant, and her posture stiff. Korra had to remember to deal with that after this was over.

By midmorning, the airbender children were packed onto the backs of sky bison, as Tenzin guided them into the clouds with Pema pressed close.

Korra watched them with a heavy heart disappear into the haze.

She had sent Asami with them too, and trusted her sharp mind to find a safe shelter far from the city. She was sure Asami would manage it, even though she was quite unlike herself today. Besides, she’d have rest of the team’s help. Mako and Bolin would be waiting for them on the other side.

But Korra had to linger behind with the Lotus guards, just for a day. Because someone had to. The Equalists would come expecting a victory. She was going to make sure they met failure instead.

 


 

Amon moved silently through the lower levels of the Equalist prison compound. His steps echoed faintly off the cold stone.

He unlocked the heavy door himself, as there were no guards needed. He didn’t trust anyone else with this.

Tarrlok sat on the bench against the wall inside, he looked humiliated but otherwise unharmed. His cell wasn’t dark or cold, Amon had ensured that. He had Water Tribe food and proper blankets. He’d convinced himself it was just… respect. For blood and history.

But as he stepped inside now, that reason felt thinner than ever.

Tarrlok looked up. His eyes were always sharp and weary.

“Came to gloat, brother?”

Amon exhaled slowly, pulling the door closed behind him.

“I came to talk.”

Tarrlok gave a dry laugh.

“Talk? Or justify?”

Amon’s jaw tightened.

Outside, the city roiled with raids and battles. His plan was unfolding just as he’d designed, every piece in place. And yet here, facing the one person who knew him before the mask, before the cause, before this movement…

Suddenly, it all felt less inevitable.

“You don’t understand,” Amon began, voice low.

“Noatak.” Tarrlok’s voice cut through. “You don’t get to tell me what I understand.”

When did his brother start resembling their mother so much? 

“You stole people’s bending. You lit the city on fire. You lied to them all. You lied to the Avatar.”

That last part hit deeper than Amon wanted to admit.

“She’ll stop you", Tarrlok continued.

Amon clenched his fists.

“I’m reshaping this city, Tarrlok. I’m giving nonbenders a voice they never had.”

“You’re at war.”

For a moment, silence hung between them.

And in that silence, there was a flicker of doubt. Maybe regret. Or maybe just memory of two boys, once brothers, standing by the icy shores, before any of this began.

Amon turned away first. His hand rested on the door.

“You won’t forgive me,” he mumbled.

“No.” Tarrlok’s voice was quiet but unwavering. “And you won’t forgive yourself, either.”

Amon lingered just a beat longer, then left, closing the door behind him.

And as he walked back through the darkened halls, something unfamiliar pulled at him; a crack in the certainty he wore for armor.

Tarrlok’s words clung to the edges of his mind, no matter how he tried to shut them out.

He straightened his shoulders. The city waited. His revolution would not stop.

Yet, as his footsteps echoed ahead, for the first time in a long while, they didn’t sound as sure.

 


 

Night had fallen dark over Air Temple Island.

Korra sat cross-legged on her bed, back against the wall, with her arms folded. She told herself she wasn’t afraid… just alert.

In her hand, she turned over White Lotus tile Tenzin gifted her before, to be a quiet reminder of her purpose.

The sky outside the window was dark, and the waters around the island still. There was no usual boat traffic. And... no sign of the Equalists’ approach yet.

Honor was an important concept for the White Lotus volunteers. They’d agreed to risk their bending only for the chance to capture unsuspecting Equalists during their assault. They were stationed around the island; at the docks and the training courtyard. She knew they’ve laid their traps and were watching. She was waiting for the first alarm; the first rushed footsteps. Any first sign that intruders were here.

Her eyes burned with exhaustion. She hadn’t truly rested since the night before, since slipping through the Equalist tunnels and staring down Amon himself.

She shifted, stretching her legs out, then curling them back up. Her muscles ached from tension, and from holding herself too tight all day. Korra had stripped off her heavy Water Tribe boots and coat hours ago, too exhausted to bear their weight any longer, left now in just her light tunic.

She squeezed her eyes shut. Maybe she could close them. Just for a moment. Just until something stirred…

Her head dipped forward.

In that heartbeat of drifting off, she was swept into the jagged edge of a nightmare. Equalists flooded the room, masks blank and merciless. Amon’s hand reached for her, and then she felt the hollow, shattering sensation as they took her bending. It was ripped away as if her very skin has been peeled off.

She jerked awake with a sharp gasp, chest tight, pulse roaring in her ears.

The room was silent, save for the soft sound of wind outside the window. That one didn’t feel like a dream. It was more of a hallucination.

Her fingers curled into fists on her knees.

I’m not afraid, she told herself again, setting her jaw.

I’m the Avatar. I can face this.

She exhaled slowly, gaze fixed on the door.

Any moment now.

As Korra’s chin dipped again, her eyes fluttering shut despite herself, a faint sound jolted her halfway back awake. It wasn’t her imagination this time, she was sure of that.

A sound at the window—and it wasn'tNaga's familiar huff. It was too light.

She was on her feet before her tired body had fully recovered, her bare toes curling against the cold wooden floor. The thin clothing clung to her aching limbs, doing little against the chill seeping through the cracked window.

It was certainly a tress-passer.

It can’t be him, can it? 

Korra didn't reach for bending this time. She didn’t scream.

The intruder stood framed in the moonlight, his mask almost glowing porcelain. His boots scattered melting snow and dirt onto the floorboards. A glint of silver where the moonlight caught his eyes. His clothes smelled of iron and frost, the hem torn where someone had clearly tried to grab him.

Had he come straight from a fight with the guards?

They stared at each other in the quiet dark, the only sound her unsteady breath fogging between them.

"You", she said at last. Korra’s voice came out hoarse.

His head tilted, the way it did when she amused him. "Me," he agreed, with a voice rougher than she remembered.

The tile dug into her palm.

She had expected the noise of a dozen Equalists swarming the island by now, and hopefully trapped.

Not him here, alone, silent, and deadly. Was he alone?

She hated that infuriating, predatory smirk on his mask.

Then she felt it… the weight of his gaze. Not on her face.

Lower.

Her thin tunic clung to every curve, still damp from her nightmares. Amon gazed at her, with the same terrifying, feral focus he had used to dismantle Tarrlok.

He stepped closer, bringing the intoxicating scent of iron and winter clinging to him. It reminded her of blood and snow, violence and something dark.

Korra swallowed hard. “You kept your word.” You hadn’t let go of your invasion plan, she thought bitterly. “You let me walk out of your compound yesterday”, she said instead.

She was aware of the real reason she lingered behind on the island. Deep down she had hoped that the plans she found wouldn’t be set in motion. That he’d have remorse.

Amon’s gloved hand struck the wall beside her head, caging her in. His breath ghosted over her lips as he leaned down.

"Did you doubt me?", he hissed.

The heat of him radiated through her thin fabric, searing where it brushed against her.

Korra’s shivering back pressed into the wall. But the chill was nothing compared to the fire licking up her spine, that traitorous heat erupting in her body.

She needed to knee him. And to alert the guards.

But his body was a furnace against hers, and his presence intoxicating in its danger. And when his free hand brushed her hip, with just a whisper of a contact, she didn’t pull away.

She sighed. Was she really going to surrender again?

Amon’s masked face loomed over hers, and his gaze bore into hers.

"Tell me to leave," he murmured as his thumb traced the dip of her waist. "And I will."

Liar.

But how she still wanted to believe him.

Somewhere in the back of her restless mind, she knew she leaned into his touch a bit too much.

The lotus tile clattered to the floor between them.

Korra couldn’t look down.

When Amon's hands seized her waist, lifting her with terrifying ease until her back scraped the wall, her thighs locked around his hips on instinct and she forgot all about his attacks and invasion plans. The heat of him burned through her clothes and underwear immodestly. His breath was ragged behind the mask.

"Do you want me to leave?”, he asked again. His voice was all smoke and shattered glass, and his grip was almost painfully tightening.

Her fingers found the protrusions in his mask. When had she reached for him? Her nails scraped porcelain as she dragged him closer.

"No," she gasped against its edge. Was she really about to leave the White Lotus guards to face whoever Amon had brought with him? Had he brought anyone?

“Did you come alone?” she whispered, the question barely leaving her lips.

Amon made a sound, something akin to a growl. It made her mad (although she already was in a quite frenzied and illogical state). It seemed he was irritated, not at her, but at himself. In that, she found all the answers she needed.

She surged forward pressing her lips to where his mouth would be beneath the mask. Cold porcelain met burning skin, the contrast maddening.

"Let me see you," she demanded, fingers scrambling at the edges.

His hand caught her wrist, stopping her, but then his other hand tilted the mask up just enough to bare his mouth.

His teeth found her neck, and claimed her there sharply. Her head fell back with a gasp, her eyes rolled as pleasure sparked down her spine.

"This is as much as you get," he hummed against her pulse, biting down harder as her thighs tightened around him.

He carried her to the bed then. Soon his body caged hers between the sheets. His elbows framed her head, trapping her in the heat and weight of him. He owned the space around her without needing to speak a word.

She stayed silent, with lips parted, and eyes pleading. She didn't want freedom, but more.

Amon didn’t ask. He always took.

His mouth crashed against hers, the kiss was clearly a conquest. It was dominant, consuming, and ruinous. She gasped into him, as her fingers twisted in the sheets before surrendering to the inevitable, tangling in his robes instead.

And oh—

She loved it.

The way his teeth caught her lower lip, the way his tongue demanded entry, the way he swallowed every whimper like it was his right. She arched beneath him, no longer fighting the tide but drowning in it, her nails scoring down his back as he pinned her deeper into the mattress.

"Mine," he growled against her mouth.

And just for tonight, she was.

His hand slid up her bare thigh, fingers digging in just enough to brand her skin with the promise of bruises. The thin fabric of her underwear was no barrier as his touch burned through it, teasing the edge with torturous precision.

She arched off the bed, a gasp tearing from her throat. Amon swallowed the sound with another searing kiss, his and tongue swept against hers in a rhythm that left her dizzy. His other hand fisted in her hair, holding her in place as he ground his hardness against her. The friction was maddening even through layers of clothing.

"Quiet," he ordered against her lips, though his own breath was ragged. "Unless you want your guards to hear."

Her nails bit into his shoulders and neck, torn between shoving him away and dragging him closer.

He made the choice for her.

The silk of her light robe whispered against her skin as he stripped it from her… only to knot it tightly over her eyes, plunging her into darkness.

The lack of sight made her every other sense go into overdrive. The cold on her bare breasts and his scent enveloped her.

"Better," Amon murmured, his voice changed. It was raw and unmuffled by the mask.

He had taken it off.

The realization sent a shiver through her.

Then his mouth was on her, hot and relentless. A smirk pressed into the hollow of her throat before teeth scraped her collarbone. His lips closed around herpeaked breasts, sucking deep as his fingers tore her underwear away with a rip that made her cry out.

"Hush," he warned, and his breath seared her bare stomach as he kissed lower.

"You'll thank me later."

Oh-

She would.

His lips left a burning trail down her body. When his teeth grazed the inside of her thigh, she jerked. A whimper was trapped behind clenched teeth.

"Amon-"

His name shattered into a moan as his mouth found her there. Her hips arched off the bed, but his grip pinned her down, fingers digging into the soft flesh of her hips.

Every flick of his tongue was a command and a claim. She twisted in the sheets, torn between fighting the pleasure and chasing it. Her thighs trembled around his shoulders.

When his fingers joined his mouth, curling just so, her back bowed. A scream was building in her chest—

She felt him look up, and he pressed a single finger to her lips.

"Quiet," he repeated, dark with promise. "Or I stop."

She took his finger in her mouth, licked and bit down on it. He groaned as he continued with his wicked kisses.

Her climax crashed over her in silent, shaking waves.

She wasn’t aware when Amon climbed back up her body. His movements were, as always, predatory. The mask remained discarded, and his breath was hot and uneven against her skin as he hovered over her, his knees pressing hers apart. 

He took her chin in his hand, commanding her face as if to look at him. She shivered as she didn’t know what to expect.

Then he was inside her, and every thought shattered. 

Her back arched off the bed, and finally a cry tore from her lips. He once again caught it with his mouth, swallowing the sound as he stilled in her, allowing her to get used to him. After a few moments, he set a ruthless pace. His grip on her hips was iron, fingers pressed into her skin hard enough to leave his marks. 

"Mine," he growled again, and the word was vibrating against her throat as he bit down. 

She was. 

Every thrust drove that truth deeper into her body, and her bones. The bed creaked beneath them, the air was thick with the sounds of skin on skin, of breathless gasps and low, possessive murmurs. 

She clawed at his back, her legs tightened around him, pulling him deeper, needing more— 

Amon’s hand slid between them, his thumb circling just there, and the world exploded behind her eyelids soon again. 

She came with a silent scream, and with her body trembling beneath his as he followed her over the edge. His forehead pressed against her, and he met her lips. 

For a long moment, there was nothing but the sound of their ragged breathing. 

The moment her climax faded, reality crashed back in.

What had she just done?

Shame burned hotter than any firebending. Without thinking, her hand blindly lashed out, and the crack of her palm against his cheek echoed through the room. 

Amon’s head snapped to the side with the force of the blow. Reaction reminded her that he was human. 

After a heavy silence, low laugh rumbled from his chest. 

“Was that for me," he mused, turning back to her with terrifying calm, “or for you?"

Korra’s breath came in ragged bursts. She wanted to hit him again. She also wanted to kiss him again. She wanted to— 

Amon caught her wrist before she could decide, yanking her against him. He dragged his lips along her trembling fingers.

Then, silently, he dropped her hand and pulled away, and she felt him putting his mask back in place. 

"My work isn’t done yet," he murmured, running a thumb over her swollen lips. "I know how you hid your airbenders."

She wasn’t surprised, really. She already expected that he’d be one step ahead of her this time as well.

So, her belief that he felt remorse, and had chosen not to attack Air Temple Island, shattered like a dream made of fragile glass.

His fingers drifted lower to trace idle patterns along her bare hip. "Tomorrow, at the Probending Arena. We end this. You'll play your part beautifully, Avatar. You always do."

She had no time to backfire. He was gone the next moment, vanishing into the shadows like smoke, leaving her breathless, marked, and ruined. 

The cold air rushed in where his body had been, raising goosebumps on her sweat-slicked skin. Korra lay there, removed her makeshift blindfold and stared at the ceiling. Her pulse was still throbbing in places he’d claimed.

A single snowflake drifted through the open window, melting on her face. Maybe it was just her tears. 

  



9. Chapter 9


    
     

The walls of the underground shelter echoed in their dampness, with the sound of every single hushed whisper or scuff of boots against stone. Korra paced the length of the dimly lit chamber restlessly. The flickering lanterns casted jagged shadows that seemed to twist with her energy. The air reeked of wet earth and burnt coal. It was safe and hidden, but suffocating. 

He knew about the evacuation.

The thought clawed at her. Among many others.

She had been so sure;

lure the Equalists onto Air Temple Island, let them commit to the attack, then spring the trap.

