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1. Chapter 1


The day is the 22nd of December. The year is 2012. My name is Korra and I am a survivor. I may be the only survivor. I haven't seen another person since the first bomb went off, at least not a living person.

We were all warned. The signs were there: a sickness that had started off small. The cases were spread out. The infected had been killed and disposed of. They told us we were safe. 

It started in the Americas. 

A man was shot and killed while eating another man who was still alive. 

A woman was put on death row for eating her own child. 

A cult was arrested and charged for kidnapping unsuspecting humans and hoarding them like food.

Those were the warning signs. 

12.21.2012 11:37am

"Mom! We're going to be late!" Korra shouted towards the bathroom where her mother was still getting ready.

She let out a frustrated sigh before sitting down on one of the beds. It was a rather uncomfortable bed. The bed Korra had back home suited her. This one hurt her back. It was hard and made creaking noises any time she turned in the night.

The rest of the room wasn't much better. The yellow wallpaper was peeling off in several places. The mini kitchen looked like it was straight out of the 70's. One of the chairs at the dinning table was broken, causing it to rock back and forth whenever you sat down and stood up. The curtains smelled like her grandmother's breath and the lock on the door would break if someone knocked too hard.

Next time her and her mother came to the States, Korra would be making the room reservations.

Korra glared at the TV. It was currently tuned to an interview between a very professionally dressed woman and a man who looked as if he hadn't showered in days.

"The end is here. We were warned! All the warnings signs are there if you just look!" The man's voice rose with excitement.

"And how will the world end, doctor?" The woman leaned forward in her seat, faking interest.

The doctor smirked, suggesting the answer was simple and obvious.

"Aliens."

"Okay, okay!" Senna rushed into the room still trying to put in her second earring. "Let's go! Be sure to turn off that TV. I don't know why you even watch that thing. American shows are not appropriate for someone your age."

Korra rolled her eyes and let out a long sigh. She had heard all about why her mother didn't want her trying out for the American Olympic Swim Team.

"Mom, I'm 20 years old. You don't need to baby me anymore." Korra replied.

"But if I don't, who will?" Senna smiled and patted Korra's cheek before grabbing her purse.

"Did you get the room key?" Korra asked.

"Right here!" Senna held up the little plastic card as proof. "Now let's go!"

Korra rolled her eyes again.

Yeah, like I was the one making us late.

12.22.2012 12:02pm

Korra's calves groan in silent protest as she crouches behind a fallen highway sign. Smokes rises from a building just ahead of where she waits. The smoke is a black wall hiding the road before her. She narrows her eyes, trying to get a better look.

She needs to get out of the city. Radiation is what worries her the most about the current situation. She had learned about what it could do to the human body during her school years.

All around her buildings are falling apart. Bricks tumble onto the roads and crush cars under their weight. Cars line the roads. Some are smashed into each other, others are smashed into the sides of buildings. Here and there, bodies lie in the street. They do not move or show signs of any life. It is a ghost town.

Nothing in this place is familiar to Korra. It might as well be a whole other planet.

Korra spent hours just trying to find her way to the main highway. Now she finally comes across the entrance and of course her way is blocked by the unknown awaiting her in that black smoke.

BANG!

Korra's eyes dart to the right, seeking the source of the sound.

Out of the dark fog, a tall figure silently approaches her. It moves awkwardly as if unsure how to put one foot in front of the other.

"Uhhhh!" It moans.

Korra steels herself against the fear. There is no room for fear in this strange land. Fear is equal to death.

12.21.2012 12:02pm

"You're two minutes late." Coach Tenzin yelled from the other side of the large pool.

"I'm so, so sorry." Korra gasped in short breaths. "We hit some bad traffic and-"

"Save it. You can change in the locker rooms to your left."

Korra clenched her jaw.

It wasn't even my fault. And now I'm off on the wrong foot with my potential coach.

Without a word, Korra walked to the locker rooms. She kept her head high. She wasn't about to let anyone make her feel like shit.

Once inside the damp room, Korra threw her bag against the wall. It bounced off and landed with a quiet thump on the floor. She walked over to the mirror and looked at herself.

What am I even doing here? 

Korra studied herself. She wasn't completely unattractive. Her skin was deeply tanned and smooth. Her bright blue eyes were wide and inviting. Her dark brown hair shinned even in the poor lighting.

Her mother had wanted her to be a model. Her father wanted her to be a doctor. But swimming was her passion. The water's siren song called to her ever since she was a young girl. She loved gliding through it, pushing her muscles to the limit. But that didn't mean she wanted to do it competitively.

When her parents realized that she wasn't going to model or work in a hospital, they put their full support into her swimming career. At first it had been exciting. Throughout high school, Korra had loved going to competitions and placing first every time. She was unbeatable. She broke every single school record in the books.

Korra knew she could do it. She could be an Olympic Gold Medalist. She had already been asked by her own country to try out when she was only 16. Her parents had even been supportive then. But she had declined, claiming she wanted to focus on school.

But is this what I want? Just to swim the rest of my young life?

Korra had spent so much time focusing on school and swimming, she never had a social life. She didn't go out to parties or to the movies. She went to school, practice, home to eat dinner and study and then to bed only to wake up the next day and repeat it all over again. She wasn't living. Her whole life she just mindlessly went through the motions only doing what she was good at, what she was comfortable with.

"You know what," Korra said to her reflection. "I'm not ready for this."

BOOM!

The concrete floor and walls rubbled. Bits of rock fell from the ceiling, hitting Korra in the head.

"What the hell?" She yelled, turning from side to side as if to find the source of the commotion.

"Korra!" Senna's shrill voice echoed throughout the locker room. It bounced off the walls making it impossible to hear where exactly it came from.

"Mom?" Korra raced towards the door.

"Korr-" Her mother's voice broke off in mid yell.

Korra stopped in her tracks. Her heart pounded in her chest as fear coursed through her veins.

12.22.2012 12:03pm

The figure is closing in on Korra's hiding place.

Can it smell me?

Korra holds her breath. A drop of sweat rolls down her forehead to the tip of her nose. But she doesn't dare move to wipe it away. Even the slightest sound could give her away.

It moans again. Its voice is deep like it was once a man.

Korra's fingers tighten around the broken piece of glass in her hand. She picked it up by one of the many abandoned cars. Any weapon was better than no weapon.

It's getting closer and closer, inch by a agonizing inch.

Korra debates whether or not she should just jump out now and kill it.

But what if there are others?

One loner is easy to deal with. But when the things are in a pack, it gets tricky.

"H-h-" It starts to cough out.

Now is Korra's chance. She needs to attack and kill it before it gets any closer.

