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1. Origins

Author's Note:
      Okay, I decided to post the one-shots of my Amon Wins! AU in the same work, so this shit, more than a linear story, is more like a bunch of random scenes of the same story, with no temporal order and no date of updating for sure. It follows some of my amorra previous stories, so you should read my other stuff to understand what's going on in this fic. :)

    


    
    Amon remembers clearly the first time they met.

Until that night, he only had heard her voice through the radio and seen her face on the front page of many newspapers. Years and years waiting for the time in which he would encounter the new Avatar and it turned out that it was merely an inexperienced, naïve girl.

Saying he was disappointed would be an understatement.

But like most of the events in their lives, they crossed paths as if destiny were forcing them to clash. One night he dropped his mask and equalist attire to get some fresh air outside his headquarters. Little he knew that less than an hour later he would catch a glimpse of the Avatar wandering for the streets, almost blending with the darkness surrounding her. For how her eyes seemed to be scanning the area, he inferred she was making some patrolling around the neighborhood.

Against all common sense, Amon decided to play cat and mouse with her. She looked so confident that the thought of testing her sounded like a good opportunity. The echo of his steps startled her at first, but he didn’t feel that disappointed when she took the invitation to start the chase, as if hunting were one of her instincts.

There were no traces of fear on her face during the entire ordeal. While turning around dark corners and crossing street after street, he sensed her getting trilled, both fists ready to charge with fire, water, and earth against whoever dared to mess with her.

“I know there’s someone out there. Show yourself, coward!” She exclaimed, although her accelerated heartbeat pulsed inside his head and her labored breathing was the only sound present in the dark night. 

Contempt replaced his previous curiosity about her. Benders never would miss the chance to brag about their gift and Avatar was the perfect example of that. Sadly, as much as her bravado could be appreciated, she lacked prudence and cleverness, necessary traits to be a truly skilled fighter.

“Hey, whoever is there, don’t be a coward and come to face me.” She repeated herself.

Perhaps what he was going to do was not his wisest choice, but emboldened by her reckless and bratty attitude, he came to light, only to be welcomed with a giant ball of fire. He just stepped aside and held her gaze coldly, as if challenging her to charge again. And she did. Her stance was so transparent that he could have taken her down without effort. Whether he did not wish to reveal more of him or he wanted to keep testing her, Amon allowed her to hold him down on the ground even when it took all his willpower not to chi-block her.

“Aha! Got ya! Where are the rest of your criminal friends?”

Oh, so the girl thought he was a triad member. For several seconds he only blinked at her, watching closely every feature of her face, from her blue eyes reflecting the moonlight to the scowl shaping the form of her plump lips.

She was a wild creature, indeed.

“Well? Answer me!”

“To be the Avatar, you have no qualms about abusing your powers.”

It was her turn to blink, perplexed and confronted by his words. Then, she adjusted her weight above him and it was at that moment that Amon realized to full length the compromised position they were in. He wasn’t a blushing virgin to get all flustered for it, although some deep, primal part of him couldn’t help but be very aware of the woman pinning him. His face revealed nothing of that, though.

“How do you know-“

“I’m just a non-bender on my way home.” He spat calmly, without straying his gaze from hers. “So, I’m not a criminal and I don’t deserve to be treated as such.”

The Avatar was having problems with believing him, the gears inside her head working to find anything to rebuke him was apparent.

“I’m not stupid. Someone was following me and you’re the only one here.”

As if her staring at his face wasn’t awkward enough, she tightened the grip on the collar of his shirt and pulled him towards her, their noses mere inches apart to the point they almost shared the same breath.

If he should be feeling intimidated by her actions, he didn’t know, because her glaring looked more like a pout than an actual treat to him. His fingertips longed to flip her over and put an end to her attempt to play a police officer.

“While you’re bothering me, the bad guys are running around freely, young Avatar.” He said through gritted teeth and pushed her hands away from him.

Whether it was the blank expression on his face or the irritated sound of his voice, her eyes stopped throwing blades at him.

"You should be more afraid of the triads than me, buddy."

Following her words, she got up in a single movement, the slight hint of embarrassment evident in the red spreading across her cheeks. Resisting the urge to roll his eyes, he also stood up and silently began to move away from her. His patience wasn’t infinite.

“Hey! Don’t go like this. Don’t you want me to walk you home?”

He did not answer her, just kept on walking. It was kind of hilarious her capacity to increase his irritation. Playing the role of protector after using her strength to intimidate was enough proof of her lack of understanding of the world.

“Okay, dude, I’m sorry. I really regret pissing you off. The least I can do is accompany you.”

Not wanting her to extender unnecessarily her apologies, Amon took a deep breath before turning around and facing her again.