But Amon’s forces didn’t show up. In her frenzied, lustful and overall shameful state she thought it was compassion towards the innocent, finally. But in reality, he was right again, in his suspicion of them being trapped on the Air Temple Island. Thus, he saved his Equalist forces. And lead her to another dead end. 

Across the ”room”, Tenzin sat with his family, murmuring reassurances to Jinora and Ikki, while Lin Beifong leaned against a support beam, with her arms crossed. The scowl on her was sharp enough to cut steel. The White Lotus guards stood a silent watch at the entrance.

Korra’s nails bit into her palms. How? Was there a spy? Or, her stomach twisted, was Amon somehow predicting her moves? 

“We played into his hands again,” she muttered, more to herself than anyone. 

“Or he played us,” Lin said flatly. “Either way, we lost.” 

Korra shot her a glare but didn’t argue.

A hand touched her shoulder. Asami watched her, with her soot-smudged face and steady green eyes. “We’ll find another angle,” she said quietly.

Korra wanted to believe that. But her gaze drifted to the city maps pinned to the makeshift table, marked with Equalist strikes and vanished patrols. All of it was slipping through her fingers, as if trying to hold on to smoke. And she couldn’t shake the feeling that Amon was always one step ahead. Especially after what they shared the last night.

Asami fidgeted uncomfortably near her.

Her fingers twisted in the hem of her sleeve, flickering like the lantern light.

How uncharacteristic for someone usually so composed. That’s the third time in five minutes, Korra noted.

Mako and Bolin were slumped against the far wall, exhausted but calm. Their trust in the plan (or their exhaustion) outweighed their fear. But Asami was coiled tight as a spring, her eyes darting to the exits like she expected an attack any second. 

Something felt off.

Before she could dwell on it, Tenzin’s voice cut through the murmurs in the hideout. “We can’t afford to stay here long,” he said as he moved and leaned onto the makeshift table where a map of Republic City lay scattered with markers. “Amon’s forces will be sweeping the city for us, and this shelter won’t hold long.” 

Lin grunted in agreement. “He’s right. We move before dawn.” 

“Move where?” Bolin piped up, rubbing his arm where an Equalist glove had grazed him during earlier fights. “They’ve got eyes everywhere.” 

Tenzin’s mouth thinned. “That’s why we hit them first.” He tapped the map; the Pro-Bending Arena, circled in red. “Amon’s holding a ‘demonstration’. High-profile targets: ministers, academics, anyone with influence. He’ll make a spectacle of taking their bending.”

Korra’s chest ached as Amon’s voice curled through her memory. "Tomorrow, at the Probending Arena. We end this.” His voice was much too intimate as he traced his fingers across her bare hips. “You'll play your part beautifully, Avatar. You always do."

Her palms almost bled frm her nails. She didn't know what hurt more: his caresses or the way his words slithered under her skin now. A sob and a scream fought in her throat, both strangling each other.She wanted to tear the Equalist movement apart brick by brick. She wanted to wrap her hands around his throat, but she also had a perverse wish to understand him. The contradiction made her sick. 

The underground shelter's damp air clung to her as she stared at the Probending Arena schematics. Every exit and a ventilation shaft was a potential ambush point.

“So we crash the party,” Lin said, cracking her knuckles. 

“Carefully”, Tenzin stressed. “We can’t afford another misstep. If we time it right, we can intercept the prisoners before they’re brought onstage. So we can disrupt the broadcast.” 

Korra’s fingers curled against the table’s edge. It was a risk… a huge one. But Amon had forced their hand. It seemed it was the time for their final battle.

A shadow of movement caught her eye. It was Asami, slipping toward the tunnel entrance, her back rigid. 

Wait—where is she—?*

“Korra?” Tenzin’s voice pulled her back. “We need you focused.” 

She exhaled sharply. “I am.”

But I’m missing something.

 


 

 

The hollow echo of his boots against the Probending Arena’s steel catwalk was the only sound in the silence he commanded. Below, his Equalists secured their prominent prisoners; ministers, bending academics, the so-called elite of Republic City all in cages of the building that was once benders’ monument. The irony wasn’t lost on him. 

How fitting, he mused, to break them where they celebrated their oppression.

His fingers trailed along the cold metal railing as he walked, and the weight of the his mask was a familiar comfort. Tonight, the world would watch as he carved justice into history.

But his steps lead him to his brother’s new cell.

The corridor to the isolated holding room was darker than the rest, guarded by two high rank chi-blockers who stiffened at his approach. “Leave us,” Amon ordered. The silence after their retreat was heavier. 

Behind the bars, Tarrlok sat slumped against the wall. He didn’t look up. 

“Brother,” Amon said, the word a blade wrapped in velvet. 

Tarrlok’s laugh was all broken. “Is tonight going to be your grand performance?” 

Amon studied him. The tremor in his hands, along with the defiance in his voice that couldn’t do the anything to convince Amon of it.

“I came to remind you,” he said softly, “that you could have stood with me. Instead, you chose to drown in their corruption.” 

Tarrlok’s head snapped up, eyes blazing. “You’re the one drowning. In blood and lies.” 

“I didn’t spill any blood!”, Amon shot up. Then in a lower tone he said: “You should have stood by my side tonight, brother.”

Tarrlok looked at him bitterly. “You’ll realize how… unfit you were in all this, only after you fall.”

Amon turned away before the old anger could take root. He had a city to rebuild, an Avatar to humble, and a revolution to crown in fire. 

Soon, even the ghosts would be silenced. 

As he walked back, the arena’s floodlights bled through the high windows, painting the empty corridor in stripes of artificial gold. The distressed state, from the moment before, made his mind wander. He, again, mistakenly, allowed himself to remember.

He remembered how hot Korra’s breath was against his collarbone. The way her fingers dug into his back when he pinned her beneath him, equal in fury and surrender. He could still feel the phantom press of her throat beneath his palm when they’d fought last week, and even more the way her vigorous pulse run against his fingers when… The raw, gasping sound she made when he— he slammed the memory shut with a frustrating groan. 

Weakness.

He never expected that the attraction to that girl would be this suffocating and hard to bear. He considered it boredom at the beginning of all this chaos, that she has brought with herself into the city. And he dismissed it too easily, he filed it away with other forgotten distractions. Now the intrusive ghost of her touch meddled into his daily affairs rudely and uncalled for.

He had broken his word for her far too often. And the last night was the most lethal example of him betraying his own self.

Straightening his mask, he let the chill of his purpose settle back over him. The spy’s report had been clear, after all. “They’re evacuating Air Temple Island tonight. The Avatar is laying a trap for you."

Amon’s lips curled beneath the porcelain. He’d played along; letting his scouts almost be seen, feeding Korra’s confidence until she had committed to her plan. Then, he had struck the moment the island emptied, leaving her with nothing but humiliation. Yes, that was it, he'd reassure himself! It was all done just to throw her off balance, once again, he told his restless mind.

His fingers absently traced the edge of his mask. Every victory required reliable intelligence, and for months, Hiroshi Sato's daughter had provided exactly that. She had proven to be a reliable source into the Avatar's affairs... until recently.

The change had been subtle at first. Shorter reports, less specific details. Then came the fiasco of her father’s capture… and with it, the excuses. Amon used the chaos in the city as an opportunity to free Hiroshi with a handful of Equalists, yet his daughter continued to provide unreliable information. She must have grown fond of her new friends.

The memory of their last encounter played in his mind. Asami's too-straight posture, the slight tremor in her voice as she claimed Korra had stopped including her in strategic meetings. “They don't trust me anymore," she'd said. Those emerald eyes avoided his masked gaze, as if she knew her deception had actually been an insult to his reasoning. “I don't know where their hideout is."

Lies. All of it.

He'd been sure that Sato girl developed a strange sense of loyalty to the Avatar. That particular brand of devotion was... familiar. Dangerous, even. He knew better than anyone how easily the Avatar could crawl under one's skin. She’d transform loyal soldiers into starry-eyed fools or caring allies.

First his brother. Now his spy.

The avatar will be coming for me now. The thought sent hunger and thrill through him that had nothing to do with revolution. 

His hand twitched.

Focus.

The arena’s podium floodlights flickered to life, dragging him back to present.

The demonstration would begin soon. The cages were full, the stage set. Let the Avatar try to stop the inevitable. 

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          A shortie but I had to get it out before the shitstorm starts

        




10. Chapter 10


    
     

The hideout was already too dark for Korra's taste, when Tenzin's voice broke the nervous silence. "We've just received word from General Iroh. The United Forces have engaged Amon's troops at the harbor."

Lin looked up sharply from tightening her metal cables. "That's our distraction. We move now."

Tenzin's face looked gaunt. "They won't last long against those Equalist weapons and air force. But let's hope it buys us enough time. If we don't hijack this rally before Amon realizes his forces are compromised—"

"We know the plan," Mako interrupted as he secured his satchel of smoke pellets.

Korra's head ached. The thought of more soldiers getting electrocuted, more of them losing bending to Amon's war… "Then we stop wasting time talking over it!" She motioned for the others to move ahead through the tunnel's mouth. There was one more thing to be taken care of, however. "I'll catch up," Korra added, almost too casually.

Mako hesitated. His gaze flicked between her and Asami, who stood frozen at the edge of the tunnel, in a dim light. "Korra—" 

"We’ll be there in a moment, Mako”, she reassured him.

A distant explosion rattled dust from the ceiling. Tenzin's eyes widened. "That came from the docks. Iroh's men must have broken through the—"

Another blast, closer this time. Lin urged the others out. "We're out of time. Move out!"

As the sound of retreating footsteps faded, Korra turned to face Asami fully. She looked pale in the sickly yellow light. Her fingers kept twisting the strap of her satchel… it was that same nervous tic Korra had noticed every time someone mentioned the failed Air Temple Island operation. 

"We need to talk," Korra said, stepping closer. "You've been acting strange… guilty. Ever since Amon miraculously knew about our trap." 

Asami's breath hitched. "I don't know what you're—" 

"Stop lying to me!” Korra's voice cracked, echoing off the tunnel walls. She advanced, backing Asami against the damp concrete. "I saw you flinch every time we talked about it. Like you couldn't stand to hear how badly we failed. Was it because you made sure we would?" 

Asami's composure shattered. Tears welled in her eyes as she slumped against the wall. Her voice wasn’t louder than a whisper. "Alright... alright." 

The admission caught Korra unprepared. She'd suspected, but hearing it was still a different kind of betrayal. To think that everything Asami ever did was merely a role she played as a spy…

"For years, Korra. Since before you arrived in Republic City." Asami swiped angrily at her cheeks. "My father... Amon's movement made sense after what the bending gangs did to my mother. The inequality, the corruption… Amon was the only one who saw it."

Her voice broke. "And… my father and I are just rare examples of non-benders living decently. The others aren’t as lucky.”

She avoided Korra’s glare. “But then I met you. And Mako. And I—I couldn't anymore." 

All those months. The blooming romance and lingering touches between Asami and Mako. The nights Korra had lain awake back then, sick with jealousy, only for it all to be...

"A performance?" Korra's voice came out strangled. She stepped closer and invaded Asami's space. "Was any of it real? Or was flirting with Mako just another way to stay close to me?”

Asami's face was flushed. "At first... yes." Her gaze dropped to the space between them, where Korra's clenched fists trembled. "But then—" 

"Save it." Korra recoiled as if burned. Perhaps Asami never really forgave her for exposing her father, too.

Everything Korra knew about survival screamed to leave Asami in the dark where she belonged. But the raw anguish in the other girl's eyes gave her pause. "You betrayed us," Korra hissed. 

"I saved you!" Asami shot back. "Amon knew about the evacuation of Air Temple Island, but I didn't tell him about this hideout." She reached out, desperate. "Korra, please—I chose you. Both of you." 

The distant howl of wind outside vibrated through the tunnels, with a fading echo of the explosions. Korra knew how in the heart of the city, in the Arena, Amon was preparing his spectacle, unaware that his perfect weapon had rusted from the inside out. She exhaled sharply. "Prove it." She grabbed Asami's wrist and shoved a folded map into her palm. It was the Arena's service tunnels, marked with Tenzin's rescue route. "You want me to trust you? Then fix this!" 

Asami stared at the paper, then at Korra, resolve hardening through the tears. "...I’m with you." 

Korra nodded and stepped aside to let Asami pass. But as Asami walked out, Korra lingered for a moment. Her thoughts were heavy with what the night might bring.

She had to erase the memory of the last night shared with the man who had ignited a war against her and the city. She had to push aside his tenderness, his kisses, the way he had caressed her and instead focus on his deadly resolve to wipe out all bending, and everything and everyone she loved along with it.

Tonight, Korra would end all this madness, and she would end Amon. Even if it meant destroying whatever this relationship between them was. And… even if the cost was her entire being, and bending. She vowed that to herself in silence for the third time now. Then, she moved out with the others, with determination settled in her chest.

 


 

The team infiltrated the Probending Arena quickly after. Tenzin's airbending muffled their footsteps and Lin's cables disabled guards before they could sound alarms.

The service tunnels under the arena reeked of sharp, ionized air.

There was that distant hum of the crowd which vibrated through the metal grates underfoot. Korra pressed her back against a steam pipe, holding up a fist as Lin’s seismic sense detected patrol patterns ahead. 

“Two Equalists," Lin mouthed, a distance ahead of them. “Right corridor."

Tenzin’s brows furrowed. “We need to reach the holding cells before the demonstration begins."

Korra glanced at Asami. She really looked at her, for the first time since the tunnels. Asami met her gaze. Her jaw was set as she silently pointed to a maintenance ladder. “That leads directly to the rigging above the stage. The crew keeps master keys up there… If we miss intercepting the prisoners..."

She didn't need to finish. The keys meant one final chance to free the prisoners before Amon's irreversible justice.

The emergency exit door creaked as Korra eased it open, flooding the dim service corridor with the buzz of the packed arena. Amon's voice boomed through, poisoned in all its smoothnes. 

“These so-called leaders had their chance to govern with justice..."

Bolin swallowed audibly. “Uh, guys? We’re really under the place where Amon’s about to start taking bending from a bunch of people."

“Better move then," Korra hissed. 

 


 

The roar of the crowd was thunderous as Amon stepped into the spotlight, and as his mask gleamed under the harsh floodlights.

“Citizens of Republic City," his voice echoed through the speakers, “tonight you will look at the faces of your so-called leaders. Those are the men who let triads run unchecked in your streets. They turned a blind eye when benders burned your homes, your businesses… your children."

Anger rippled through the audience. Cameras flashed, as this was being broadcast to every screen in the nation. 

“And now,” he continued in a raised voice, “they respond to our movement not with justice, but with war.”

He pointed toward the harbor, where military ships had begun to circle ominously in the distance. “We’ve just received a word that they’ve deployed General Iroh and his armies to crush us. Benders using force, again, to silence those without it. And they call it peace.”

Heavy roars and unease settled over the crowd. Both cheers from Equalist supporters and panicked whispers clashed among the spectators.

Amon’s voice silenced the noise.

“All of this is the result of failed leadership. The incompetence of those in power. Centuries of corruption were upheld by the former bending council and other circles of power.”

He turned slowly, facing the audience, with his damning words.