"H-help… me…"

Did it just talk? Can they talk?

With a final step, it clears away from the smoke, exposing itself.

The man falls to the ground. From her hiding place, Korra can see the blood pouring from his right leg. He tries to stand up by using an abandoned car as support.

I'm pretty sure those things can't talk and this guy definitely talked. I heard him. Right?

"Is- Is anyone there?" The man coughs again. His hand slips from the car's side mirror and he lands on his knees, crying out in pain.

Okay. That is not my imagination. He's human. 

Korra glances around once more to insure there is nothing lurking, waiting for her to take the bait.

She slips out from behind the bright green sign. Crawling on all fours, Korra makes her way through the few cars separating her from the injured man. When it's obvious the man is not going to jump up and attack her, Korra stands and walks carefully towards him, closing the distance between them.

Her footsteps are quiet. He doesn't even notice her approach until she's only a foot away from him.

"Who are you?" He scrabbles away from her as best as he can with his bleeding leg.

"How did you get that wound?" Korra ignores his question.

"I- um-" He glances nervously at his leg.

"Were you bitten?" Korra's hand tightens once more around the glass in her hand. It cuts into her skin but she doesn't flinch. The pain is good. It keeps her sane, reminding her that this is real but she is alive.

"No!" His gaze flickers to the weapon in her hand. "No! I swear! I fell and cut it on a piece of metal sticking out of the ground a few blocks over." His voice is frantic, running his words together as he tries to tell the whole story.

"What is your name?" Korra demands.

The man is clearly older than she is, late 20s or early 30s. He must be about 6 feet tall at least. If it weren't for his wound, he could easily over power her. His whole body is built like a deadly machine. But Korra won't let that intimate her. She is the one in control right now.

He hesitates before answering as if trying to decide to trust her or not.

"Amon." He replies in a deep voice. "My name is Amon."










2. Chapter 2


I apologize now for any spelling or grammar mistakes. I haven't been writing fanfics for a few months now. I'm trying to get back into the game. Oh so trigger warnings: blood and a (small) fight scene. 


12.22.2012. 12:17pm

"Okay. Amon." Korra dragged his name out, testing it on her tongue. "Let's get you and that leg of yours someplace safer."

Korra stuck the piece of glass into the pocket of her faded blue jeans. She wouldn't be able to get him out of the open with only one free hand.

"But I swear if I find a bite on you, I will kill you." Her voice was as cold as the threat it held.

"I promise you, I was not bitten." Amon replied.

"Where did you come from?" Korra asked as she peered into the black smoke. She couldn't see anything moving inside it but that didn't mean there was nothing there.

"There's a building that's fallen across this entry ramp." Amon lifted his finger to point into the smoke. "It's on it's side but it's empty."

By the way he said 'empty' Korra knew he was referring to it being free of the living and the undead.

"Is there a way through it?" She raised her hand to block the sun's rays as she studied the black smoke which acted like a wall separating them from their ticket out of here.

"Yes." Amon let the word out in a small gasp of pain.

Korra tried to ignore him. He was a liability. The wounded did not last long in this new and strange world. But neither did the living and he was the first living person she had seen since the bombs had started. Perhaps she could keep him for now. If she doctored him back to good heath, he would be a nice person to have as backup. In the Old World, he had probably been some kind of fighter, maybe one of those UFC guys she had seen on TV once. Either way, she wanted someone like him to have her back when she got trapped in a tight corner.

"Well, let's get you up and on your good leg." Korra turned back to face him as she tried to decide the best way of moving him without further injuring him.

"Wait. I can't go back. I have to go into the city." Amon's breathing was growing heavier. Korra would have to do something soon or she might lose him on account of blood loss. After deciding to keep him around there was no way in hell she was going to lose him from something so petty as a flesh wound.

"Why?" She narrowed her eyes at him.

"My brother was in there. I need to find him."

"You're not going to get anywhere with that leg. It's going to be dark in a few hours and after the sun sets, the city is a death trap." Korra reached down and wrapped her arm around his large frame.

Amon didn't respond. If he believed she was wrong, he didn't argue. But they both knew she was correct. If you didn't batten down the hatches before night fell, things got nasty.

With a grunt, Amon helped Korra get himself back on his feet. Or rather his foot. His bad leg was getting worse.

Korra wasn't sure but she had the feeling that the others could smell blood. If a group of them got too close, she wouldn't be able to fight them all off. Her decision to keep Amon around was slowing turning into a regret.

It took quite a bit longer than Korra thought it would to half drag, half carry Amon through the black smoke to the building he talked about. The process was slow and much too loud for Korra's comfort. The only reason she could think of that one of the others hadn't attacked them yet was because the two of them were on the outskirts of town. The others seemed to stick close to the center where there was plenty of warm meat.

At last they were through the smog and on the edge of the fallen building.

"This looks safe." Korra mutter sarcastically.

The building was sideways just as Amon had said it would be. A blast from one of the bombs had knocked the concrete building over. It was hard to tell with all the smoke surrounding it, but it must have been in half. Korra couldn't see a point where the building slanted back up or down.

"It's safer than being out in the open." Amon snapped back.

Korra knew he must be in pain and the short walk hadn't helped but she was saving his life. He could be a little more polite.

She rolled her eyes and didn't respond to his bitterness. Instead, they continued inside. The floor beneath them was nothing more than glass windows on top of the concrete road. Korra tried placing her feet lightly so as not to crack the glass but Amon's body was so massive it didn't matter. With each step, he caused another small crack in the floor.

Korra bit her tongue to keep from telling him to walk softer. His leg was still losing blood and there was no way he could walk any lighter.

When at last they reached what appeared to be the middle of the office space where there was a break in the glass windows, Korra helped Amon sit down. He leaned against a fallen filing cabinet.

"Take off your shirt." Korra ordered.

"W-What?" Amon gave her a look that said no way in hell was he taking off anything for her.

"I need to tie something over that wound of yours and I'll be damn if I'm taking off my shirt. Your leg is the one wounded here. Which means you're giving up your shirt to stop your blood."

Amon glared at her but listened. Korra tried not to look at his perfectly sculpted abs or his exposed biceps or even the sun kissed skin that glistened with a thin layer of sweat. But his body was difficult to ignore even if his personality sucked at the moment.

"Here." Amon grunted as he threw his black shirt at her.

Korra caught it and crouched down next to his outstretched leg. Even though she had never really minded the sight of blood, Korra had never seen this much all at once. The most she had seen was when she had busted open her knee. It had been after a swim meet. She slipped on some water and landed just right on the tile with her right knee. She still had the scar.