“I don’t need your help to go home, rather, the one who should be careful is you.” The Avatar frowned, but before she could open her mouth he added, “Even when you’re the Avatar, you’re only a girl.”

The Avatar looked ready to pick a fight for what he just said. He preferred to leave before that could happen, merely listening to her angry shouting and her feet stomping in the opposite direction.

.

For some reason, the memory replays in his mind while he makes his way to the apartment Korra and he has learned to call their own during their secret encounters. It had passed almost a year since that eventful night and, still, there are days in which Amon can’t bring himself to believe that he pursued a closer relationship with the girl.

His plan was born another night, though.

He heard her name again on the radio, exclaimed by the enthusiastic Pro-Bending match’s commentator. Such a novelty, the great Avatar Korra had joined the Fire Ferrets. Behind his mask, he pursed his lips and frowned, his pen completely still above the sheet where he was writing a new pamphlet. One more time all common sense evaded him because he thought he needed to see it for himself.

Swallowing his disdain for such open exaltation of bending, he attended one of the matches weeks later, but he didn’t count on the girl noticing his presence from afar after the game was over. Almost jumping towards his form, she spoke to him.

“Hey, are you the jerk of the other night?” It wasn’t necessary to utter an answer because she added. “I hope you are no longer mad at me.”

Her grin and the confident way with which she behaved around him helped him to make up his mind.

.

Amon is pushed out of his memories for the feeling of Korra pressing against his chest in a tight embrace.

“You’re late”, she mutters, her usual brattiness accompanying her words. She raises her face and fixes him with a gaze full of mischief. Immediately, he recognizes that look and what entangles. “Come here.”

He is not going to complain. 

It is so easy to lose himself in her body. Soft lips melting against his, restless hands roaming around his broad shoulders and back, hips brushing his own. Next, he lifts her off the ground by her thighs and takes her to the bed in the other room.

In these moments, it doesn’t matter if he has to carry forward a revolution or if the woman in his arms is the same being he swore to destroy since he was a little boy. But tonight, the moon will be at its full and he can sense it running through his veins, making him more aware of the life flowing inside her.

Her heart fluttering against her ribcage and the constant pulsing of her blood resonates in every inch of his flesh as he starts thrusting into her. The moon force feels vicious the second he thinks how easy it would be to clench his hands and stop her heart once and for all or make it explode under his grip. As if noticing his dark musings, she searches for his eyes and cups his cheek, the lust clouding her gaze being the only thing that Amon sees for a while.

Then, she crushes her lips against his own and moans something he never expected.

“Spirits, I love you.”


  I love you. 



  I love you.


Taken aback, he slows his movements, but Korra doesn’t seem to mind it because she brings her hand to where their bodies join and reaches her climax on her own.  He is struck all of sudden by the sight of her flushed skin, her mouth open in a silent scream, and the feeling of her inner walls enclosing his cock.

Has she always been this alluring? He thinks, breathless, and everything changes although he has the sensation that the world has come to a halt. The moon force keeps calling him with the constant push and pull of his birthright element and he resumes his pace but harder, placing a hand on her hip and the other pressing slightly over her throat. He hears her whimper. There, chasing his own release with merciless thrusts, he realizes he wouldn’t be able to use his bloodbending against her in that manner.

The thought of destroying her isn’t that appealing anymore.

He is pushed out of the edge in tunning to her climaxing one more time under him, her orgasm hitting her so hard that he sees some tears sliding across her cheeks.


  I love you. 


Those words are going to haunt him on the next days since he doesn’t know what to do about it. The taste of victory has been poisoned by the knowledge that after so many years he has come to feel something akin to attachment for someone.

So ironic it had to be the Avatar that someone.

  







2. The bitter truth

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra finds out Noatak and Amon are the same man.

          
Notes for the Chapter:After more than a year of not writing anything for this series, I forced my ass to come up with something given the Amorraweek of this year. So, yeah, this one is for the prompt "Amon Wins! AU". I hope you like it, and you already know my song, sorry if you find any grammar mistakes enough to bleed your eyes.




    
    The moment her fist collided against his mask, a lot of tiny, irregular chunks flew over them, mixing altogether with the snowflakes falling from the sky. And that was when her heart was shattered into a million pieces, just like that mocking symbol of the Equalist revolution fell to their feet.

The man behind the mask was none other than…

“Noatak”, Korra breathed out, stumbling a few steps backward. She could not bring herself to believe it. As chaos spread far off in the city, fire and smoke painting the landscape of gray and red, and the faint echoes of screams reached her ears, she stared at him with wide eyes.