“Tonight, we end the benders’ reign. And we do it here, in the pro-bending arena; in the very symbol of their privilege. This is where the elite came to cheer and gamble fortunes on their own, while non-benders spent their whole lives toiled in the factories… for a barely liveable compensation. Just because they lacked bending skills. While the powerless struggled in the streets and fought just to eat, the elite wasted their days watching bending violence paraded as sports and entertainment.”

His voice hardened.

“You were never meant to participate in this kind of elite events, only to serve. To stay in your place. While they fed off your silence.”

“No more”, the people roared.

Amon’s voice thundered above all. “We will break the chains that kept us as slaves. We will dismantle the systems that raised these false idols, politicians and so-called defenders of balance, who let the city rot from the inside out.”

At last he added, quietly and coldly, with finality:

“Tonight, they learn the weight of responsibility.”

He raised a hand and his fellow Equalists rushed to bring the prisoners on stage.

 


 

Korra signaled to the others; Tenzin and Lin peeled left toward the prisoner holding area; Bolin and Asami right to sabotage the Equalist patrol coming in. Mako caught her wrist before she could move. 

"Stick to the plan," he murmured. "Distract, don't engage." 

She nodded, but the lie sat heavy in her throat. If Amon was here, she would engage. 

As they followed after Lin and Tenzin, they heard an echo of metallic clang of boots through the service corridor. Equalist guards marched their high-profile prisoners toward the stage. One minister stumbled in his restraints, his usually impeccable suit was torn at the shoulder. Behind him, a professor shuffled with his head bowed, in his earthbending academy robes dirtied from days in captivity. A few of captured police commanders followed after.

Lin Beifong's metal cables lashed out first, wrapping around the lead guard's electric glove and yanking him face-first into the wall. Before his body hit the ground, Tenzin's airblast sent three more Equalists crashing into storage crates.

Korra heard Bolin shouting from the other side of the corridor, and felt him earthbend the remaining prisoners’ cell doors open. Asami was heard next; she struck the remaining guards with her gloves and disabled them.

Korra allowed herself to hope that more prisoners were out of their restraints now.

She waterbent a frozen mist across the corridor to hide them. "Everyone follow Chief Beifong to the east emergency exit! Move quickly but quietly!"

As the freed captives rushed past, Korra turned to clear their rear, and saw that one door was still locked.She tugged on Mako’s arm to check it with her.

They broke through the door of the last cell, and in the barely visible flickering lights, sat Councilman Tarrlok. His once-proud posture was broken, his blue Water Tribe robes were stained and his hair was a mess.

Mako's fire flickered in his palm. "Tarrlok? But you're supposed to be—"

"Dead?" Tarrlok's laugh was hollow. "My brother prefers his punishments... prolonged."

Korra forgot to breathe for a moment. "Brother?"

The prison cell door clanged shut behind them as Korra waterbent a barrier of ice across the corridor, buying them precious minutes. Then she whirled to face Tarrlok, who kept a crooked smile, although in shackles. Suddenly she could see it. That proud chin held high. The sharp, commanding posture. Even the cadence of his voice…

"Explain. Now," Korra demanded in a voice full of desperation, willing to cling to anything that might make sense.

Tarrlok's shackles clinked as he leaned forward. His cracked lips twisted into a smile. "Amon isn't just some revolutionary. He's Northern Water Tribe. A waterbender..." His eyes locked onto Korra's. "...and a bloodbender. Just like I was."

Korra almost couldn’t take it anymore. "What?!"

Mako walked up to him. "Did you know this all along?"

Tarrlok's sighed. "No — not until after he’d captured me.”

"H-how did your brother become Amon?" Korra stammered. For the first time, she felt like she was brushing against the edges of the enigma that was Amon. He had uprooted her life completely, yet she knew almost nothing about him.

"It all began with my father, Yakone”, Tarrlok answered... His fingers were digging into his own arms. “With the help of his former gang, he escaped the prison and underwent surgery to change his appearance.”

Just then, a low rumble shook the floor beneath them. Mako instinctively tensed, as his eyes darting toward the heavy cell door. Shouts echoed faintly down the corridor. Sharp, panicked, and unmistakably the sounds of fighting. Metal clanged, footsteps pounded, and something crashed somewhere nearby.

Korra didn’t move. Even as Mako shifted protectively closer to the door, she remained rooted in place, with her disbelieving eyes locked on Tarrlok. She couldn’t tear herself away... when she was finally hearing the truth about the one man who had unraveled everything she stood for and turned her world inside out.

“He assumed a new identity and settled down in the Northern Water Tribe.” Tarrlok paused again, as if it suddenly pained him to talk. “That’s where he met my mother — a warm, caring woman…”, he sighed. “Before long, they started a family together. Amon was the first born, under the name Noatak.”

Korra couldn’t believe what she was hearing.

At last, she knew the name of the man who haunted her and filled the space between fear and desire in her chest. Then, she remembered to quickly compose herself and didn’t let shock and grief show.

”I was born three years later”, Tarrlok continued, gaze lost in the distance. “Noatak was a good-natured kid, always looking out for me. Those were the good years… before my brother and I discovered we were water benders.” His eyes turned unusually dark. “My father broke Noatak first…"

 


 

Smoke curled from blown fuse boxes as Bolin dragged Asami behind a concession stand. "We lost them!" he panted, peering over the counter at the swarm of Equalists herding two familiar figures upwards, toward the center stage.

Asami's nails dug into Bolin's arms as she helplessly observed how it all unraveled into unplanned chaos.

Lin Beifong marched with her head high despite the electrified nets binding her arms, while Tenzin's robes were singed from the close-range shock batons. Behind them, the last of the rescued prisoners already vanished through emergency exits. It seemed that Lin and Tenzin’s sacrifice worked.

Asami signaled Bolin to follow the Equalists, pressing a finger to her lips. They flattened themselves against the service corridor's riveted walls. Ahead of them, Equalist guards shoved Tenzin and Lin toward the arena's glaring lights.

"Move," an Equalist snarled, jabbing his baton into Lin's spine. The police chief didn't flinch, but Bolin's sharp inhale nearly gave them away.

Asami clamped a hand over his mouth, her other hand pointing upward. Understanding flashed in Bolin's eyes. They could use the overhead maintenance walkways.

They ascended a rusted ladder silently, as Asami's gloves muffled the clangs. Through the grated catwalk, they watched the procession halt at the stage's edge.

Amon stood silhouetted in the spotlight, waiting for his prey.

Asami and Bolin held their breaths as the Equalist shoved Lin and Tenzin onto the stage. The metal grating dug into their knees, but they didn't dare move.

"How thoughtful of you to join us, Chief Beifong, Councilman Tenzin. To have Republic City's finest bending masters witness our new era!”

Tenzin wriggled free of the Equalists holding him. "This madness ends tonight."

Amon tilted his head.

Then it all happened too quickly. Asami's grip tightened on the railing as the fight unfolded on the Arena’s stage.

Lin managed to break free and whipped her metal cables in a deadly arc, taking out three Equalists before they could raise their shock gloves. 

And as Tenzin moved, air blasted through the ranks. It sent masked fighters crashing down into the pool area. But he was caught again too soon, before having the chance to target Amon.

At the same time, a net of electrified wires dropped from the rafters, tangling Lin mid-leap. She convulsed violently before collapsing on her knees. 

"No!" Bolin lurched forward, but Asami yanked him back just as Amon glided toward the twitching Lin. 

"Tell me where the Avatar is," Amon commanded in a low voice, kneeling beside her. His next words were hushed, but even in the chaos, Asami and Bolin’s position let them catch every syllable: “And I let you keep your bending.”

“I won’t tell you anything, you monster”, Lin spat back.

“Very well”, came Amon’s calm response as he walked behind her.

Asami and Bolin watched in mute horror as Amon's fingers hovered over Lin's forehead.

The chief's back arched violently. Then went still. 

When she opened her eyes again, something fundamental was gone. Her hands pawed weakly at empty air where her cables should have responded. 

Tenzin's roar tore through the arena like a sudden storm. It was a sound Bolin had never heard from the normally composed airbender. A hurricane-force gust exploded outward and it sent Tenzin’s captors slamming into the reinforced arena walls.

"He's free!" Bolin whispered, gripping the railing.

Below them, Tenzin moved with lethal precision. His airbending slices cut through Equalist after Equalist, each precise blast knocking them down with a sharp crack of displaced air.

"He's winning..." Asami breathed in disbelief.

For one glorious moment, it was true. Tenzin's spinning kick sent Amon crashing to his knees. His robe teared on the jagged stage edge.

"He can't predict airbending moves," Bolin and Asami whispered or thought in unison, watching Amon's usually flawless dodges fail against Tenzin's whirling forms.

Then the shift happened so fast Bolin almost missed it.

As Tenzin lunged for the final strike, Amon's body twisted with unnatural speed. He wasn’t dodging or blocking. He was waiting to finally strike.

It took theee precise jabs to Tenzin's chi paths; neck, shoulder, and lower back. The airbender's body locked mid-motion, and his eyes widened in horrified realization as his bending abandoned him.

Amon rose slowly, adjusting his mask with one hand while Tenzin, gasping like a fish on dry land, collapsed to his knees. The arena's spotlights caught the gleam of sweat on the airbender's bald head as he desperately tried and failed to summon even a breeze.

"Admirable," Amon's voice boomed across the suddenly silent arena. He moved one hand near Tenzin's head, as if to show reverence. His fingers hovered inches from Tenzin's forehead when the shout echoed across the noiseless arena:

"NOATAK!"

 


 

Korra and Mako disguised themselves as Equalists before sneaking in through the top balcony. To avoid suspicion, they knocked out two alert patrolling guards after leaving Tarrlok’s cell. They took their masks, and hurried off to sabotage whatever Amon was planning that night. For the first time, they were one step ahead of him.

However, Tarrlok was reluctant to leave. After sharing the tragic story of his and his brother’s past, he insisted they go without him. No one could know anyone had been in his cell.

As they reached the balcony, Korra was met with havoc erupting on the stage below. This was it. Her one shot at ending the chaos consuming the city. Through the settling debris, shapes emerged… Dozens of Equalists, Lin, and Tenzin locked in a fierce combat, charging through the smoke with intensity she never saw before. And at the center of it all, moving with unnerving calm, stood the white-masked figure who now had a name.

“NOATAK”, she screamed.

The name cracked through the air. Every face in the audience snapped upward toward the source.

Amon's hand froze above Tenzin’s forhead. The mask tilted upward so slowly the movement seemed unreal.

Korra and Mako stood silhouetted on the high terrace. Their figures were framed by the blazing arena lights. Defiantly, they tore off their stolen Equalist masks, and locked their eyes on Amon and the scene he was causing below.

When he saw that Korra, for whatever reason, decided to lose her words, Mako stepped forward. His voice rang across the arena.

“We know the truth! Amon is Noatak of the Northern Water Tribe. A waterbender who’s been lying to you all!”

“Lies won’t save you,” said the baritone voice, not Amon’s, but Noatak’s, and for the first time there was a hitch in its perfect cadence.

"You want her taken out?” his Lieutenant asked quietly, clearly unconvinced by their words.

“No,” Amon said, raising a hand to stop him. “Everyone, calm down.” He continued in his usual composed manner. “We have nothing to fear from the Avatar. Let’s hear what she has to say.”

Korra gripped the railing tightly. She came to her senses. “Amon has been lying to you. The spirits didn’t give him the power to take bending away…” She hesitated once again, then declared, “He uses bloodbending to do it!”

A wave of gasps swept through the crowd.

Amon remained still, his masked face turned toward Korra, in an unwavering glare.

His lieutenant shifted uneasily, doubt creeping into his voice. “What is this nonsense?” he asked from behind, and it seemed irritation was breaking through his usually controlled tone.

Amon looked down, then met Korra’s gaze again. “You’re desperate, Avatar. Making up stories about me is a pathetic last resort.”

But Korra pressed on. She couldn’t stop now.

“Your family wasn’t killed by a firebender,” she said, in a rising voice. Then she turned to the crowd. “His father was Yakone—and his brother is Councilman Tarrlok!”

The crowd wailed in shock. Even Amon’s lieutenant recoiled, his eyes widened as he whispered, “What!?”

Amon chuckled. “An amusing tale. But let me show you the truth.”

He lowered his hood.

Korra suddenly couldn’t look away from him. He’s going to show his face? Now!? 

Her heart pounded. She was terrified of what might be beneath the mask.

Amon—no, Noatak—untied his mask and let it fall away. He stood exposed before the world.

A red, angry scar stretched across his face.

“This,” he said, pointing to it, “is what a firebender did to me.”

The crowd erupted, so loud Korra thought she heard screaming.

She felt like screaming herself.

It can’t be… Why would Tarrlok lie?

She turned to Mako, her eyes wide with helpless disbelief.

Above the chaos, voices broke through calling Korra out.

“The Avatar’s lying!”

“I’m telling you,” she moaned, nearly in tears. “He’s a waterbender!”

She spun to Mako, her voice trembling. “They don’t believe me. It didn’t work…”

As Amon slipped his mask back on, Mako’s resolve hardened.

“We said what we had to. Now we have to go in for Lin and Tenzin.”

Korra heard the rattling of ropes and the crackle of shock gloves, as more Equalists were closing in from the upper levels.

Without hesitation, Korra and Mako moved swiftly along the wall, firebending, just as they agreed on earlier. Then they bended blazing whips toward Amon and his men on the stage.

Amon’s reinforcements stormed the stage. Sparks were already lighting their shock gloves, and their ropes were ready for Korra and Mako, whistling through the air.

Korra launched herself into the fight, with flames raging around her. Mako was right behind her, striking chi blockers with precision, as his fire lit up the arena.

She spotted Tenzin on his knees and dove toward him. With another burst of fire, she scattered two chi blockers and brought him up.

“Take Lin”, she screamed at him.

Tenzin sprang to his feet, eyes blazing, as if just awoken. He nodded and held her shoulders to assure her, before he sent a massive gust of air straight at Amon. Korra was grateful to all the spirits that Tenzin had enough time to regenerate half of his chi-blockage, during her interruption.

Caught off guard by Tenzin's force, Amon was hurled backwards across the stage. He crashed hard against a support beam.

Without missing a beat, Tenzin rushed to Lin’s side, lifted her into his arms, and turned to Korra.

“Go!” Korra shouted, blocking three chi blockers at once with a spinning arc of fire. “We’ll hold them off!”

Tenzin ran toward the exit, with Lin in his arms, and blasted gusts of air behind him to keep the Equalists at bay.

Korra and Mako fought side by side, ducking and striking. Flames were uncontrollably flying in tandem. Smell of ash aggressively invaded her senses. One by one, the chi blockers burnt and knocked out dropped down.

When enough of them were down to clear a path, Mako grabbed Korra’s arm. “Now!”

They sprinted for the exit, after Tenzin, as smoke rose behind them leaving enough chaos to keep anyone from following.

Did we just start a fire? The thought flashed through Korra’s mind as they ran. Were we really that careless with our bending?

A flicker of sharp and unwelcome doubt crept in.

Spirits… is Amon actually making sense right now? There are hundreds of people still in there...

They reached the building’s exit just in time to see Tenzin disappearing into the street, Lin still in his arms.