The wound was just a small puncture but it went deep. Amon must have removed whatever metal rod he had fallen on because Korra couldn't see anything but dirt and blood.

"It doesn't look that bad at all." Korra smiled and looked up at Amon to try and reassure him.

"Liar." His face was set in hard lines. It made him look older.

Korra tore the shirt into long thick strips.

"Can you lift your leg a little?"

Amon hissed in pain as he held his leg just high enough for Korra to wrap the fabric around his wound. Once she was satisfied that Amon wouldn't bleed too much more, Korra stood and looked around.

"You stay here. I'm going to go search for some water to clean that wound." Korra worked her way through desks and chairs. She kept her eyes opened for anything that moved. Fortunately the place appeared abandoned.

Korra searched for some kind of break room, praying it wouldn't end up above her head.

About 50 yards from where she left Amon, she found it. It had been on the side of the room which had fallen onto the entry way. All she had to do was climb over the glass wall (apparently this building had liked to be able to see what all its employees were doing at all times) separating it from the office space to the door frame.

The sun was starting to set. Its orange rays were just barely making it through the smoke surrounding the building. The light cast strange shadows throughout the space.

Korra hauled a nearby desk over to the wall. It was just tall enough to give her a boost to reach the corner of the wall and pull herself up. Inside the break room there were fallen chairs and a table to give her a boost back.

Her arms were already sore from dragging Amon, hoisting herself up was painful. Her muscles screamed in protest. But this was the New World. There was no place for crying muscles.

Once up, she crawled carefully to the door frame. The walls didn't appear very thick but they were just thick even to hold her weight. She made a mental note to not allow Amon to climbed these walls once his leg was better. He would surely crash through. They couldn't afford the sound attracting the others.

Korra peered over the side of the door frame. It wasn't a very large room, the drop wasn't bad at all. With a deep breath, Korra lowered herself. For a second she hung there, working up the courage to let go.

CRASH!

"Shit!" Korra hissed. She had landed on the table which had sent the chairs flying and caused way too much noise.

She froze, ears strained to hear anything approaching. Silence greeted her.

"Whew!" She sighed as she straightened herself up. When she had first come across the room, she spotted one of the large water jugs that hooked up to a stand where people filled small paper cups up to get a drink. If it was full, it would be perfect.

"Aarrgh!" A mutated voice cried from the dark corner behind her.

Korra whirled around just in time to see the bloodied corpse reaching out for her. Its face looked half rotten. Its eyes were sunken in but it looked at her like it could comprehend that she was standing there. Most of them Korra had watched from a distance and they all appeared like mindless bodies walking around. But this one saw her.

"Fuck!" Korra yelled. Her fingers fumbled to extract the glass from her pocket. Her hand closed around the hard surface just in time.

Its fingers touched her arms and Korra thought she would lose it. It smelled of death and decay.

"Get. Away. From. Me!" Korra screamed. With each word she stabbed the thing. But it didn't die. Its teeth reached for her throat. Korra's free hand closed around its shoulder and held it far enough away that it couldn't bite her.

"Die you fucker!" She growled. Cussing had never been Korra's thing. Her mother had taught her that a lady never allowed such words to cross her lips. But this was the New World. Ladies weren't part of it, cussing was.

Korra stabbed the thing which had once been a woman, through the eye. She heard the squish of the glass cutting through the eye and into the brain.

The corpse sagged against her. Its fingers stopped clawing at her.

Korra's mind tried to play catch up.

What the hell?

She had known she was dealing with the undead but the thought hadn't ever occurred to her of how to rekill them. But now she had her answer.

"Ugh!" Korra flung the still corpse away from her and back into the corner it had come from. "You can do this Korra." She told herself.

There was no way in hell Korra could live through this New World by herself. She needed Amon. And right now, Amon needed her to get water.

12.22.12. 5:42pm

When she made it back to Amon, he looked worse. His face had paled and his breathing was uneven and shallow.

"Hey!" Korra tried to keep her voice light. "Look what I found." She set the half filled water jug on the floor by Amon's bad leg.

He opened his eyes and stared at her.

"Right." Korra mumbled.

Amon obviously wasn't going to be wasting his breath on speaking to her. She didn't blame him but a simple 'thank you' would have been nice instead of the glare he was giving her.

Along with the jug, she had picked up some plastic cups, paper towels, a snack bars.

"Here," Korra held out one of the bars to Amon. "Eat this."

Amon took it from her without a word.

You're welcome.

Korra removed the soaked wrappings from Amon's leg and tried not to gag. The bleeding had finally stopped. The blood and dirt crusted around the hole. But it was the smell that got to her. It reminded her of the corpse she had killed in the break room.

Korra set about pouring water into three different cups. One for her, one for Amon, and one for Amon's leg. She took a much needed drink from her cup and then stared at his leg.

We're both fucked.

Korra had no clue what to do. She wasn't a doctor and this wound was far from a bandaid and kiss making it feel better.

Her search had left her empty when she had looked for a first aid kit but even that wouldn't have had anything to help her. Amon need stitches at least. No telling what the wound was like on the inside of his leg.

"You could start by cleaning it." Amon muttered under his breath.

"Thank you, Captain Obvious. I thought I would leave it dirty so it can get infected." Korra replied through her teeth.

She tore open his pants in order to clean the wound better. Tomorrow she would do another search and find Amon some new clothes. She grabbed a few paper towels and dipped them into the third plastic cup.

If only there was some magically answer to all of this. If only I could just snap my fingers and cure this God awful wound.

Korra didn't know if it were her thoughts or a miracle from God that saved them.

At that moment the water began to glow a light blue color. It lifted itself from the paper towels and wrapped around her hand like a bubble.

"What the fuck?" Korra gasped.

The glowing water snaked towards Amon's leg, resting upon his wound.

"What- How are you doing that?" Amon stuttered. "St-" his voice broke off. A strange look fell across his face. It was a mixture of shock and… was that pleasure?

"I-I don't know what's going on!" Korra cried.

"Whatever it is, don't stop." Amon replied in a calmer voice.

Korra's eyes widened as she looked at Amon's wound. It was as if the water were healing him. The dirt and dried blood rolled off his skin. The wound seemed to grow smaller and the smell vanished. Color returned to his face. Korra kept her hand with the glowing water bubble over the wound until it had disappeared completely. The water returned to the cup as if it knew its job was finished.

"Are- are you all right?" Korra asked, searching his face for any of the pain that had been there before.

"Yes. Whatever magic you just performed saved my life!" Amon smiled up at her. "How did you do that?"