Her panicked heartbeat hammered against her ribs, but at the same time, she could have sworn her blood ran cold in that very moment.


  It can’t be…


“I would have liked you to find out differently, but I guess someday this had to happen.”


  No, it must be a joke. Right?


His words carried this teasing tone that only fueled the rage growing inside her. Her legs started to shake uncontrollably, and it was not because of the cold. There was no doubt. He played her so perfectly, pretending to be Noatak, the distant but caring man, who always knew what to say to make her feel better when she doubted herself. The one who lulled her to sleep when the masked man haunted her dreams. It felt so wrong, so impossible to link him to the man before her, and still, it was undeniable. Noatak and Amon were the same person. But how could she have known? Her blue, pale eyes never betrayed in her presence the soulless glint that characterized her so-called enemy.

How was he even capable of saying to her “I love you” while proclaiming he was going to destroy her?


  Traitor, he’s a fucking traitor. 


“You’re such a fucking monster!” A sob escaped her mouth as she threw a kick charged with fire at his side, but he easily evaded it. Enraged, she attacked with all her forces, knowing deep down she had not much left after days of being Tarrlok’s prisoner. “I trusted you, you asshole!”

And Amon looked so cool as a cucumber, dodging his attacks as if he were just dealing with a child's tantrum. How much Korra regretted that she had to encounter him in this situation. Who would have known the noises outside the metal box she was trapped in were caused by a bunch of Equalists inspecting the room as their boss neutralized Tarrlok. She managed to run away from them to stumble over her living nightmare outside the cabin.


  Fate can be so cruel.


Giving chase he did the moment their eyes met. And here they were, fighting one another as the future of Republic City depended on the outcome of their battle. The hunger, the cold, the emotional pain of finding out his true identity, all of that began to weigh her down. It only took a second of distraction on her part for him to land a hard hit at her chest, sending her flying towards a huge boulder.

The impact of her head against the stone made her see white for a few seconds. The warm feeling of the blood emerging from her forehead helped her to regain focus, her blurry gaze sliding up from his legs to his unmarred face, which still retained some parts of his treacherous mask.

There, listening to the crunching of his boots striding over the snow in her direction, ready to consummate his victory, Korra got the feeling this was the end. Feebly, she extended her hand to conjure up ice blades to throw them to him, but even that proved to be pointless. He jumped in time to avoid them.


  ‘I’m going to destroy you.’ 


Her state is pathetic. Lying on the ground, her face almost buried in the frost as she represses a scream of frustration at her inability to get up. The sensation of tears sliding over her cheeks is so humiliating that she wished for a moment she was dead.

“I must say, I envisioned a different fate for you when the Revolution was just beginning.”

Amon stopped a few feet away from her, the cold wind whipping his attire around him, and crouched to catch up with her sprawled form. The twitch of her fingers gave away her intentions to retaliate, and with an iron grip, he held her by her ponytail. She barely had time to complain before he chi-blocked her with a swift jab against the back of her neck. 

That’s when she started to panic. Her breathing became erratic, but it seemed he did not care at all.

“As I said, I had other plans. Stripping the Avatar of her so-called gift in front of the entire city, and only then would they understand for sure that a new era has begun, one where the strongest ones do not take advantage of the weakest, where non-benders won’t have to live oppressed-”

“Noatak, don’t do it!” She cried out, pride be damned. “You- You once said you loved me, right? Remember our days together…”

If she hoped to find recognition in those cold eyes of his, she ended up disappointed. A cacophony of “No” left her lips when she heard his voice again.

“Noatak isn’t here, Avatar.”

In the end, the thumb that used to caress her face is the same one that took her bending away, leaving her completely powerless.

The sight of his face was her last memory before she fell unconscious.


.


  “Someday I’ll get my revenge, Avatar Aang, and you will regret what you did to me.”



  The dialogue echoed in her mind, and she could not recognize the man to whom the voice belonged. However, the resemblance between him and the other men she already knew told her everything she needed to know.


.


The days that followed her defeat were the most difficult in her entire life.

The darkness of her cell did little to make things easier for her. Even when the cold in the room chilled her to the bone and her stomach hurt like hell for lack of food, she refused to eat the porridge brought to her by her jailers or to get up from the floor.

She had lost the will to live.

Korra had never felt this powerless. And it was maddening not to know what was happening outside these four walls, too. Mako, Bolin, Asami, Tenzin and his family… how were they doing? Did Noatak, no, Amon do something to them? Or, by some miracle, were they spared? Her parents. Her heart tightened at the memory of them. She missed them so much…

Her despair soon turned into rage and self-hatred.