Korra grabbed Mako’s sleeve, pulling him to a halt.

“Stop,” she said, breathless. “We have to go back.”

Mako turned to her, wide-eyed.

“What? Why?”

“If we started a fire,” she said, her voice tight, “so many people could be trapped inside… choking to death. We have to make sure.”

Mako let out a frustrated growl but didn’t argue, after all she was right. With a sharp nod, they turned back deeper into the building.

Barely a minute in, they saw him.

Amon was sprinting down the corridor straight toward them.

Korra froze.

“Go!” Mako hissed, grabbing her arm and yanking her into a nearby storage hall. In a split-second decision, they darted in opposite directions.

Out—just get out!

But the moment she turned the next corner, she realized: her and Mako had been separated.

She heard fast and heavy footsteps. 

It’s Amon.

Korra’s heart was pounding. She ducked behind a tall broom cupboard, pressing herself into the shadows, barely breathing.

Just as she thought Amon had passed, her body seized.

An invisible, already too familiar, force gripped her. It was tight and paralyzing, and she was lifted clean off the ground.

Bloodbending.

Her limbs hung helplessly in the air as she twisted.

She couldn’t move anymore, when Amon stepped into view, with his eyes locked straight on hers.

“We end this tonight, Avatar,” he said coldly. “I won’t let you destroy carelessly anymore. No more setting buildings with people inside ablaze. No more crushing streets and treating the helpless like collateral damage.”

There was heat in his voice, anger. It was strange, hearing emotion coming from behind that empty mask. She wanted to shout that she never meant to hurt anyone, to tell him she was there to protect, to help. Why was he twisting everything, painting her as some villain she wasn’t? Mere weeks ago, he attacked the Arena full of people!

Yet, it took a long moment before her voice finally came, trapped beneath the weight of her chest. “You nearly rid the world of one of the last airbenders!” Korra shouted, but her teeth were clenching against the pain.

“And that one airbender,” he snapped behind the mask, “is worth more than an entire building you almost let burn?”

Still suspended, Korra couldn’t move a muscle, she could only watch as Amon stepped closer.

He reached out, brushing his fingers along her chin, then slowly to her neck. The touch was feather light.

She wanted to recoil and scream but her body refused.

Then, he lowered her gently to her knees, under his control. And a moment later, he stepped behind her.

She felt the pressure of a single finger resting against her forehead.

“I told you I would I would destroy you”, he said in a soft tone, almost as a lover’s.

She stopped breathing all together.

This is it, she thought. He’s going to take it all.

Then came the numbness on her forehead and everything went dark.

 


 

The world around Korra was soft, strange, weightless and glowing.

The Spirit World. How ironic, she heard her thoughts in the distance.

She just stood there breathlesly, surrounded by familiar presences. Aang appeared first, calm and steady, followed by every elder Avatar that had come before her. Their forms reminded Korra of distant candlelights.

“You’re safe here, Korra,” Aang said gently, and his voice was full of warmth and sorrow.

She wanted to speak, to ask why her body felt so far away.

“Your spirit has gone into a protective state,” one of the older Avatars explained. Their voice was left echoing like wind through the trees. “The severing of your chi paths was too great. It’s trying to shield you… but it also means—”

“That I can’t bend anymore,” Korra finished with a hollow voice.

Silence fell.

Aang stepped forward then. He wore a soft, yet resolute expression. “You were never meant to face this burden alone. And now, we offer you a final gift. Your Avatar State. One last time, you may call upon our strength.”

Korra was shocked at this. "One last time?” she echoed.

“Yes,” Aang said, full of understanding. “After this… your path will change. You’ll have to learn who you are without the Avatar title."

The wind stirred. The skies and ponds seemed to be green, and the grass blue. In the ethereal world of spirits time never passed.

Aang's robes rustled in the breeze. "But you’ll still be Korra", he continued. "That’s what matters most. Your heart will always outweigh any duty.”

She wanted to beg them to wait and to let her stay just a little longer.

But before she could speak, she was pulled back, swallowed by the whirlwind of chaos and lightning in the real world.

Here, it seemed, she was finally ready.

So, Korra, and all the Avatars before her, bent four elements, rising into the air as the very spirit of destruction and vengeance. She was only vaguely aware of the pulsing white light seeping from her. She saw it reflected in Amon’s eyes.

With a raw, untamed force unlike anything she’d ever felt before, she hurled them both through the wall and into the water beyond.

Amon tried to bloodbend her, but every attempt was shattered and easily repelled by the Avatar’s power alone, and her otherworldly strength. He could barely hold his ground against her when they clashed in the pool of water.

Korra was aware from the corner of her eye that the arena had emptied; the evacuated crowd was now gathered outside, and watched from a distance.

She moved to subdue Amon, ready to drag him under and finish it when he finally managed to fight back. In full view of everyone, Amon bent the water toward her and lifted himself up at the same time.

As she was pulled into his water whips, she heard a gasp that swept through the crowd.

“She was right!” someone shouted. “He is a bender!”

For the first time, Amon had acted on instinct, and hadn’t thought it through.

This isn’t Amon, it’s Noatak, she reminded herself.

She pulled him down into the sea, dragging him under as the crowd watched… Stunned, shocked, with their beliefs shaken.

They were deep underwater when Noatak’s mask slipped away. She watched his scar wash away from his pale Water Tribe face. He was striking, his face marked by proud features. It made the Avatar even angrier and she hurled him further and further away from the city, through the water, and into the wilderness.

She lifted them into the air, screaming right into his face in the midst of a whirlwind of water, wind and chaos. He was powerless, trapped beneath her blazing, glowing eyes. Then, with a cruel throw, she slammed them down onto the sandy beach. The impact shook the ground beneath them. 

In her fit of anger she barely noticed all the blood and fresh cuts. He was beneath her now, coughing and struggling for air. He looked lost, and achingly human.

Korra straddled him, gripping his robes tightly, listening to his breath coming in ragged bursts and fogging the space between them. She leaned in close, staring deeply into his face.

“You ruined me completely…” she said. Herforehead went and leaned on his, as her voice was shaking.

When the words left her lips, her hands moved to his neck. Her fingers tightened, pressing hard as she tried to choke him. Tears spilled from her eyes, falling onto his skin, and finally melting in his blood.

The grim realization settled over his face. He was serious, alarmed, and fully aware of the danger she posed to him in this state.

She whispered in a low and trembling voice, right into his unscarred, gasping mouth.

“But now… I’ve destroyed you too.”

As her tears fell and her hands clenched around his throat with savage force, she caught something almost sorrowful in him. It was his gaze that froze her, pale as a glacier’s heart. The pupils were blown wide with something between madness and rapture.

Is this surrender? In the back of her mind, she had a thought how he made her a monster he could never become.

The moment faltered between them. Their lips were parted, and breaths were tangled, and his mask long forgotten.

Korra’s grip around his throat slowly loosened and his hands moved, to her lips, then to her hair.

Noatak’s fingers tangled in her disshelved ponytail, and his hold was firm for a moment… but then, just as suddenly as he’d grabbed her, his grip began to slacken too. His thumb smeared blood across her bottom lip.

Korra heard how somewhere in the city a bell tolled. Betrayed mob and riots still raged. A world burned. 

None of it mattered here anymore. 

“Damn you”, Noatak whispered. His voice was stripped of its mechanical growl, as it was raw and hoarse. Waves rolled in from the shore, cooling the fire of their rage as they touched their bodies.

Then he closed the distance between them.

And he tasted like iron and salt. Like victory. Also like defeat.In that kiss she understood that this was yet far from love, it felt like a concession.

It was the last thought in her mind before the world went black and her head collapsed against his chest.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          The last scene was inspired by this beautiful moni art: https://www.tumblr.com/atla4art/815709785340182528/hellou4-lifeispeachy56-blog-blog-doodle-from

        




11. Chapter 11


    
     

Standing at the edge of the cliff, the wind bit at Korra’s cheeks, as she stared down at a memory of once-proud of Republic City. 

Almost everything that remained was in ruins. 

What was once a high skyline was now reduced to jagged silhouettes against the dawn.

Her legs trembled from the effort of standing for even these few minutes. A sharp spasm shot through her thighs, and she collapsed back into the wheelchair. Her body had betrayed her once again. 

Limp, lifeless and hollow. Like the city below. 

An explosion ripped through the city's underbelly. It felt like a thunder, and its shockwave rattled the cliffside beneath Korra's wheelchair.

Deep in the chaos, somewhere, General Iroh's forces were clashing with non-bender militants. Across the bay, a pillar of oily black smoke twisted into the dawn grotesquely.

Two full, long days passed since Korra awoke on the shore. Her body was wracked with pain unlike anything she’d ever known. Her mouth was dry and tasted of salt and blood. The last thing she remembered was the fight, Noatak’s bloodbending grip, the deafening roar of the crowd turning to chaos, the way the sky and sea had blurred together as they tore through the wreckage… Her first taste of the Avatar state, and what would be her last, faded like a dying ember. It left only Noatak's desperate look seared into her memory, along with a kiss she met in their shared ruin.

Korra let herself weep, as she surrendered to grief. Her bending left her. She was all alone, and the Republic City burned. The absence screamed louder than the distant explosions.

Truth became irrelevant. It didn't matter that Korra had unmasked the revolution's greatest lie in front of the city’s eyes. Exposing Amon (who was nowhere to be seen, having vanished along with Tarrlok) wasn't enough to end the growing war between benders and non-benders.

That day… two days ago, in the smoldering wreckage of the battle in front of the burning Arena, non-bender radicals had seized their moment. Around them, the evacuated savage crowd pulsed and roared. Those who didn’t run away, ached for a fight.

That isn't to say peacekeepers didn't emerge from the ashes. Asami Sato stood tallest among them.

Korra snickered at herself, remembering how jealous she used to be of Asami’s relationship with Mako…a past life where those youthful, childish things actually hurt her. Since then, so much devastation had happened. In all her expectation to be the greatest Avatar, her youth had been ripped away. Korra was forced to grow up far too fast, and Asami turned out to be working with the one man who had made Korra’s life a living hell… Nevermind that, at the very end, Asami showed repentance.

However, as the city saw it, Sato’s daughter was coming from a rare non-bender family with enough power and influence. She was the one who had walked both worlds.

A perfect representative to the masses. That night when mayhem ensued, and when the first ministry building burned, it was her amplified voice that shattered through the smoke.

"You don't need a mask to lead you!" The amplifier feedback screeched as she tore off her own gas mask, revealing the soot-streaked face of someone who had lost everything to both sides. "Look around! Each and every one of you is a face of the revolution!"

She had tried to soothe the crowds then, acting as a mediator, promising a fair council and a city where no more blood would be shed. But it seemed a leader with a peaceful solution had come too late for the enraged masses.

A bottle shattered at Asami’s feet. Then another. Her promises of shared power rang hollow against the symphony of breaking glass. The crowd's roar definitely wasn’t an agreement, but hunger.

So, the battles raged on.

Loud radicals rallied every bystander into an all-out war. Any benders still within reach were swiftly stripped of their freedom.

“Look what the Avatar brought us!”, they shouted. Masked Equalists commandeered with raw, furious voices. They pointed back to the scorched Arena’s front yard. “She and her kind would burn us all to ash rather than share this city! We won’t wait like lambs for the slaughter!”

And the crowd raged along. Their shouts spread like a wildfire, and by nightfall, the streets ran hot with battles. The non-benders fought Iroh’s troops with all they had. More and more shock gloves lit the night. The police was closing in to round them up, but was met with crackling defiance.

Now, Korra was rooted and unmoving. Her knuckles turned white against the wheelchair's armrests. She had no intention to leave or move, as she was focused on what unfolded below. It was a desperate dance of Iroh's survivors clashing with what was left of Equalist forces. It played out like some bizarre show, all flickering flames and distant screams.

Then the bay waters rippled.

At first she blamed the smoke stinging her eyes. But no, the horizon line was moving, fracturing into dozens of angular silhouettes. Ships. More than she'd ever seen. Their sails bore no familiar colors she could tie to Republic City... just a forest-green tide pouring through.

"The Earth Kingdom?" The words tasted like ash on her tongue. Her spine straightened despite the agony, as she thought her eyes were tricking her. Had they arrived to offer aid?

The ships sliced through the bay’s smoke-choked waters, with their hulls gleaming like unsheathed blades.

Suddenly, against all Korra’s hopes, a deafening barrage erupted from their decks. Cannon blasts lighted up the battlefield below in searing oranges and reds. The ground trembled. Buildings already weakened by riots crumbled in the shockwave. 

Korra’s heart lurched into her throat. 

Who dares to attack Republic City so openly?

No nation, no faction, would strike so brazenly…

Unless… there were no leaders left to defend it. And that was exactly what Republic City had become: no Amon, no Avatar, no one to answer the fleet’s assault.

The attacks were launched on a fractured, unstable Republic City, intent on conquering it while it was at its weakest.

Her body screamed in protest as she forced herself upright. Her muscles were burning, vision was swimming. Every nerve howled that she was broken, that she had nothing left.

But the flames reflected in her eyes said otherwise. 

She had to get down there, to stand with the citizens, to face this with them.

Before there was nothing left to save.

 


 

The city was already choking on its own ruin and wreckage when the horizon darkened with Earth Kingdom fleet. 

Korra urged Naga through the rubble-strewn streets, all aching. The polar bear dog’s white fur streaked with soot. Every explosion made Naga’s ears flatten, but she pressed on. They rode until Korra saw a convenient corner to stay uncovered. Then she slid from Naga’s back with a pained grunt. 

“Stay hidden,” Korra murmured, pressing her forehead to Naga’s muzzle. “They’ll target you first.”

Naga whined but obeyed, vanishing into the skeletal remains of a bombed-out storefront. Korra pulled the tattered cloak tighter around her shoulders… she was just another broken survivor in a city full of them, and limped forward. 

She barely made it behind the husk of a collapsed port building, before the warship’s ramp slammed down. 

It struck the ruined earth with a resounding sound, sending up a cloud of dust. Behind it, row upon row of some mechanized suits stood at attention. Their polished metal gleamed in the smoke-choked light. Korra’s first thought was that it was a mechanical army carved from the bones of the Earth Kingdom itself. 

A hush fell over the battlefield. Equalists and benders alike froze mid-fight. Others peeked out of their trenches, as a sole figure strode forward.

A woman, in an armor gleaming like jade.

Dark hair was pulled into a flawless knot, not a strand out of place despite the chaos around her. But it was her calculating eyes, glinting with something between disdain and triumph that made Korra cringe. 

The wind carried her crisp and commanding voice across the ruins: 

“Look at what your war has done.”

Korra didn’t recognize the face, but she knew power when she saw it. 

"Today marks the end of your suffering." Her polished boot crunched on broken glass, as she paced before the terrified soldiers. "No more bender oppression. And no more radical, extremist movements. Under my protection, all citizens will know true order."

The mecha suits (...or tanks?) behind her gleamed in unison.

Korra watched from the shadows as a young firebender dared to step forward, lunching at her.