"I have no idea." Korra ran her hand through her hair. Her brain once more tried to play catch up. But there was no clear answer here.

Every time she thought she had figured out this strange New World, it surprised her.


I'd love to know what you guys think about this whole AU Amorra meets Zombies! Now that I'm giving this story a shot, I've got some big plays. Bigger than introducing bending to this New World. (;










3. Chapter 3
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12.23.12 1:15pm

"Are you sure you can walk?" Korra eyed Amon's leg. It had only been a day since she "healed" it, or whatever it was she had done. Part of her was still trying to convince herself this was a dream. After all, the dead walking around was one thing, but her controlling an element?

"I'm fine." Amon grumbled.

Korra rolled her eyes at his stubbornness. The man had been dying only 24 hours ago and know he was up and walking around, prepared to take on the New World.

"And you're sure I didn't hurt you?"

"Look," Amon turned to face Korra, annoyance was written plainly across his face. "I am as good as new. Stop asking."

"Whatever." Korra glared at him. Although his leg had improved, Amon's attitude was just as frustrating as ever.

"Are you just going to stand there, or help me find some new clothes?" Amon was still half naked after Korra had to destroy his shirt and pants to heal his leg.

Korra balled her hands into tight fists. It would be just her luck to be one of the only two people left alive and have to deal with a rude asshole.

" 'Please' and 'thank you' go a long way, you know?"

"Please?" Amon said through his teeth.

Jeez! What is this guy's problem?

It wasn't like Korra had just saved his life or anything. The man could be a little nicer.

"Here." Korra tossed him a pile of clothes from the ground next to her feet. "I found these in some guys office while you were sleeping."

Amon caught them and, without a word, walked away to change out of his bloody clothing.

"You're welcome." Korra mumbled as she busied herself with collecting what little supplies she had found. In the same office she had found the clothes, she had been lucky enough to find a backpack. It had a laptop and lots of chocolate bars in it. Apparently, whoever had worked there didn't like the healthier snack choices in the vending machine.

Korra also found a few lunches left behind by former employees. The sandwiches would only last for a little while but the granola bars would help them out until they could find more food. After packing up the food, Korra poured the little bit of water that was left into three different plastic water bottles she had come across (which of course had all been emptied.)

"They're not perfect, but they'll do." Amon said as he walked up to Korra kneeling in front of her backpack.

Korra bit her tongue to keep from voicing a sarcastic remark. The only clothes she had been able to find had been someone's spare suit they kept at work. The dark gray trousers were too big for Amon's slender waist causing them to hang low on his hips. The white button up shirt fit snug around his muscular shoulders, the buttons pulled tight across his chest. Amon had rolled the sleeves up, keeping his forearms bare.

No, the clothes weren't perfect at all. Clearly their former owner preferred eating chocolate bars to working out causing him to be larger in the waist and smaller in the shoulders.

But, damn! Amon still looks attractive. 

Korra cleared her throat and looked up at Amon's sour expression instead of his well defined muscles. Even with the bitter look, his face still caused a flutter in the pit of her stomach. He looked like a fallen angel. He appeared to be sculpted by the Gods themselves. His eyes were a golden honey color, between them, his nose was long and strong, strong like his jaw which was spotted with a 5 o'clock shadow.

"Sorry. The department store was fresh out of your size."

Amon's lips twitched as if he were repressing a smile.

"Apology accepted." He said in a calm voice.

Amon was definitely just trying to piss her off now. There was no question about it. Korra could see the laughter in his eyes even as his face remained void of any emotions.

Without replying, Korra snatched her backpack off the ground. She turned to walk out the other side of the building. As she passed Amon, she made sure to jab her shoulder into his arm.

"Daylight's wasting!" Korra called back. At this point she didn't care whether or not he followed her. The next time she came across a dying man, she would walk right by him without a second thought. She'd rather face a herd of the Others than deal with that pretentious prick.

12.23.12 10:53pm

Amon watched the strange woman as she walked in front of him. They were in the woods, the sun had set and yet he didn't have trouble seeing her small frame as she stomped a few yards ahead. He repressed a laugh as she grunted in frustration, trying to untangle a branch from where it had gotten caught in her dark brown hair.

"Here. Let me." Amon gently pushed aside her hands and freed the branch from her hair. "Are you always this loud when you're trying to sneak in the dark?"

Earlier she had proclaimed she wanted to continue through the night to put as much distance between them and the city as they could. But, she had also said they would have to be quiet and not attract any unwanted attention.

"Shut. Up." She fumed. Her large blue eyes glared up at him. Her head didn't even reach past the middle of his chest; she was so small. Amon couldn't help but think of her as fragile even though her black tank top revealed strong arms.

"How about we stop for the night and get some rest?" Amon suggested.

"Why?" Korra narrowed her eyes. She clearly didn't trust him or anything that came out of his mouth.

"My leg is still a bit sore." Amon lied. Honestly, he just wanted to get some sleep. The end of the world could be a bit draining. But he didn't want to voice this. Korra didn't seem tired at all and would probably force him to continue on until she felt like they had reached a safe distance, however far that may be.

"Oh!" Korra's features instantly softened as she glanced down at his leg. "Of course."

They walked for about another twenty minutes before they finally came to a clearing that would allow them to rest a bit.

"You stay here and I'll go get some wood for a fire." Korra left Amon sitting on a flat rock, holding their only supplies.

Amon glanced through the little food and water they had. Tomorrow they'd have to find a town or at least a gas station to stock up on supplies. He had a feeling Korra wouldn't like the idea of that. As soon as they were able, she abandoned the main road in favor of the woods which they had been hiking through for hours now. Amon wasn't very familiar with this area. He'd only been in town to visit his brother. Amon made a mental note to find a map when they went to look for supplies.

"This should get us through the night." Korra's voice announced her presence before she stepped into the clearing, carrying a fairly large armful of branches for firewood. "Grab some rocks, will you?" She pointed to a pile at his feet.

Amon picked up a handful and helped her created a circle on a bare patch of dirt for their fire.

It was funny how quickly he had started thinking in plural nouns instead of just thinking of himself. He hardly knew this woman and yet he didn't plain on letting her go anywhere. She could have been an axe murderer in the Old World but here in the New World that didn't mean a damn thing. There was the living and the Others.

Korra had saved his life without even thinking about it. Without her he would have been live bait for the Others. In the New World, you helped the living. He and Korra might very well be the only two people left. They were in this together whether they liked it or not.

It could be worse. 

Amon could be stuck with a fifty year old man who yelled all day about government conspiracy. But instead he had ended up with a head strong, tough as nails woman who was, to be honest, a sight for sore eyes.