Korra really couldn’t believe how stupid she had been all this time. Sure, it must have been signs, traces of the Amon persona in Noatak. Was she really that lovesick that she let herself be fooled…? The worst part of it was that it seemed the tears would not stop coming to her eyes. It hurt so much to remember his cold gaze staring at her as he immobilized her and…

She did not want to think about it.

At first, she tried to warn the Equalist recruits who passed by her cell. It was not right. He was not the person they believed him to be. He was never a farmer living in the countryside with his parents until a day a firebender targeted their home. He was never disfigured. And it was pretty probable the story about the spirits choosing him to spread equality was bullshit.

“Hey, listen. Amon- He is not…”

But they were more focused on enjoying her defeat than listening to whatever she had to say. Every time she tried to talk to them, she was received with faces full of contempt. The only time one of them let her speak until the end, the girl behind the helmet told her something along the lines of “You have to be really desperate to come up with something so absurd.”

Korra found herself starting to think her past lives had abandoned her. No matter how many times she closed her eyes and called for them, none of them came to her rescue. She only needed to hear some advice from someone who would perfectly understand what it is like to be the Avatar.

Maybe they refused to contact her because she was not the Avatar anymore. That was it. Without her bending, she was worthless and, therefore, not suitable to bring balance to the world. Maybe it was best that she let herself die here, rotting away in this damned place, that way a new Avatar would be born in the Earth Kingdom, and he or she would finish what she couldn’t.

The day she started to burn with fever, he showed up on the other side of the bars, arms behind his back and wearing his mask as if nothing happened to the one she broke. For a second, she thought she was hallucinating.

“I got word you’ve refused to follow instructions since you arrived here.”

Weakly, she raised her head from the floor, meeting his gaze for a few seconds before fixing her attention on the wall behind him, as if he had disappeared before her eyes. Then, she heard him breathe a heavy sigh as he approached her, the sound of his footsteps being the only source of sound there. Korra was positive she was the only prisoner withheld in this corridor, otherwise, she could not explain the lack of noise or why her cries always fell on deaf ears.

The screeching of the gate being opened did not elicit a reaction from her either. He stopped a mere inch away from her, and she still resisted acknowledging his presence.

“Let’s just say I get what you're doing. You’re letting yourself die.”

Again, no answer from her part.

“It’s a shame, you know. I thought it would take more to extinguish that fire inside you. If there was one thing I could praise about you, it was your stubbornness, as annoying as it could be. Don’t tell me your only source of power was your bending.” The detached tone of his voice was not devoid of mockery, which was so infuriating that Korra finally reacted and shot him a glare. “See? You’re not dead inside as you think you are.”

His boot nudged her gently, as if confirming that was the case. As best as she could, she sat up against the wall, putting some distance between the two. Her levels of malnutrition and dehydration were starting to take their toll on her, and she felt very dizzy for the effort.

“Just tell me. You would rather die of starvation than face me-“

“That’s not true!” She gathered enough force to say. “I will never submit to you or your stupid Revolution.”

“Demonstrate it. Show me you still have it in you to fight.”

It was so awful to see her trying to get up and not being able to, instead falling to the ground as a sack full of potatoes. 

She had no tears left to spill over, and it made things more pathetic if that was possible.

“It’s time you start taking care of yourself, Korra.” The fact that he chose to use her actual name against her best wishes made her heart skip a beat. “You first need to recover if you pretend to overthrow me.”

She hated that he was right. She truly did not want to die. She was so young, so full of dreams and hopes for the future.

“So, on the count of three, you will allow yourself to be helped.”

How was she supposed to allow- Oh. Amon wanted her to say it out loud.

“One.”

Her stomach growled, and it hurt much more than it could have embarrassed her.

“Two.”

The white fur of her best friend suddenly came to her mind. Naga. She did not want to die before seeing her one last time, as well as the rest of her loved ones. She owed it to them. It was her duty to at least try to survive.

“Okay.” She surrendered at last, determined not to take her eyes away from the floor. “Let them in.”

“This time, I will be the one in charge of you.” Amon bent down to pick her up in his arms, ignoring her shakily attempts to get him to let her go. Her eyelids were starting to close on their own, and she thought this was it, her life was about to end once and for all. A soft touch on her hair made her wake up, if only for a moment.

Had he just caressed her? No way.

“There. Good girl. You’ll be fine.”

And sensing him carrying her bridal style out of that damned cell, she fell asleep in his arms. The next time Korra opened her eyes, she was welcomed by the sight of an unknown room devoid of any furniture beside the bed in which she found herself lying under warm covers.

From now on, that bedroom became a sort of golden cage for her.

 

  
Author's Note:PD: I modified some parts of this chapter, so if you're re-reading this, you're not crazy.
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