A flick of the woman’s wrist, and the steel pauldron detached from her shoulder in a flash. It struck the man’s ankle with a crack, as metal wrapped midair to coil around his leg like a serpent, binding him. He crashed to his knees, screaming as the armor contracted, deliberately crushing the tendons.

The Earth Kingdom stranger looked calmly at the immobilized man, as her soldiers stepped out of the ship to drag him away. "This is the equality your leaders failed to deliver."

Metal cables shot from her with a move of her fingertips, erecting a glittering cage around a group of whispering Equalists, who were scheming how to get to her from behind.

"Where your so-called leaders brought division, I’ll bring harmony. I promise you this. I, Kuvira," her voice rang out, , "The Great Uniter of the Earth Empire." It sounded like a whip on the battlefield. She spread her arms, and her polished shoulder guards glinted.

The crowd shuddered as one organism. This wasn't the honesty of Amon's revolution, nor the crumbling pretense of Council’s democracy, who let a civil war through its backdoor. All knew this was tyranny wrapped in a silk vow.

Every Korra’s thought screamed at her to charge forward and to meet Kuvira’s steel with her fists, consequences be damned. 

A few months ago, she would have.

A few months ago, she'd have been lying broken in the dirt by now.

The firebender’s pained cries still echoed in her skull as she forced herself back, melting into the shadows. This was yet another fight she couldn’t win with sheer force.

She found Naga exactly where she’d left her, as the polar bear dog’s ears pricked at her approach. Korra hauled herself onto Naga’s back with a grunt. Her torn body was still protesting. 

“We need to find Tenzin,” she murmured, casting one last glance at the battlefield, at Kuvira standing victorious amid the wreckage. “Now.”

Naga didn't hesitate. They slipped through the ruins quietly, swiftly. The sounds of Kuvira's "new order" faded behind them.

Korra's mind raced. She had lost to Amon... losing her bending and him in the process.

But she knew the people wouldn't let what was left of the city, after this civil war, fall before Kuvira's feet.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Welp, this had to be done.

Also, I don’t believe revolution would fall just because their leader was a bender. The cause is much deeper and stronger than that.

        




12. Chapter 12

Notes for the Chapter:A short introspection chapter




    
    A small, dusty cottage perched on a cliff edge on the outskirts of Republic City. It belonged to an old White Lotus sentry, who was long since reassigned. The cold air and smelled of pine and damp earth. The only sound in this watchman’s solitary cottage was the ragged pull of Korra’s own breath.

She was sitting before a grimy window, with her hands clenched. Her eyes, inevitably, were drawn to the distant silhouette of the Air Temple Island.

She hadn’t lit a fire, fearing the smoke would give her away. The cold that seeped from the stone walls was a penance she was willing to bear. It was better than the suffocating, ever-nearing heat of their concern.

“You need to rest, Korra.”

“Let us handle this, Avatar.”

“Your well-being is the priority right now.”

As if she could rest. As if her well-being was separate from the corpse of the city sprawled out below her.

From her cliffside sanctuary, the humming streets she used to race through on Naga seemed now silent, replaced by the occasional, chillingly precise march of patrols in Earth Kingdom green. The "liberators” of the Great Uniter Kuvira’s army.

It had been the perfect timing. The bender and non-bender conflict had escalated from protests to pogroms, then to open civil war in the streets. The new city council was paralyzed, and the United Forces stretched thin. They had torn each other apart with a bitterness she hadn’t thought possible, and in their exhaustion, they had left the door wide open.

So Kuvira simply walked in. Korra tried to bring balance, and instead, she left a vacuum for a dictator to fill.

Kuvira promised peace, order, and an end to violence. She had presented herself as the strong, logical leader Republic City desperately needed. Frightened, weary and broken people had little choice.

However, while she presented herself a savior, Republic City’s jails were fuller than ever… of both benders and non-benders who dared to question her authority.

Ironic, Korra thought. How Kuvira’s polished speeches and promises of unity weren’t a lie. It was proven by the cold reality of disciplinary actions and prisons, which now held both benders and non-benders alike… finally equal in their shared defiance of the new leader’s iron grip.

A phantom ache pulsed through Korra’s wrists, so she rubbed them. Memory of her recent bending loss, still, had the power to hollow her out. The elemental fury that had been as natural as her own heartbeat was just… silent. So was the fading echo of the man who had taken it away, along with her heart.

It infuriated her that he wasn’t here to offer a solution, not even through his usual smirks or mockery.

And after all, what was the Avatar without her bending?

Korra’s reflection in the glass was hardened.

Her cheeks were hollow and eyes lost somewhere far away.

Her thoughts drifted to Tenzin, of all people. To the long hours of guidance, and how his steady voice weaved wisdom she was too young to grasp.

The pain of others is not yours to bear, he often spoke. But how could she have understood that, when she was the Avatar?

It was her duty, if nothing.

Then she thought how she had to let go of every breath in order to keep living. And so, she had to release the city as well, its people, and the chaos of their senseless war. She had to let go of reminiscence of him, too if she ever wanted to breathe again.

She exhaled once, twice… and Aang’s voice echoed from her final vision of him. It reminded her that beneath all the weight of duty and title, she was still Korra, and she would always have herself.

So, with each next breath she released, she felt the truth settling deeper; what a replaceable figure in this mess of history the Avatar was.

Sharp movement in the distant bay caught her eye, as a new line of mecha tanks rolled off a massive transport ship docked in the harbor.

The world didn’t need her anymore, as it learned to evolve without her. And that was all right, because she was finally grasping what it felt like to let go.

Now relaxed, she pressed her forehead against the cold glass, and let the city’s ruin blurr into a mosaic of what it simply was.

It’s okay if I’m not down there… fighting, her thoughts whispered.

Profound stillness settled over her. The biting cold that had gnawed at her arms simply faded, replaced by a gentle, pervasive warmth. She sighed, accepting the comfort as a gift from her own hard-won calm.

But little did she know, the comfort was not coming from within.

For the first time, since her loss and the war in the city, her spirit truly relaxed, releasing its grip on the past and its fears. As that happened, a fundamental part of her being stirred in its sleep. Unseen and unfelt, the air in the cottage responded to her quiet core. The dust motes on the floor began to waltz in a slow circle around her boots. The frigid air molecules around her shoulders agitated. They gently collided to create a pocket of perfect warmth. The frost on the window pane directly before her receded. It wasn’t the heat of her skin, it was coming from the will of a spirit that no longer needed to force the world to bend. It simply did.

In the newly cleared glass, her reflection stared back. And she saw only her own acceptance, face sharper now, more mature, touched by the quiet danger that lives only in desperate people.

Korra was completely unaware that she was seeing the first, fragile proof of her being mistaken… and a proof of her bending not being gone forever.

  



13. Chapter 13


    
     

For so long, Korra carried the burdens of the world, and its responsibilities, on shoulders far too young to bear them. A girl so eager to take on the role of the Avatar that she never knew herself.

Yet, the weight of it all suddenly seemed to vanish, as she no longer registered its presence. When Korra rose from the floor of the cottage the next morning, the movement was fluid and effortless. It felt as if the planet itself had softened its pull on her. She attributed it to the peace she had forged in the night, to the monumental decision to let go. It was a relief so physical it felt spiritual.

She began to walk again. It was a simple, exploratory gait of a person rediscovering their own body. Far from the usual determined, heavy pace of the Avatar on a mission.

Each step was a surprise. Her muscles, once coiled with frustrated energy, now worked smoothly in a harmonious rhythm. She felt a subtle lightness, as if a gentle hand was cupping her soles, lifting her just enough to make the rough, uneven path down the cliff feel like smooth stone. She never questioned it; she accepted it as the first fruit of her surrender.

By the second day, the walk was not enough. A restless, joyful energy bubbled up within her. What was once the aggressive drive, now became an irresistible impulse to move. She started to run.

It began as a jog, and on a third day it quickly escalated into a powerful sprint through the pine forest that bordered the cliffs. The wind whipped through her hair, and the world became a blur of green and brown and sky blue. And she was fast. Faster than she ever remembered being without the aid of earthbending to propel her. Her feet seemed to barely touch the ground before springing forward. Fallen leaves swirled up in her wake. She thought it was from the force of her passage, but in reality it was a subtle, unseen current that pushed them aside, clearing her path.

Tears streamed down her face, mingling with the cool air. They were tears of pure, unadulterated joy. She was free. This was what Tenzin had always tried to teach her! This was the freedom of releasing your burdens, of detaching from the outcome. She believed, with her whole heart, that this newfound lightness was the universe’s reward for her acceptance.

She was only half right.

What she felt as spiritual liberation was also a profound physical reality. Noatak’s bloodbending block had been an unforgiving, precise act of severance. He had targeted the elemental channels for water, earth, and fire, shutting them off. In his focus on the three elements she commanded, he had overlooked the one she had yet to master. The one that required a free and open spirit to access. With the other pathways forcibly closed, the latent, unclaimed energy of air within her had no other route. Her state of total release, her lack of clutching to any desire; desire for control or for a man she fell in love with, or even a desire to be the Avatar… It had finally aligned her spirit with the element of freedom. It was a key turning in a lock she was unaware of.

The air was flowing around her and flowing through her. It was lightening her steps, easing her passage, answering the call of a spirit that had finally become a perfect vessel for it. She ran, laughing through her tears, believing she had given up everything, completely unaware that for the first time in her life, she was truly, and completely, an airbender.

 


 

And so, for days, Korra ran. The forest trails became her sanctuary. The rhythm of her breath and the feeling of the earth beneath her feet became a form of meditation. The lightness and the tears of joy, the sense of release… it all coalesced into a fragile, newfound peace. She was beginning to understand that her path was one of acceptance, instead of conflict.

On the seventh day, her run took her further than before. It curved along a ridge that offered a sweeping (albeit distant) view of the main path leading into the city. The familiar, low rumble she had learned to associate with Kuvira’s war machines reached her ears first. She slowed to a walk, with her chest still heaving, and moved into the cover of the treeline.

Below she saw a column of mecha tanks advancing with chilling precision. Their metal feet crushed the road into powder. They moved as owners, even though everyone knew they were invaders. And there, in a clearing just off the track, stood Kuvira.

Even from this distance, her presence was magnetic. She stood ramrod straight, in her immaculate uniform. She was addressing a unit of her soldiers. These weren't the standard infantry; they moved as predators, their armor was darker, their faces were obscured by helmets. This had to be her personal stealth unit, Korra thought.

Kuvira’s voice now was free of the rhetoric. It was calm, and carried with it an unnerving clarity that sliced through the distance.

"...conventional resistance is broken," Kuvira stated, with her hands clasped neatly behind her back. "But the real threat now are the guerrilla remnants that haunt the city. Dissidents, saboteurs, those who cling to the failed ideologies of the past. They will not face you in the open. They will strike from the shadows. And so, you must become the ones who hunt them. You are my eyes and ears where the public cannot see. You need to keep silent and you will be the final argument for unity."

A week ago, those words would have sent a spike of frantic anger through Korra. In shock, the air would suspend halfway to her lungs. Now, those words simply landed on a mind that was still and clear. There was no internal storm nor desperate clutch for a solution. There was only observation, and the unshakable knowledge that this was wrong… this whole occupation. It was a systemic dismantling of hope. Kuvira was preparing an army for the very kind of fragmented resistance that Korra herself represented now. The speech and their mission preparation were statements of total control, and it was delivered with the cool confidence of someone who had already won.

And Korra watched, breathing evenly. Her body thrummed with the same calm energy. The sight of Kuvira didn't shatter her peace. But it did give a direction. The path ahead was about working in unison with her clarity and freedom of thought.

As the stealth unit saluted in perfect accord and melted back into the landscape, Korra turned and began her run back to the cottage. On her retreat, the lightness was still there, with the connection to the air and earth as she moved. But now she harnessed it. Her mind, unclouded by conflict, began to work with a sharp focus.

By the time she reached the cottage, the plan had already taken root.

The shears were on the windowsill, next to the broken mirror. She looked at her reflection, at the thin, stern woman with a determined face and a purpose. There was no Avatar, nor a victim looking back.

She looked into the depth of the reflection‘s eyes and thought about the peace she had found. How it wasn’t a retreat from the world. Rather, it was the foundation from which she would act. She picked up the shears. What would earlier be an act of rage, was hardened resolve now. She would become a shadow stalking its prey in the dark. It was time to learn how to hunt.

First, she had to become unrecognisable.

The shears were cold in her hand. There was no hesitation, since this was a necessity.

The first cut was a release. The warrior’s wolf tail fell, silently in its descent. With each next snip, she felt like she was freeing herself of excess weight. It was a banner she could no longer afford to carry.

When she was finished, in the reflection stood a woman with a severe, chin-length bob. It sharpened her jawline and exposed the determined set of her neck.

She ran a hand through the shortened strands. It was light. Practical. Anonymous.

She was no longer the Avatar who had lost her bending. She was just a set of eyes in the shadows… a purpose moving silently through a wounded city. The woman in the mirror offered a faint, grim nod before she treaded out of the cottage.

 

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Well… all credits for the outline of this story go to this yt video: https://m.youtube.com/watch?v=826nbRC1HJo&pp=ygUWZml4aW5nIGxlZ2VuZCBvZiBrb3JyYQ%3D%3D

I’m a copycat and I wanted to expand on this idea of Korra learning who she is without her bending.

        




14. Chapter 14


    
    A month passed… yet Korra stopped measuring it in days. It passed strictly in the tracking of a single life she was trying to predict, along with painful lessons of restraint.

Korra’s existence had narrowed to a simple purpose. And, she became invisible in the occupied city.

She had also witnessed the true cost of the Earth Empire’s "peace." Each time there was injustice, the old Korra almost roared to life inside her, screaming to intervene.

But she couldn’t. A pair of shock gloves were no match for a full patrol. How ironic that she'd use Equalist weapons, after everything, she thought... Charging in with it would have been a pointless, glorious death, and it would have ended her one true objective.

So, she learned to breathe. She would close her eyes, and in her mind, she heard Tenzin’s voice, calm and certain, as if he were standing beside her.

The world’s burdens are not yours to carry alone, Korra.

It was a mantra. And each time she repeated it, she felt a fraction of that same impossible lightness she’d found in the forest. The weight of a broken city momentarily lifted from her shoulders. She never evaded responsibility, she found a lethal focus, really.

So, Korra always did what now felt as natural as breathing: she retracted back into the ruins, back to the stalking of her prey.

The former Avatar’s world was defined by the spaces between Kuvira’s movements. Korra knew the rhythm of the tyrant’s life as if it were her own heartbeat: the inspections, strategic briefings, and the surveys.

And she knew the one, consistent flaw in the design: Baatar Jr.

It was the only time Kuvira’s impenetrable armor of security showed a crack. In the evenings, after her balcony appearance but before her final operational review, she would often grant herself a short-timed window. Her personal guards would be dismissed. They’d take their posts at a distance. During this time, she would meet her fiancé on a secluded, elevated walkway that cantilevered over the city’s eastern edge. It was a spot that offered a stark view of the skyline Kuvira was reshaping in her image.

Korra figured it was a gesture meant to project normalcy, or maybe humanity. A leader stealing a private moment with the man she loved. But to Korra, who watched from a skeletal framework of a bombed-out building opposite, it was nothing more than another piece of strategy, another calculated performance. Their conversations were quiet and intense. Their body language was that of two architects reviewing a plan. It looked nothing like two lovers sharing a dream.