"Damn it!" Korra voice burst through Amon's thoughts.

"What?" Amon tried to focus on the task at hand.

"I can't get these to light." Korra held two sticks in her hands, rubbing them together to try and cause a spark.

"Where did you learn your survival skills?" Amon teased.

"Man vs. Wild." Korra blushed at the confession.

"Right." Amon bit back a smile.

"He also had that one thing that easily started the fire. And a knife." She paused, distracted. "A knife would be nice to have right about now."

"We'll find us some weapons tomorrow." Amon promised. "We'll locate a small town, stock up on supplies and figure out where to go from there."

Korra's eyes widened as she listened to him. Amon had the sudden urge to comfort her, to erase all those fears she tried so hard to hide.

After a few tense moments of silence, Korra nodded her head in agreement. "Okay. Tomorrow we'll get supplies." She hid her face behind the curtain of her brown hair as she refocused on starting a fire.

"Would you like some help with that?" Amon asked. The longer the night stretched on, the lower the temperature dropped. It wouldn't have been too terrible if either one of them had a coat.

"No." Korra mumbled. Her fingers grasped the two sticks so tightly that her knuckles were white.

Amon shook his head but didn't offer assistance again.

12.23.12 12:02am

"Look," Amon's voice cut through the tension between them. "Just forget about the fire."

Korra had been trying to start a fire for a good thirty minutes, at least. But she hadn't even gotten a spark. Amon had tried to help her but her pride wouldn't let him.

"It's too cold. We need a fire. Or would you prefer to freeze to death?" Korra hissed at him. She knew she was being a bit ridiculous. Of course it wasn't nearly cold enough to even get frost bite. But she was cold, tired, and hungry. She wanted to at least be warm.

"We'll get some matches tomorrow. But for tonight we'll just have to wait out the cold." Amon closed the distance between them to gently take the sticks from her hands.

Korra let out a long sigh of defeat. She was so not cut out for the end of the world. She should have just let one of the Others bite her.

"Fine." Korra mumbled under her breath. A shudder went down her spine at the thought of waiting hours for the sun to rise and bring warmth with it.

"If you would like, we could keep each other warm." Amon's voice was even. His face betrayed no emotion. "Just for tonight." He said as if to reassure her.

Korra narrowed her eyes at him. She couldn't get a read on him to see if he meant the offer or if he was trying to take advantage of the situation. Korra wasn't naive. She knew a thing or two about men.

"I won't try anything with you. I swear it." Amon once again spoke as if to comfort her.

Korra's knee jerk reaction was to tell him where exactly he could take himself and his offer of "warmth" but then the wind started to pick up, sending goosebumps racing across her flesh.

"If you do," Korra warned. "I'll injure that leg of yours again. Got it?"

Amon's lips twitched at the threat. In his eyes, Korra saw a flash of amusement but as fast as it appeared, it was gone.

Amon stood up to join Korra where she sat. He brought the backpack with him and laid it down on the ground a few feet away. He cleared away a few rocks and branches before lowering himself next to her.

Korra tried her hardest to ignore the way Amon smelled, like sandalwood and sea salt, but she couldn't ignore the warmth radiating from his body. It was as if he were a portable furnace.

Amon laid back, using the backpack as a pillow.

"Are you going to join me?" Amon's question hung in the air between them like a dare. He was asking her to trust him. What choice did she have? This was the New World and she couldn't face it alone.

Korra leaned back until she could feel the cold earth against her back. Her head was cradled by fallen leaves.

Amon and Korra laid side by side without speaking. The trees above them rocked back and forth in the cold wind. Each time they moved, Korra could see the stars winking at her between the leaves.

How odd it seemed that the world had ended yet nature didn't seem to notice or even care.

Korra shivered again though she couldn't be sure if it was from the night's air or the thought of the New World.

"Here." Amon whispered as he turned to face her. He lifted her head to place his arm underneath, creating a pillow which then wrapped around her bare shoulders. Korra's body responded to the warmth, curling into Amon's chest as he wrapped his free arm around her waist.

Korra closed her eyes and inhaled Amon's comforting scent. It had been an exhausting day and the next would be even more draining but for now, she wouldn't worry about it. She just needed sleep.

"Korra!" A man's voice calls me out of my deep sleep. 

I ignore him. I'm too tired to deal with anyone right now. 

"Korra, you must wake up!" His voice in nagging me, keeping me from the comfort of blissful unconsciousness. 

"Ugh!" I groan, forcing myself to sit up. I rub my eyes and try to force them open. 

"Korra, please. We have much to discuss." 

The voice sounds strangely familiar, as if I once heard it in a movie or perhaps on the news. 

"What?" My voice is groggy from having just woken up.

"Look at me." The man answers. I do as he says. He is a funny looking fellow, probably in his late twenties. He's wearing odd clothes, like what I've seen the monks wearing on TV but they're somehow different, older looking. He has a bald head and a weird looking blue, arrow tattoo that comes down on his forehead. I meet his gaze to see shocking gray eyes staring back at me. 

"Do I know you?" I ask him. I'm getting the strangest feeling of deja vu. 

"Yes. We've met before, in a different life time." The man smiles at me as if waiting for me to put two and two together. "My name is Avatar Aang. It is time you and I had a talk, Avatar Korra."


Ah! I loved writing this chapter. Originally I had planned on waiting to write in Aang's character and was going to end this chapter with a scene that'll happen later on down the road. But I'm so glad I ended it with this. Please let me know what you guys think!










4. Chapter 4


I'm going to try and update this fic at least once a week from now on. I'm not promising anything. Right now the story is flowing pretty well so it shouldn't be a problem. This chapter ended up being a little longer than I normally write and I was going to originally end it sooner than I did but I thought you guys deserved a little more... Amorra since you've been so patient with me already. (: Enjoy!
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Korra awoke the next morning to find herself still wrapped tightly in Amon's arms. In those few blissful moments between somewhat consciousness and half way dreaming, Korra found herself snuggling closure into his warm chest and breathing a long sigh of contentment.

Korra had never spent the night with a man. What with her classes and swim practice, she didn't have time for any romantic relationships. Her mother had often told Korra she wished she would meet someone. Her mother was a firm believer in soul mates and that everyone had one; it was just a matter of finding them.

It was a peaceful morning. Birds were chirping and singing as they went about their daily business. A woodpecker could be heard only a few yards away. Korra felt content. She could have stayed laying there in Amon's arms for hours but the voice in her head worried about the awkwardness should Amon wake up and find them still like that.