But the calculation behind it didn’t matter. The result was the same. Around and during those fifteen minutes, Kuvira could be alone.

 


 

As dusk settled, the air turned cold and still. Korra stood in the shadows of the ruin, and noticed her breath was becoming a faint mist. The stolen shock gloves were a familiar presence on her hips. They hummed in a promise of violence. Beside them hanged a thin, non-metal wire, made of braided fibers. It was another promise, that one of silence.

She watched as Kuvira dismissed her guards with a subtle nod, right on schedule. Then she stood alone, and she looked out at her domain. Her silhouette was dark against the twilight sky, as she waited.

But Baatar Jr. never arrived.

He wouldn't be joining her tonight. Twenty minutes earlier, on his way to their rendezvous, he was mistakenly alone. So, a shadow had detached itself from a wall. A swift jolt from a shock glove had silenced his gasp. Now, he sat bound and unconscious, in a dusty utility closet a floor below.

This was the moment. The pattern had led here. The patient stalking and the endless watching, it all converged on this solitary figure on the ledge.

Korra’s mind was exceptionally calm. There was no fear, no rage, not even a flicker of doubt. It was simple as a breath; there was only the clear and inevitable path forward. She was no longer the Avatar trying to restore balance. She was supposed to be here, and this was almost naturally bound to happen.

She took a deep breath, and the air felt light in her lungs. It was time to end the unification.

So, Korra jumped down in a silent, liquid drop from her perch. The air itself seemed to cushion her descent. In the space of a single heartbeat, she was a phantom solidified at Kuvira’s back.

There was no hesitation. The crackle of the shock glove was a vicious snarl as she jammed it into the small of Kuvira’s spine.

A guttural cry was torn from the Great Uniter’s lips, as her body seized violently with the electricity locking her muscles. Before the spasm had even subsided, Korra’s other hand was already in motion.

A thin, cruel wire looped around Kuvira’s throat, and it bit deep.

Korra leaned back, her boots planted, putting all her weight into it. Kuvira’s hands clawed uselessly at the wire. Kora felt the air from ber victim cutting off, and she supposed her vision was beginning to speckle with blackness. The Great Uniter seemed to fade, as her sole consciousness flickered.

But Kuvira’s will was a physical force. As darkness crept into the edges of her sight, her mind, which was trained to command the very earth, screamed a single order.

The polished metal plates of her uniform shuddered. The shoulder guards, the sculpted breastplate, twisted and deformed as if made of liquid, ripping free from their leather moorings. They slithered up her neck with a screech of protesting metal.Silently they fused into a solid, impenetrous collar just as the wire tightened for the final time.

The wire, designed to slice through flesh, met unyielding platinum and steel. Kuvira gave one more, raw-throated grunt of effort, and the metal collar around her neck expanded outward with brute force.

Snap.

The wire was strained beyond its limit, and it parted with a sound like a rupture.

Korra stumbled back a step with the broken ends of the wire whipping back in her hands. Kuvira collapsed forward, gasping ragged and painful breaths. Her one hand was braced on the railing. The other one clutched the crude metal armor now fused to her throat. Her eyes, burning with a volatile mix of pain and fury, scanned the figure before her.

That's how, what was a hunt for the whole past month, now became a duel.

It seemed that Korra was unrecognizable, with her short hair and sharpened features, which were etched with a cold purpose.

"Who are you?" Kuvira rasped in a damaged wail.

In the back of her mind, Korra became aware of a dull, rhythmic thudding that pulsed below the cliff… a mechanical heartbeat echoing up from the city’s depths.

“Who are you!?” Kuvira insisted, trying to yell. “Another one of Republic City's rebellious vermin?”

Yet this time, Kuvira didn't wait for an answer.

With a snarl, her fist clenched. The ground at Korra's feet erupted, and the metal railing twisted like a serpent, lashing out at her legs. Korra leaped back, her body moved with the old, ingrained instincts of a bender. A fluid dodge, a roll that was pure earthbending footwork, even without the earth itself moving for her.

"You came the closest," Kuvira spat, advancing. Her control over the environmentalways seemed absolute. Chunks of rock and shards of metal orbited her like shrapnel. "You actually managed to hurt me. And for that, you have earned a more painful death than the others."

The threat was too close; Korra shivered but moved on instinct alone. Her body twisted and darted to evade. She used the stolen gloves and sticks for deflecting a sharpened piece of railing. But she was a non-bender against a master. A sharp kick of compressed earth hit the back of her knees, buckling her legs. She cried out, falling hard.

While knocked down, Korra noticed that machine thudding again. It grew louder. A deep pounding that vibrated in Korra's bones… Aside from the pain.

As Korra looked up, struggling to rise, her eyes met with the leader’s. And in that moment, Korra saw Kuvira slowly realizing who was before her — past the short hair and the hardened expression. Kneeling in front of Kuvira was the old, unbroken spirit, although beaten down. The specific, defiant eyes that posed a threat to the Great Uniter’s ambitions for a while.

Kuvira stopped, and her fury was nowcrystallizing into terrifying recognition.

"Avatar."

The word was venomous. It was the last thing Korra heard before a final slab of rock hit her squarely in the chest, hurling her backward over the shattered railing, into the open air.

The world upended. The fight, the thudding, Kuvira's triumphant glare… it all vanished, replaced by the dizzying rush of the fall. Korra was relieved that her last view was not of her killer, but of the city itself. The broken skyline silhouetted against a star-dusted sky, and the lights of the occupation were twinkling like a field of cold, distant jewels.

A strange peace settled over her. It was not a bad scenery to die by.

The wind tore at her as a deafening roar, one that promised a crushing end. Korra had finally accepted it. Her eyes closed against the inevitable.

Yet, that sound kept breaking through. The thudding became deafening thumps directly above her. Before she could process it, a jarring force wrenched her from the fall. Two firm arms clamped around her, pulling her back harshly and suddenly against unyielding chest. The descent stopped, replaced by a lurch upward.

Her eyes flew open.

All black — at least a decent portion of her view was covered in it.

A black, metallic platform was beneath her boots. A complex, roaring machine of black steel and spinning rotors loomed above her. And holding her, his grip like iron, was a man clad head-to-toe in black. Fitted outfit, black gloves, a black bandana covering the lower half of his face.

But nothing could disguise the messy brown strands of hair whipping with the rotor spins, or the eyes.

Pale, icy blue, and burning with a fierce intensity. They were the same eyes that had looked down at her on that shoreline, filled with a tragic resolve as he stole her very soul.

Noatak.

Now, his sorrow seemed to be gone, and replaced by a hardened focus. Yet, as her wide, shocked eyes met his, and as recognition dawned on her face, his gaze … softened. It was a subtle fissure in the mask of the former revolutionary. It was a silent acknowledgment of their impossible, shared history.

He had taken everything from her then. 

Now, he had snatched her from the jaws of death.

Korra immediately had an urge to shove him away, to stand tall and defiant, to demand answers with fire in her eyes. This was the man who had broken the Avatar!

...just as she had broken him.

Korra’s body kept a score her mind could never setle. The adrenaline of the fight, the chains from past shattering her newfound peace, and with all that... the visceral terror of the fall. Now, like an impossible crown on top of it all, the sole reality of him... It was all a tsunami that broke over the dam of her willpower.

As a first reaction to it her body went rigid for a single moment kf rebellion, as a statue of pride. But she could never control the shudder that started deep within her core.

The tension shattered. A broken sob escaped her lips, and her head fell forward. Her forehead was pressing against the firm material of his black vest, and she all but wailed.

Her inner fight was gone. The defiance melted into a torrent of overwhelming grief. She wept great, heaving sobs that wracked her. Her hands, still clenched into fists, uncurled and found purchase on the fabric of his sleeves. She held on as if he were the only solid thing in a world that had just tried to kill her. For whatever reason, she felt no shame with him.

Korra buried her face into the junction of Noatak’s neck and shoulder. She sensed the hotness of her cried tears against it, as she felt hidden from the world by the tall figure in black and the roar of the machine coming from above.

And through it all, his grip on her never wavered. It wasn’t enough for an embrace, yet it was firm. An anchor in the sudden chaos of it .

The black platform beneath their feet gave a slight lurch, and the world began to rise as the windlass steadily pulled them up into the waiting belly of the aircraft.

 

 

 

 

 

 

  



15. Chapter 15


    
    Just as the platform carrying Korra and Noatak reached the aircraft’s cabin threshold, the earth near to it erupted.

With a large fissure, louder than the machine pulling them up itself, a massive slab of the cliff ripped free. It was larger than a house… it was the largest boulder Korra had ever seen. A projectile of pure, shattering rage, hurled with an impossible force by enraged Kuvira on the ledge above.

Raw instinct overrode everything. Korra’s panicked cry was swallowed by the rotor’s shriek. She didn’t think; she flinched, and buried herself deeper against the unyielding black-clothed chest of the man who held her. She turned her face away from the inevitable impact.

She felt his muscles coil in a split moment of tension. Instead of pulling them fully inside, he gave a sharp shout to the unseen pilot.

The winch shrieked, yanking them the last few feet into the cabin in a violent jerk. At the same moment, the helicopter’s engines seemed to die.

This is it, Korra’s mind screamed. We’re hit.

The aircraft lunged downward, like a dead weight dropping out of the sky. Korra’s stomach plummeted into her throat. Through the open bay door, she saw the colossal boulder pass through the space they had occupied a second before. It was a mountain of earth missing them by inches, continuing to carve its path of destruction through the air.

They were in freefall. The city periphery rushed up to meet them in a terrifying blur. Just as Korra was certain they would be dashed against the ruins, the pilot, whoever they were, showed patience and nerves of steel. The engines roared back to life with a whine. The helicopter shuddered, straining against gravity, and pulled out of the dive mere meters above a shattered rooftop.

Swaying unsteadily, it grazed over the city suburbs. They flew low, away from Kuvira’s line of sight, finally swallowed by the safety of the already dark evening.

Just as the aircraft steadied into a smoother rhythm, someone slid the bay door shut, and roar of the wind faded. The sound of Korra’s own frantic breathing was loud in her ears. They were safe. For now.

It was only then, in that first fragile moment of respite, that the reality of her sanctuary fully registered.

The arms around her were his arms. The chest she had wept into was his chest. The scent of metal and cold air was his scent.

The memory of the agony in her chi paths, and with it the crushing emptiness, it all lanced through her in a haze of panic. She could see his masked face looking down at her again, promising destruction as he pressed his thumb to her forehead.

Pure revulsion wracked her body. With a guttural sound, she shoved against him with all her strength, breaking his hold and stumbling back until her spine hit the cold metal of the cabin wall. Her tear-streaked face was now painted with betrayal and fury.

“Get away from me,” she spat, and her voice trembled.

Noatak—Amon… recoiled a half-step, his own hands coming up in a gesture that was neither threat nor apology. And in the instant she saw a flash of genuine, unguarded hurt in those pale blue eyes, before his expression closed off again. It was there and gone, but it was real.

Before she could process that, a metalic hiss of the door sounded. The front cabin slid open, flooding the space with brighter light from the cockpit.

“Is she al—” a familiar voice started, then cut off sharply.

Asamistood framed in the doorway, one hand braced against the bulkhead. Her usual impecable attire was gone, replaced by practical flight gear, with a streak of grease on her cheek. Her eyes, wide with shock and dawning relief, locked onto Korra.

“Korra?”

The name, spoken in that voice shattered Korra’s defenses. Confusion, overwhelming gladness and overall exhaustion collided within her.

“Asami?” she whispered.

She was staring at the friend she feared she had lost, while standing across of the man who had destroyed her. The world had stopped making sense.

Asami didn’t hesitate and crossed the space in quick strides towards Korra. Then she pulled her into a tight embrace.

“Spirits, Korra. We thought we’d lost you for good,” Asami murmured into her short hair, and her voice was thick.

Over Asami’s shoulder, Korra’s stunned gaze drifted to the cockpit. Through the open door, she saw the broad back of the pilot. His hands were steady on the controls as he navigated them. He shifted slightly, and the profile was unmistakable! Korra saw the greying temples and old, serious face of Hiroshi Sato.

Dread, as sharp as the one she had felt on the cliff, flooded her veins. Her body went rigid in Asami’s arms.

Enemies. Am I surrounded by enemies?

The logic was horrific. Behind her, the man who stripped her of everything. Piloting, Hiroshi Sato, the Equalist financier who built the weapons that terrorized benders. And Asami… standing between her and these betrayers, hugging her.

Had it all been a lie? Have Asami’s repentance, loyalty and shared risks been a long con, after all? Was she just a pawn they had manipulated again?

“Asami…” Korra’s voice was hollow, her hands hanging limp at her sides, refusing to return the hug. “What is this?”

Asami pulled back just enough to look at her, her brows furrowed in concern. She must have seen the storm of betrayal in Korra’s eyes.

“It’s safe. You’re safe now,” Asami said, her hands moving to Korra’s shoulders, giving her a gentle squeeze. “Mako and Bolin are waiting for you with the others. Tenzin, Pema… everyone. They’ve been searching for you, Korra. We all have.”

Korra knew she might be naive, but those names were a lifeline. The people she loved, the family she’d left behind. But waiting where? In some Equalist stronghold? A new, more terrifying question clawed its way to the surface.

Korra’s eyes flickered from Asami’s earnest face to the silent Noatak who cast his eyes sideways, and then to Hiroshi’s back in the cockpit.

“Where?” Korra asked, the single word loaded with fear and suspicion. “Where are they waiting for me?”

It was silent in the cabin, and that seemed to be louder than the thrum of the engines.

Asami’s hands tightened on Korra’s shoulders. Her voice was very lucid when it came.

“Korra, listen to me. The insanity that seized Republic City… the civil war that tore benders and non-benders apart… it was a poison. You knew it. And when Kuvira came, she didn’t bring order. She weaponized the divide. She used our hatred for each other to make us weak, and conquerable.”

She glanced toward the cockpit, then back to Korra.

“The only way to fight a tyrant who used that... well, we had to unite. Against her. It was the only choice left.”

The logic was sound, but it clashed with the memory of pain. Korra’s eyes landed and stuck on Noatak. The silent figure became a target for all her confusion and betrayal.

“Why?” The word burst from her sharply. “Why would Equalists want peace now? Why cooperate after you’ve already torn the city apart? After you…” Her voice hitched, the phantom ache in her wrists throbbed. “I tried to achieve peace with you. Even begged you for it. And your answer was to take everything from me.”

Her gaze was more a physical accusation, pinning him.

For the first time, Noatak moved. He straightened from his lean. His pale eyes, which had been so carefully guarded, flashed with fire. The air in the cabin thinned.

“Your idea of peace,” he said, his voice a low and rasp, “was to destroy my life’s work. You dismantled the figurehead of the revolution in its peak. You took everything I built and fought to create.” He took a single step forward, and suddenly Korra was lost in the intensity of his glare. That earlier softness was gone, replaced by something impenetrable. He saw the contempt in her eyes and met it head-on, stubbornly. “You asked for peace while demanding my surrender. You wanted the annihilation of the Equalist movement. Don’t pretend your offer was a gift.”