The temperature had risen with the sun to a comfortable low 60's. Korra remembered watching the news only three days ago when the weatherman had been baffled by the record highs. Omaha, Nebraska had been experiencing the mildest winter in history. Korra had shrugged her shoulders in nonchalance when the weatherman had apologized and said there wouldn't been a White Christmas this year. At the time she hadn't thought anything about it. But with the recent events, Korra couldn't help but wonder if the weather and the end of the world were connected at all.

Korra shook her head, clearing away the thoughts. It didn't matter right now. Today's task was to focus on stocking up on supplies.

Easing herself out from under Amon's arms, Korra left to relieve herself several yards away. It was embarrassing enough to have to literally pee behind a bush, there was no way she was going to do that while Amon was awake and could hear.

When she returned to their pathetic excuse for a camp, Amon was already up and looking ready to go.

"Good morning." He said with a nod in her direction. If he felt uncomfortable with how they had spent the night in such close quarters, he didn't let on. The man had a killer poker face and probably could have made a living just by playing the game.

"Morning." Korra mumbled. She could feel the heat rising in her cheeks the moment she laid eyes on him. The feeling of him wrapped around her was still fresh in her mind.

"Yesterday we pretty much stuck to walking in a southern direction. If I remember correctly, the highway should be only four or five miles east of here. We can walk along there and eventually we'll come across a gas station where we'll get supplies. If we're lucky, the owner will have kept a gun for protection against robbery." Amon laid out the game plan in an even voice. He picked up the backpack and then began heading east, not bothering to see if Korra would follow or not. They both knew she would. What other choice did she have?
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"Are you insane?" Korra's voice was a hiss in Amon's ears. Amon took a deep breath and tried not to roll his eyes. He had to remind himself that replying with a sarcastic remark would not ease her fears.

"What do you propose we do then?" Amon turned to look at her. She was so close to him that he could feel her warm breath on his neck.

"Well, running in there with our non existing guns ablaze is not a fool proof plan." Korra raised her hand up to gesture at the gas station across the road. Her eyes were wide as she looked at him in disbelief.

From their hiding spot behind two abandoned cars, Korra and Amon could see the station which was littered with trash, four cars, three bodies and one dead body which has been reanimated and was currently chowing down on one of its fallen companions, its back to them.

"It's just one. Honestly, I can take him out before he even hears me approaching." Amon tried to reassure her. His plan was to stab the thing in the back of the head with the fairly large piece of glass he had collected from the road.

"No. No. No." Korra said firmly, shaking her head back and forth with each word.

"Then you stab the thing in the back of the head and you scope out the place and then you can come get me when the coast is clear." Amon was losing patience. He was hungry as his stomach kept reminding him every five minutes with an audible groan. The sandwiches they had eaten last night and the granola bars this morning hadn't filled him up a bit.

"Well, at least I've already killed one of them!" Korra kept her voice low as if worried the thing across the street would hear her. Amon doubted that. The thing was too preoccupied with its lunch.

"Are you serious? You really want me to send you in there?" Amon was surprised by the turn of the conversation. He had thought Korra was afraid of the living dead. Was she actually afraid of him getting hurt?

"Not really, no. But what if you miss and then it bites you?" Korra cheeks flushed a lovely shade of pink. Amon bit back a smile. He didn't want her to think he's making fun of her.

"The head is a fairly sized, simple target. I'll be fine. Just wait here until I return." Amon didn't wait for her response. Instead, he eased himself out from behind the abandoned car. He crunched low to the ground, half crawling the few yards to the other side of the road. The closer he got, the louder the noise of the thing got. He heard the crunch of a bone and winced. Amon was glad he'd made Korra stay behind. He didn't want her to have to hear the sound of flesh eating flesh. It was enough to almost make him sick.

Three more quick steps and Amon closed the distance between them. In one fluid movement, Amon lifted the glass and brought it crashing down through the decaying skull of the creature. The smell hit him like a semi truck to the sinuses. Gagging, Amon forced himself to push the thing away from him, onto its unfortunate prey. He turned to insure Korra had stayed behind. He lifted his finger to signal for her to wait a moment as he checked out the rest of the station, looking for anything that moved.
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"All clear!" Amon's voice called to Korra where she hid behind the cars. Taking a deep breath, Korra stood and walked the short distance to the station.

The smell hit her first. It was the same as the smell in the office building. It made her want to puke but the little food she had eaten, she had to keep down. The buzzing of the flies was enough to drive her mad.

How did this even happen?

Korra passed the one Amon killed, forcing herself not to look. She kept her eyes on Amon where he stood in the doorway. The glass of all the windows had been broken. Even from a distance Korra could tell they weren't the first survivors to pass through here. From the looks of it, she was glad whoever it had been wasn't still here.

After allowing her eyes to adjust to the dark interior, Korra looked around the small space and instantly wished she hadn't. Blood covered the gray tiled floor. Red footprints trailed up and down the aisles which were littered with fallen merchandise. The counter was splattered in blood. A hand could be seen on the floor sticking out from behind the counter. The register had been popped open, the money removed.

"There's not much left that isn't damaged but let's see what we can find." Amon said as he placed his hand on Korra's shoulder in comfort. It didn't do much to ease her shaking body.

"Okay." Korra nodded and took a deep breath, swallowing her fears. There was no point in them.

After searching for a rough thirty minutes, Amon and Korra regrouped to compare what supplies they had managed to find.

Amon laid out two flashlights, two and a half packs of batteries, five matchbooks, a few canned tomatoes, peaches, and corn, a map, and two gallon jugs of water.

"Well, that's better than what I got." Korra mumbled, slightly embarrassed.

"Go on, show me your finds." Amon taunted. He had a smug grin as if he were proud that he had been the one to gather all the important supplies.

Korra placed the items one by one next to Amon's. Seven packs of cigarettes, two small lighters, a six pack of beer, a unopened bag of potato chips, a wad of twenty dollar bills, a pair of car keys, and a small pocket knife.

"Oh, and I found this." Korra reached behind her and pulled a small hand gun from where she had kept it tucked in the back of her jeans.

Amon's eyes widened just a degree. "Where did you get that?"

"I found it in the hand of the dead guy behind the counter. He wasn't decaying yet nor did he smell too much like death. Which is why I also took this." Korra indicated the flannel shirt she had put on over her black tank top.

Amon chuckled under his breath and shook his head.

"What?" Korra asked, annoyed.

"Oh nothing." Amon smiled at her; it lit up his face causing Korra to inhale sharply. The sunlight streaming through the broken window highlighted his dark hair, looking like a halo around his head.

Damn, maybe he is a God.