He let the accusation hang, his jaw tight.

Korra was at a loss for words. How dare he? The thought caused fire in her chest. How dare he frame her desperation as a threat? She had offered peace, not from a position of strength, but from the rubble of her own failures. She had swallowed her pride, her identity, and begged. And after everything, he had taken her bending, her purpose, her very self! Now, a month after she had finally surrendered the Avatar role and begun learning to live as a non-bender, he stood there, cloaked in righteousness, treating her greatest vulnerability as an act of aggression.

“You unmasked me.” Noatak went on with his harsh accusations. “You made my name a curse among the very people I sought to lead! Now I hide among my own. As if without honor, because of you.”

He lifted his chin, looking down at her. “You’re arrogant enough to believe you didn’t take everything from me. You did. You stole my legacy. We are equal now. A leader without a cause. A legend stripped of her power. Do you see it? We are the same.”

A bitter, hollow pride flashed in his eyes. “The only consolation is that you failed to drown the idea. The revolution outlived us both. It continued, even after you exposed me. An idea cannot be killed. You were a child to think otherwise.”

Korra’s hands tightened. Her defiance surged back, ready to meet his fury with her own.

She had admitted her worldview held only one side of the truth, long time ago. That was why her fight had always been to end the war, not to deepen it.

Was it not? He’s a fool for not seeing that!

The space between them crackled, only a breath away from violence. Noatak didn’t move, but his eyes held hers.

“I…” Before the shout could leave Korra’s lips, Hiroshi Sato’s gruff voice cut through the tension.

“Stand down!”

He wasn’t loud. Hiroshi Sato stood in the cockpit doorway now. His large frame was just behind Asami’s shoulder and with a face that was etched with a weariness. He looked at Noatak, then at Korra, with an unreadable expression.

“The past is a corpse we are all dragging,” he said, his tone leaving no room for argument.

“We, Equalists, were crazed with an idea of purge. All of us. We called it a revolution, but we let ourselves be guided only by rage.” His gaze, heavy with regret, shifted to Korra. “In our blindness, we caused the suffering of innocents. That was never the goal. Our radicalism… my radicalism… our inability to see any path but our own, has helped bring us to this state.”

He took a slow breath, as if the next words were stones he had to lift.

“I am sorry, Avatar Korra. For the pain I caused you. For the pain I helped unleash on every innocent bender in this city. I know an apology cannot mend what was broken.”

As he spoke, he placed a heavy hand on Asami’s shoulder. She leaned into the touch,showing silent support for her father’s difficult confession.

“We will take responsibility when this war is over,” Hiroshi continued. His voice firmed into something harder. Determined. “But for now, the only penance I can offer is action. I have donated every resource of Sato Industries to our shared cause. My hidden factories... I've turned every one of them, every assembly line, toward a single purpose. Arming the resistance against Kuvira. And cleaning the mess our hatred left for her to seize.”

Korra stared, her anger and confusion were a turbulent sea within her. Hiroshi Sato, architect of her enemies success, was making sense. Was this really giving her hope!? The unfiltered honesty of it was a different kind of blow. It left her bewildered. She bit the inside of her cheek hard, focusing on the sharp, metallic pain to stop the hot tears from rising again. She hated feeling this frustrated by the mental chaos inside.

“That said”, Hiroshi continued as he saw Korra wouldn’t give an answer, “we have a base to reach.” He shot Noatak a significant look. “Save the war for the enemy.”

Then, the old man turned and disappeared back into the cockpit, sealing the door behind him with a hiss.

The silence that followed was thick and charged with unresolved history. Noatak had retreated. His momentary fury was mounded back into cold embers. He rested against the far wall of the cabin, as a silent, watchful sentinel once more, clearly done talking.

It was Asami who stepped closer to Korra again. Her posture was open yet her eyes understood the sea of distrust and shock she saw in Korra’s.

“It was all so sudden after Kuvira’s first attack,” Asami started, her voice softening. She was deliberately picking up the thread of explanation that the confrontation had severed. “I was the bridge. Somehow, I helped end the war between benders and non-benders. It had to end, or we would all be dead. The benders… they trusted me because of you. Because of Team Avatar. Because they knew my loyalty to you was real.” She glanced briefly toward the silent figure against the far wall, then back to Korra. “The non-benders… they listened because I am one of them. And because they knew my family’s name, our money, helped start the fire in the first place. I had to make them see they were fighting the wrong enemy.”

She sighed. “My father…” The words were clearly difficult for her. “His skills, his resources… they are tools we can’t afford to waste, not when the enemy has an army.”

“And what about the others?” Korra whispered, the names a fragile hope in her throat. She willed Asami to understand that Korra needed to hear more about Tenzin’s family, Mako and Bolin.

“They’re safe. We’re all operating from one of the furthest Sato factories, deep in the mountains west of the city. Kuvira’s scouts think it’s neglected wasteland. We’ve kept it that way. It’s our base. Our armory and training ground.” A faint, determined smile touched Asami’s lips. “Mako is drilling new recruits in guerrilla tactics, together with Equalist lieutenants. Bolin and Tenzin are trying to teach earthbenders how to fight together with airbending...”

Her gaze grew more complicated as it shifted toward the looming silhouette at the back of the cabin.

“As for him… I figured you already know who he is.” Asami raised her hands, sensing the words Korra was ready to throw. “A month ago, Mako and Bolin were on a recon mission that turned into an ambush. They were cornered and cut off.” She gave a slight, almost imperceptible nod to Noatak. ”He was the one who extracted them. Took out a whole Kuvira patrol with nothing but terrain and timing. He got the guys back to the base alive. He arrived with them, but never gave a name. He… came to us as a stranger, just another refugee from Kuvira’s evictions. No one recognized him—not at first. And we all saw it. That he had a mind for war… cold, precise, and shockingly effective. And his strategies were… very successful. He was a tactician who reorganized our entire defense, taught our benders how to evade chi-blockers, turned our ragtag offensive into a coordinated insurgency. People started calling him a commander. It stuck.”

Korra turned away, unwilling to hear another word, but Asami’s warm hand caught hers. “He’s the reason we’re still alive, Korra.”

When Korra hesitated, and stayed, Asami’s voice dropped, edged with tension. “One night, after a strategy session, my father pulled me aside. He was… smiling. It was a cunning smile I hadn’t seen in years. He said he recognized the voice. And the mind behind it. He said the commander wasn’t a refugee… he was the man my father had worked for for more than a decade... Amon. He said the decision to expose him or use him was mine, because he had hurt my friends. Because he had hurt you.”

Korra watched the conflict play across Asami’s face; an old, unmistakable loyalty forged through time, the weight of responsibility she had accepted, and the grim pragmatism of war.

“I hated him for it,” Asami admitted, her voice barely a whisper. “I wanted to throw him to the crowd. But… his plans work. He’s woven himself into the heart of every critical operation we have. He… understands the cost of that division between us. Turning on him now would shatter the resistance. So, we keep him. We use him. Because right now, his genius is one of the only things standing between Kuvira and total victory.”

She looked into Korra’s eyes, her expression one of pained resolve. “We’re building a real army, Korra. And we’ve been waiting for our leader to come home.”

The irony was a bitter taste on Korra’s tongue, but beneath it was a fragile, stubborn thread of hope. They were alive. They were fighting.

The deep thrum of the aircraft’s engines began to shift, descending in pitch. Through the small, round window near her, Korra saw the jagged silhouettes of mountains replace the darkness of the city’s corpse.

“We’re almost there,” Asami said, following her gaze. Her voice was softer now, the confessional tension giving way to a weary anticipation. “It’s well hidden. You’ll see.”

The helicopter turned sharply, following the contour of a cliff face so close Korra could see the striations in the rock. Then, they seemed to hover before what appeared to be a solid wall of stone. For a moment, they hung in the air. Then, with a grinding shudder Korra felt in her teeth, a massive section of the cliff face parted. A hidden door parted the stone, swallowing them into a vast, brightly lit hangar carved deep within the mountain.

The engines died. In the sudden silence, Korra heard the distant clamor of a hidden world. She knew that those were the sounds of an army being forged.

Her solitude was over.
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    Once the hideout creaked open, Korra was dazed as the cold air rushed in, forced by the massive mechanical doors of the mountain.

Asami's hand remained firm on Korra's arm, steadying and grounding her as she stumbled onto the entrance platform. Korra's legs haven't really worked right since the cliff... since Kuvira’s deadly look and the fall that should have been her last. She stubbornly kept telling herself that she was dead and dreaming, that in reality, she fell.

But the ground beneath her boots was so real. As was the hand that didn't withdraw the moment she found her balance.

Behind them was Noatak, who kept to himself. She could still feel his leering, vulture-like presence behind her back. He hadn't met her gaze directly since their charged exchange aboard the aircraft. Then she heard him turn and walk toward a rusted metal door built into the mountain face. His dark figure vanished soon after without a word.

She shook the thoughts of him loose and followed Asami and her father.

The door lead onto a descending ramp, lit by harsh industrial bulbs strung along the ceiling. Below, the sound began as a low thrum, sound of machinery, voices, hammering...It grew with every step downward.

Already on the edge of her nerves, Korra grew even more twitchy with anticipation.

Then the ramp ended, and she saw it all; the whole Sato factory stretched cavernously beneath the mountain. Its original skeleton was repurposed into a place raw and desperate and thriving with life. Walkways crisscrossed the upper levels and all around there was salvaged steel, wooden planks, and rope bridges. And it was all buzzing with people in motion. Below, on the main floor, rows of workbenches overflowed with half-assembled mecha-suits, electrified batons, shock gloves and grenades. Korra saw scattered blueprints of mecha-tanks among it all. They were marked with what she supposed were annotated vulnerabilities. Harsh colors on the papers depicted exposed lines, under-armored joints, fatal flaws in the cockpit seals... The workbenches were full of weapons which seemed to specifically be designed to fight mecha-tanks. Korra recognized mechanisms and gadgets among themsuch as mines, harpoons, corrosive gels...

Trainers shouted over clashing practice weapons. Someone uniformed drilled a squad through hand-to-hand forms in the further section that Korra could see through glass windows. Near the armory, in a specialized kind of room (one that reminded Korra of Arena's practice gyms),firebenders torched target dummies to ash.

And everywhere, oh everywhere, the flags hung!

They were marked with the prominentRepublic City’s symbol. Banners draped from every catwalk and rafter. It was almostlike the city’s own heartbeat had been woven into the cloth.

Korra halted to take it all in.

She prepared herself for a cave with barely a few dozen survivors, huddled around a radio, whispering about the old days. She expected hollow eyes and broken spirits.

But what greeted her was a war machine born from nothing; from rubble and ashes of a city that had been torn apart. First by the Council’s collapse and Equalists rebellion, then by Kuvira’s iron fist. Republic City should have been on its knees.

Yet here in the mountains, it had grown teeth.

“We wouldn’t give up,” Asami said quietly from behind her.

Korra turned. Asami stood a few steps up the ramp, with arms crossed, watching her with an expression Korra couldn’t quite read. Pride, maybe. Grief... or both. Korra felt tears pickling at her eyes, from pride for the city's people, and for Asami too.

“After you vanished,” Asami continued, “after the city fell apart... I tried to negotiate and to keep the peace.” She let out a bitter laugh. “Well, as you know, I failed in my role of pacifier. And then Kuvira marched in… I thought that was it. She took my father's company’s remaining assets as a ‘war tax.’” Asami’s jaw tightened visibly. “That’s when I realized you can only outlast a conqueror.”

She gestured at the factory below. “So we started small. My father found me, and suggested this place. It wss old emergency site for weapon production, and it was off every record. We found fifteen people that first week. Then fifty. Then two hundred. Now…” She let the number hang and smirked ironically. “Well, it seems we've finally ended the war between ourselves. Shame a bigger threat had to rise from the seas to bring us together. Everyone here lost something. Their home and family, their freedom... to Kuvira.” She paused awkwardly. “They lost their Avatar.”

Korra winced. But Asami stepped closer. “They never stopped believing you’d come back.”

Korra opened her mouth to say something. But she didn't know what. I’m sorry I failed to kill Kuvira? I’m useless without my bending? Yet, I found peace when isolated in the woods and when I let go of you all?

Before she could speak, a voice shattered the moment.

“KORRA?!”

She barely had time to turn before two bodies slammed into her.

Mako’s arms wrapped around her shoulders, while his chin was digging into the top of her head. Bolin crushed her from the other side, squeezing her in a bear hug that pushed the air out of her lungs.

“You’re alive,” Mako's voice was cracking. “Spirits, Korra, you’re alive.”

Won't be for much longer if you keep pressing me like that, Korra wanted to say, but all air had been squeezed out of her.

“We thought...” Bolin was half-laughing, half-sobbing into her hair. “I’m gonna cry. I’m definitely gonna cry. I’m crying right now.”

Korra’s arms stayed limp for a few more moments. But then Bolin’s ridiculous, bone-crushing warmth sank into her chest, and Mako’s steady grip didn’t let go, and something inside her cracked wide open.

Her hands came up and fisted in the backs of their shirts. She held on tightly.

“I’m here,” she whispered. Her voice broke on the second word. “I’m here.”

Her eyes drifted above where the Republic City symbols swayed gently in the factory’s air.

Korra let herself cry tears of joy.

Asami watched from a few paces away, with wet eyes too. Even though she had hugged Korra just as tightly in the aircraft the moment she first saw her, now she didn't move to join them yet.

Some reunions needed space to breathe.

 

 


 

 

For a while, Asami kept explaining how they tried to track Korra for the past month. During the conversation, she gave a hint, only meant for Korra, and warned her that they must keep Noatak's identity a secret or else, they'd all be dead. After that, she left to finish some logistical business with her father, promising to explain their full plans once Korra was settled in.

The boys then led Korra through the bustling training grounds, past earthbenders practicing shifting walls, and non-benders sparring with shock gloves and all the new kinds of weapons she never saw, before showing her to her small but private room in the east alcove.

Korra was so overwhelmed and exhausted from everything that had happened that day. The failed ambush, the fall, the bittersweet rescue, the emotional reunion... The moment she was alone, she simply slumped onto the bed and lost consciousness before her head even hit the pillow.

She dreamt of the woods, green forests and air. She was running, or rather, flying, feeling that peace she grew to know, only to be snatched away by firm hands of a man clothed in black, all black.

 

 


 

The next morning, Korra woke to muffled voices outside her door.

She barely had time to sit up before the door swung open and Tenzin swept inside, all blowing robes despite the lack of wind.

"Korra", his voice trembled on her name. Before she could respond, he crossed the room and pulled her into a fierce embrace with shoulders still tight.

"You foolish, reckless, stubborn girl," he murmured into her hair. "We searched everywhere. Everywhere."

Behind him, Lin Beifong stood in the doorway, with her arms crossed. Lin's mouth formed a thin line but her eyes, even though they were sharp and tired, lingered on Korra's face with something softer than her posture let on.

"Tenzin," Korra managed, in a voice still thick with sleep. "Lin. I'm so—"

"Asami told us everything," Tenzin said, and pulled back to hold her at arm's length. His eyes swept over her and noticed the bruises and the weight she had lost. His expression crumbled. "I came as soon as I heard."