"You're too afraid to even look at that thing I killed out there but you can pickpocket a dead guy because he 'didn't smell too much like death'." Amon made the quotes in the air as he mocked her in a false high voice, pulling her away from her thoughts.

Korra rolled her eyes at him, not bothering to respond.

"You amuse me. I get the feeling we could have been good friends in a different lifetime." Amon chuckled again to himself.

Different lifetime.

The words stirred some memory in Korra's mind, something she knew was important yet couldn't remember.

"Why did you say that?" Korra asked as she tried to hide the anxiety in her voice. The words scared her and she wasn't sure why. She had the sinking feeling that they had known each other in a different lifetime but it hadn't been good.

"Oh, no reason." Amon didn't notice she was upset. Instead he began to gather up there supplies and put them in the backpack. "Why on Earth did you gather beer and cigarettes?"

Korra felt the heat rush to her cheeks. Blushing wasn't one of her traits that she was fond of.

"Perhaps I'm an alcoholic smoker." Korra retorted.

"Ha!" Amon barked out suddenly. "I doubt that."

"Why?" Korra glared at him.

"You don't seem the type. Now tell me the truth."

"Now is just as good as anytime to start. We're doomed to die soon anyways so why not?" Korra told him before she could stop herself. Part of her wanted to keep Amon at a distance. But there was a part of her that couldn't help but trust him whole heartedly even with the littlest of things. That part had been there since she first saw him in the road and now that part of her was growing more dominant day by day.

"We won't die soon." Amon growled. A shadow had passed over his face and his jaw was clenched with determination.

Korra shrank back from the fierce emotion. He looked like a caged animal that might attack at any moment.

Just as fast as the darkness had overtaken Amon's face, it was gone. He let out a long sigh and rubbed the bridge of his nose between his thumb and finger.

"I'm sorry. I didn't mean to frighten you." He kept his eyes closed and his breathing even as he if were trying to control himself.

"It's fine." Korra whispered.

"No. It's not." Amon looked at her with blank eyes. Whatever he was feeling, he hid it well.

Korra wasn't sure what to say. She sat there waiting for Amon to make the next move.

"Korra." It was the first time he had ever said her name. Amon said it as if he were trying it out, seeing how it felt on his tongue. "If I swore to protect you, would you believe me?"

The question took Korra by surprise. She would have been less shocked had he asked her to feed him the heart of one of the Others.

"I- I don't know." Korra stuttered after several long moments of tense silence.

Amon nodded his head as he if he were expecting her to say that.

"According to the map," Amon laid out said map on the floor between them. "there's a motel a couple miles south of here. We could go there and stay a few nights and get some good rest, or we can head towards one of these smaller towns to see if they've been hit by whatever this is. Which do you prefer?" Amon looked up at her, waiting for an answer.

"Um-" Korra's brain tried to play catch up. Only moments ago, Amon practically said he would protect her and now he was acting as if nothing of that sort had occurred at all. "A motel would be nice."

Again, Amon nodded as if he had been expecting her answer.

"If we leave now, we should make it there before sunset."
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"Wait." Korra's small hand stilled Amon's arm. He had the gun aimed at the head of one of the four Others walking around in front of the run down motel. The sun was just beginning to set. He had to clear the place out before it got dark or he and Korra would be spending the night out in the cold.

"What?" He hissed back.

"The gun will be loud. What if it attracts more of them?"

Amon hadn't thought much of that. It did make sense though. So far, the Others appeared to have most if not all of their senses from when they had once been human. Whether those senses have been dulled or enhanced, Amon wasn't sure. But a gun shot would defiantly be loud enough in the eerie silence of this post apocalyptic world to attract unwanted attention by Others or humans.

"Do you still have that glass from the station?" Korra asked pulling Amon's thoughts back to the task at hand.

"Yes." Amon watched as Korra pulled the pocket knife from her right boot.

"You take two and I'll take two. Then we'll check the rooms."

The motel was one of those which had all the room doors on the outside. It had two stories. Its three sides circled the parking lot. If they could clear it out, it would be a nice place to stay for a little while. No one could sneak up on them.

"I'd feel more comfortable if you waited here." Amon replied. He hadn't outright said it, but Amon had every intention of protecting Korra's life, no matter the cost. It wasn't that he felt obligated so much as it was that he wanted to.

"Yeah right." Korra rolled her eyes.

Before Amon could protest, Korra was making her way across the street, towards the closest creature. It didn't hear her quiet approach. The thing was too busy dragging his feet slowly towards the motel's front office.

"Shit!" Amon hissed. He darted out from behind a car, trying to catch up with Korra before she could get herself hurt. But as fast as he tried to half walk, half crawl towards her, he wasn't fast enough. She had reached the creature and plunged her knife into the back of its skull before Amon could blink in surprise.

The creature dropped to the ground, the thud was just loud enough to attract the attention from the other three rotting corpses walking around the lot.

"Ughhhh" One made the sound as it caught sight of Korra and decided she was its next meal. It raised its arms as it struggled towards her.

Amon lunged for it before it could get within five feet of her. He stabbed it through its right eye. With a squish, Amon felt the sharp glass make contact with its brain, causing the corpse to still and fall to the ground.

"The last one's yours, if you want it." Korra's voice sounded excited as she called out to him. Amon turned to see the rotting thing fall away from her knife.

Korra pointed her blade in the direction of the last creature making its way towards them from an opened room door.

Amon didn't reply. Instead, he raced towards the thing and stabbed it in the head before it could even mutter "Ughhh".

"Nice." Amon could hear the smile of approval in Korra's voice. He turned on her in the blink of an eye.

"When I tell you to wait, you wait." He hissed in her face.

"What the hell is your problem?" Korra shoved his chest with her fist but he didn't budge. All excitement had let her voice only to be replaced with anger.

Amon closed his eyes and counted to ten.

"You could have gotten yourself killed! You didn't even wait to make sure I had your back!" Amon kept his voice low, not wanting to attract anything. But there was a deadly threat there that he tried to keep hidden under the surface.

"Stop treating me like a child!" Korra punched him in the chest, hard. "I can take care of myself! I was doing just fine before you came along with that burden of a leg!" With each sentence, Korra hit him. First on the chest, then his arm, and finally she slapped him across the cheek.

Korra gasped. She looked as shocked as Amon felt.

"I- I'm so sorry." Korra whispered.

Amon rubbed his cheek. He knew it was turning red. It didn't hurt but it had surprised him. He'd never been slapped by a woman. It was an entirely different feeling than being in a bar fight with some guy. He took a long, deep breath. His emotions were dangerously high. Of course he wasn't mad at Korra. She had kicked ass and looked sexy while doing it. No, he wasn't mad. If he were being honest with himself, he was terrified. For a moment, he'd had a image flash in his mind of Korra being bitten by one of those things, forever lost to him.