Lin finally stepped inside. Her boots were heavy on the metal floor. "You look awful."

"Lin," Tenzin warned.

"What? She does." Lin's jaw worked. "But she's alive. Which is more than we thought when you vanished after the arena."

Korra flinched as memories of the scenes from arena flooded her mind; Amon... Or Noatak, inches from her with a hand on her forehead. Oh, the terrible pull inside her as the elements went numb.

"Sorry," Lin said, and her voice lowered. "It's good to see you, kid. Don't do that again."

Tenzin guided Korra back to sit on the edge of the bed, then pulled up a crate across from her. Lin remained standing, with her back to the wall.

"Pema and the children are safe," Tenzin said finally. "General Iroh took them to a secure location outside of Kuvira's reach." His hands clasped between his knees. "I stayed. I couldn't—" He stopped, then swallowed. Korra saw he was still very visibly worried for them. "Republic City needs every able body. Even if it means being away from them."

Korra knew of the grief behind his calm mask. She wanted to say something, but the words tangled in her throat.

"The Council is gone," Tenzin continued. "The United Forces are spread too thin. Kuvira knew exactly when to strike." His eyes met Korra's. "But we haven't surrendered."

"A lot of good that's done," Lin muttered. Korra knew of the exhaustion behind that sarcastic mask, as well.

"I tried to kill her," Korra started quietly. "Yesterday... I ambushed Kuvira in her outpost."

Tenzin was aghast while Lin raised an eyebrow. "And?"

"I failed." Korra's hands curled into fists on her knees. "She threw me off a cliff. I would have died if—" She stopped herself as Noatak's name sat on her tongue. "If someone hadn't pulled me up."

Tenzin studied her, then reached out and covered her fists with his hand.

"You're here now," he said simply. "That's all that matters."

Lin uncrossed her arms, then came closer so that her shadow was falling over Korra.

"I lost my bending in that arena too," Lin said. Her voice was matter-of-fact as always. "Just like you lost yours. And I'm still standing and fighting. I'm still ready to drive my foot so far up Kuvira's—"

"Lin," Tenzin sighed.

"What? She needs to hear it." Lin crouched down, forcing Korra to meet her eyes. "Listen to me. Amon took our bending." Korra winced at the sound of his name, still. "-and it's not coming back. And you know what? So what." Her gaze burned into Korra's eyes. "You're still the Avatar. What you can bend matters little. Now, if you think for one second that I'm going to let you mope around because you failed to kill Kuvira, while she turns our city into her personal military camp—"

"I've been done with moping for a while now," Korra said.

"Good." Lin stood. "Then eat something. Go train. And when you're ready, we have a war to win."

She turned and walked out, but paused at the threshold and added: "Glad you're not dead, Korra."

Tenzin shook his head. Korra started to apologize for worrying them, and for makingthem think that they had lost her, but Tenzin stopped her. "Don't apologize. Just don't do it again." He bent and pressed a kiss to her forehead, the way he did with his own children. "I'll see you later today. We have a lot to plan."

 

**

 

In the course of the next few days, Asami and the boys familiarized Korra with all the workflows in the factory; the weapon production lines, the supply runs, the communication relays... They walked her through every combat training session, from morning drills to night maneuvers. Along with Tenzin and Lin, they briefed her on the missions they had been running against Kuvira's supply convoys and patrols. Plans for the new rescue operations were underway.

Words spread quickly and soon enough people started gossiping that the Avatar was among them.

In a place this crowded, secrets had short lifespans. By the second day, everyone recognized Korra.

It was all happening too quickly for the former Avatar, and she felt overwhelmed, as if the walls of the shelter were closing in.

The weight she'd carried her whole life came crashing back onto her shoulders, and this time it felt twice as heavy because she had nothing left to hold it up with. And she wasn't nearly as enthusiastic as before.

They all depend on me, she thought as she lay awake that night, staring at the ceiling. And I'm just...

She looked at her hands.

A spiteful non-bender who couldn't even land a killing blow on Kuvira when she had the element of surprise.

Her chest constricted.

She had spent her whole life preparing for this role; training, studying, becoming the Avatar. A proud daughter who was to be the bridge between worlds. She deemed herself indestructible and invincible. Arrogant.

Spirits, she had been so arrogant.

She remembered the girl who had swaggered into Republic City for the first time, with chin held up high, and fists ready, certain that nothing in the world could truly hurt her. That girl had never known fear. She had never known failure... Never known what it felt like to reach for the elements and find nothing.

Oh, how Korra hated that girl now. Her chest burnt. Still crying, she almost histerically laughed at herself, at how these times will cruelly teach her humility.

She fell asleep in tears, curled on her side.

That night she dreamt of the forest again. Again, her feet were barely touching the moss, when the hands came to snatch her away. Only this time it wasn't Noatak. Instead,thousands of ravenous, tearing hands dragged her down into darkness.

 


 

It was Asami who woke her the next morning. The moment she saw the nightmares twisting across the Avatar’s face and heard the screams tearing from her throat, she pulled her into a tight embrace.

When Korra confessed of the pressure crushing her, Asami only hushed her.

“We always needed you, Korra, not because you’re the Avatar, or because of what you could bend. We need your grit, your fighting spirit. Now, more than ever. That energy of yours has always been infectious.”

At that, to her own surprise, Korra smiled. Asami hugged her tightly. "Korra, you're the key of the resistance!"

That day Asami seized the moment and gathered the resistance in the main hall of the factory. All were standing beneath the Republic City flags. From the central platform, with Korra at her side, Asami held a speech that silenced it all, every hammer and whisper.

She told them they had finally found their Avatar. That Korra was the final missing link to seal their victory against the occupier. That together, benders and non-benders, they would drive Kuvira from their city and start a new era of peace, built by their own hands, for every person in Republic City.

The benders celebrated her arrival with cheers and clasped hands and hopeful eyes. To them, she was still the symbol of hope, the one who had once stood against Amon and could do it again. They looked at her like she was their victory already won.

Yet, the former Equalists kept their distance.

Forever vigilant, and watchful, they stood silent in the shadows of the walkways. In reality, some still blamed her for the unfairness that had sparked their movement, for a world where benders crushed non-benders underfoot and the Avatar had been the ultimate threat. Only a few had gained confidence in her; first when she fought Tarrlok on his madness, and then at the end, when she unmasked Amon, showning them their leader's lies.

However, majority simply didn't care who had run the Equalist movement. What they remembered was that Korra had exposed their cause as a fraud built by a bender. She had taken something real, their pain, their oppression, and tangled it up in one man's deception until the whole world dismissed them as fools who had followed a liar.

To those eyes, Korra wasn't a savior, and that's why the war raged on even more after Amon was exposed.

She felt their stares like needles in her back when she walked off the platform. Through it all, she kept thinking that the man responsible for it all (at least in her eyes) was nowhere to be found.

 


 

Oh how Korra missed the peace she found during the past month, when she reconciled with her fate and let go of the person she used to be before Amon laid his hands on her.

Now it seemed that the right to that serenity was violently snatched away from her when he crashed back into her life. Fury boiled inside Korra, yet it had nowhere to escape.

During the passing days she trained with the resistance fighters, hand-to-hand, or with shock gloves. She ate the disgusting mushrooms Bolin kept forcing on her. She nodded along to Asami Sato’s strategic briefings and pretended she understood half of what she was hearing.

She even went out for the first time, on rescue missions against Kuvira’s prison camps. Fortunately, Asami insisted they operate stealthily, which spared Korra the pressure of everyone discovering she was without her bending. Alongside the resistance fighters, with Mako and Bolin, she helped extract prisoners and escort them safely back to the hideout.

But she never saw Noatak.

He was always somewhere out, according to the whispers. Scouting and gathering intel. Stealing new mecha tank blueprints. He seemed to be invisible. Some nights she caught a glimpse of a dark figure disappearing around a corner, but she never saw never the face.

Good, she told herself.

Because if she walked in on him... if she saw those pale eyes, and those hands that had stolen everything from her, she would be such a raging mess she might actually kill him.

And wouldn't that be something?

She failed to kill Kuvira. Also failed as the Avatar, as a bender, as anything resembling a hero.

But killing him? The man who started all of this? The man who took Lin Beifong’s bending, along with that of many other virtuous victims. And the one who made her feel this terrible, humbling, yawning emptiness every time she reached for the elements and found silence.

Anger boiled in Korra's chest at the thought of him. Yes, perhaps, that would be justice.

He had made the non-benders hate her. He turned them against the Avatar, when all she wanted was to help. Now they didn't trust her, even when all they did here was for their mutual freedom!

She remembered how he had bloodbent her and fought her as though she had always meant nothing to him... as if they had always been sworn enemies, and nothing more.

Korra stopped at the railing overlooking the training floor. Below, a group of non-bender recruits sparred with electric batons, in focused movements. Brave people, Korra mused, now that she finally knew what it felt like to be one of them.

She paid little mind to Asami's warnings and pleas for peace between her and the former revolution leader, as her nails dug harshly into her palms. He was the source of all the turmoil raging inside her; the nightmares, the self-doubt, the relentless storm of reflection tearing her apart from within, she concluded.

If I see him, I just might kill him. He granted that much to himself the moment he pulled her back from the clutches of death.

 


 

That day the mission started like any of the last ones.

Korra had been on a few operations since arriving at the hideout; rescues and supply raids against Kuvira's occupation forces. Asami designed them to be stealthy and to bleed the enemy slowly.

Korra had a good feeling about this one. Intel placed Kuvira's supply convoy eastward of the mountain, moving along an old road. Mecha suits were escorting ammunition crates, food stores, and, if the scouts were right, a shipment of weapons from Earth Kingdom.

Korra moved with the strike team through the pre-dawn dark, it was more than a dozen non-benders behind her in silence. She has trained with these people for days. She learned their signals, and their ways of fighting without fire or earth or water.

She had this, she convinced herself.

The convoy appeared on schedule. Three sleek mecha suits, the humanoid kind Kuvira's army used for patrol duty, were stomping along the road with an armored truck vehicle them. Their searchlights swept the treeline in lazy arcs.

Korra raised her fist, signaling her people to hold.

She watched the mecha suits pass, counting their patrol patterns. They would have ten seconds of blind spot between each sweep, it seemed. That was tight, but workable.

Now! She signaled the attack.

The resistance poured from the trees. Two fighters hit the first mecha suit's legs with grappling cables, sending it crashing to the ground. Another pair swarmed the second, jamming a metal rod into its knee joint, then swiftly covering it in corrosive gel. The third turned, raising its arm; a mounted gun.

And Korra was already moving.

She ducked under the first blast of fire, rolled, and came up fast. Her fist lashed out toward the pilot's viewport. In her mind, a rock the size of her torso sailed ahead of her punch.

Yet nothing came.

The half-second of surprise cost her. The mecha suit's other arm swung around on, and caught her across the ribs. She hit the dirt hard, gasping.

Get up. GET UP.

She scrambled backward as the suit's foot came down where her head had been. A non-bender fighter slammed into the suit's side with an electrified baton, sending sparks up its chassis. The pilot staggered, as he was distracted.

Korra used the opening. She lunged low, drove her shoulder into the suit's knee joint, planted a mine and pushed. The damaged strut buckled with the explosion. The mecha toppled like a cut tree.

She escaped just before it hit the ground.

"GO GO GO!" someone shouted.

The team swarmed the downed suits, disabling pilots, prying open crates, grabbing what they could carry into their sacks. Two of them were even more hurt than Korra was.

She stood for a minute with her chest heaving, and ribs screaming, before she too got to work.

When the team melted back into the trees with their haul, Korra couldn't shake the feeling that she'd been a step behind the whole time. It was as if she was dragging the team down... She was surviving instead of fighting. Nothing was easy anymore.

 


 

When she was in the hideout, she sat in the corner of the war room, staring at her boots. Asami stood beside her with a clipboard, checking what they obtained. Mako was leaning against the wall, while Bolin paced around.

"I held everyone back," Korra stated finally.

"I don't get it, Korra. I can't figure out why you let yourself get hit that bad." Mako pushed off the wall and crouched in front of her. "You're usually not slow. Or weak...

"You're not helping", Korra responded.

"You're still fighting like a bender," Bolin said instead of his brother. "Right? Like, you throw a punch and you expect something to happen. And when it doesn't, you just... freeze. I think I noticed it in our practices."

Korra's throat tightened. "I can't help it. It's been my whole life."

Asami set down her clipboard. "That's exactly it. You've never learned to fight properly as a non-bender. In real combat, you're still relying on bending instincts that don't work anymore. Your muscle memory is sabotaging you."

"So what do I do?" Korra looked up at her, desperate. "I can't just unlearn so many years of training."

"You don't unlearn it." Asami's voice was calm. "But you train with people who don't rely on bending. You need to copy their way of moving, way of thinking, until it's as natural as breathing fire used to be for you."

Mako nodded slowly. "She's right. You need a different kind of teacher now."

Bolin grinned. "Lucky for you, we have like hundreds non-benders down there. I'm sure one of them—"

"Yeah, we'll find a perfect trainer," Asami interrupted. Her eyes flicked to Mako, then Bolin. "Guys, I'm sure she's hungry now, as am I. No doubt you're starving too, Bolin. Could you two get us some food, please?"

The brothers exchanged a look. Mako squeezed Korra's shoulder as he stood. Bolin gave her a thumbs up that was almost convincing.

When they left, Asami turned to face Korra fully. Her expression was the face she wore when she was about to say something she knew Korra wouldn't want to hear.

"We have the best non-bending combat mentor in this hideout," Asami said. "He's been leading our fighters for a while. Their survival rates have tripled since he started."

Korra's stomach dropped. She already knew what was coming.

"His methods work. His instincts are sharp. And he's the only person here who can teach you what you need to know." Asami paused. "I'm ordering you to train with Noatak."

Korra shot to her feet. "Absolutely not."

"It's not a request."

"I don't care if it's an order from you, from Tenzin, from the Spirits themselves—" Korra's voice rose. "I will not train with him. He took my bending. He started a war. He's the reason I'm like this—"

"He's the reason you're alive," Asami cut her off. Her voice didn't rise, but it sharpened. "He pulled you from that fall. While you were away, he was my best tracker on your whereabouts. Oh, and also, all along, he's been helping save our people. I'm sorry, Korra, but he's been as important to this resistance as you are!”

Korra flinched like she had been slapped.

Asami's expression softened, a little. "I know you hate him. I know you want your vengeance. And you might, after the war, get that chance." She stepped closer. "But right now, Korra, we need every weapon we have. And whether you like it or not, he's the sharpest one in this room."

Korra trembled as silence stretched between them.

Finally, Korra turned away. She stared at the form in the reflection from the dark window... hollow cheeks, bruises, eyes that had seen too much failure.

In a voice barely above a whisper, she asked: "Where do I find him?"

Asami exhaled, as if in relief. "West wing training room. He's there every morning at dawn."

Korra nodded once and didn't look back.

At least if he unnerved her during the training session, she'd finally get the chance to press the knife to his throat, and finish what she’s been imagining for a while now.
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