Korra reached a hand towards his face as if to comfort him. Before she could touch him, Amon grasped her wrist in his hand, stopping her. Korra's blue eyes widened in fear.

"I didn't mean- I just-" Korra sputtered.

Looking back on this moment, Amon couldn't be sure what overcame him. Perhaps it was from the leftover high of the fight. Maybe it was the image that had flashed in his mind. Or perhaps it was just because Korra looked so damn beautiful standing there in the setting sun's light with her wide eyes staring up at him.

Amon took a small step towards Korra's shaking frame. He cursed himself for scaring her. As he wrapped his arms around her, Amon leaned his head down and covered Korra's lips with his own.

The beast inside he growled in satisfaction. It cried out for Amon to take her here and now. It wanted to posses her, body and soul. But Amon refused to give into the beast.

Yes, Korra was strong and had proven herself in a fight. But Amon knew better. She was fragile and he would do anything to protect that part of her, the part she couldn't' protect herself.

Korra's body melted into his as her lips parted as an invitation. Amon answered, tasting her. As she wrapped her arms around his neck, Amon could feel her firm breasts pressing against his chest. The beast inside him growled again. Gods help him, he wasn't sure how long he could control it.


I know, I know. I didn't give you any answers when it comes to Korra's dream about Aang. I'm curious if you guys have any theories? I've said this before in one of the other chapters, I've got big plans for this fic. The plot is fun but complicated and I absolutely love it and hope you guys are enjoying it as much as I am. :D










5. Chapter 5


Thanks to everyone who has left a review! You guys are awesome and you have some interesting thoughts about the plot. Of course I'm not going to say who is right or even if anyone is right. Just know that all things will be answered in time. 

On another note, this is when the M rating comes into play. So you've been warned! 


I'm surrounded. 

Fear crushes my lungs, making it difficult to breath.

Equalist are every where I look. I lash out with balls of flames shooting from my fists. I take a few out but it's no good. They chi-block my arms before tying them up. In my final act of hope, I kick up large slabs of rock, taking out a handful of my enemies before me and then my world goes black. 

…

When I come to, there is a tall man walking towards me out of the shadows. He's wearing a mask, cream colored with a bright red spot in the middle of the forehead. The line for his mouth looks like a grin, mocking me. Dark eyes stare at me. I can't shake the feeling that I know him. The way he's carries himself, the way his body moves is so familiar yet I cannot place it. 

I realize that he's speaking to me. I know it's something important but the words are muffled as if he is speaking into a pillow. I faintly catch words and phrases such as "benders and non benders" "Republic City" and "Avatar." The last one is said like a name directly to me. 

I try to focus on his words, to clear the fog in my head. One statement sticks out as clear as day to me. 

"…And I'm saving you for last." 

Chills race down my spine. 

There is a moment, a second in time that seems to drag itself out. The terrifying man pauses. He looks at me, his eyes like black holes, shadowed by his mask. It's as if he's looking into my soul, picking apart my weaknesses. 

But the moment passes and his rises up to his feet. I struggle against the hands holding me down but it is no use. The man lashes out at me. In the moments before my world fades to black, I see a face. Somehow I know it is the face behind the mask. His face is scarred. The pink, bumpy skin is both beautiful and haunting. Three long scars run diagonally from his right eyebrow to the bottom of his jaw on the left. Despite the scars, I still recognize him. I would know that face anywhere.

Amon. 
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Korra sat up suddenly in the darkness of the room. Her breathing was heavy and she could feel the layer of cold sweat covering her entire body. Her eyes darted around the room, trying to find whatever it was that had awoken her. The silence revealed nothing but her own labored breathing and Amon's deep breaths coming from the other bed.

Hugging herself, Korra tried to search her mind for the unexplainable fear.

The dream had felt so real, only now did she realize she had been sleeping. As reality kicked in, her nightmare began to fade. All that was left was a face, a face hidden behind a mask. The image contrastingly clear. A cream colored mask with a red spot directly in the middle of the forehead. She felt as if she knew the man behind the mask yet knew that was ridiculous. It was a dream and nothing more.

Even though she tried to convince herself not to be afraid, she could't shake the fear the nightmare had embedded in her mind.

Rising quickly, before she could change her mind, Korra crept across the short distance between the beds. She didn't want to wake him.

Amon was sound asleep, breathing deeply on the furtherest side of the bed, leaving plenty of room for Korra to crawl under the covers.

"What are you doing?" His voice was quiet yet still caused Korra to squeak in surprise.

His breathing hadn't changed but Korra found herself staring into those dark eyes which were suddenly open and watching her. In the darkness it was easy to imagine Amon wearing the mask from her nightmare. Korra shook that ridiculous thought from her mind.

"I- um" Korra stuttered as she tried to come up with a good excuse while Amon stared at her with that smug grin. That grin which drew her attention to his lips, reminding her of the kiss they had shared outside. Korra felt her cheeks flush and hoped it was too dark for Amon to notice.

The thought of that kiss embarrassed Korra even more. It had only lasted for a few moments before Amon had pulled away, a dangerous look in his eyes. He hadn't said a word to her the rest of the night as they made sure all the rooms were clear and then made their temporary home in the center room on the second floor.

"Did you hear a bump in the night?" Amon mocked her, that stupid grin growing just a bit.

"No. It's cold." Korra lied.

"Maybe you're cold because of your lack of clothing." Amon chuckled.

Korra's blush deepened as she became aware of just how little clothing she was wearing. She'd stripped down to only her tank top and underwear and left her other clothes on the chair in the corner of the room. A quick glance told her Amon was wearing even less with only his boxers on.

"What is it?" Amon asked in a serious voice, all trances of humor had left his face.

"Nothing. Go back to sleep." Korra turned away from him and curled up into a small ball.

"You can tell me. I promise not to laugh." Amon whispered so close to her ear, she could feel his warm breath on the back of her neck.

Korra shook her head, not wanting to say anything. The proximity of his body to hers was distracting. The silence dragged out as Amon waited for her reply.

"Who were you before all this?" Korra asked. She was surprised as much as he was. They had an unspoken agreement not to talk about the Old World or what had happened to them since the dead started walking again.

Amon let out a long sigh. He must have known somehow that this was coming.

"I was a teacher." His voice was so soft that Korra held her breath just to hear his words. "I taught history to eleventh graders at a private school in New York. I was here to visit my brother but I never made it to his apartment before the bombs started. To say I'm shocked is a lie. The warning signs were there. I worked with a science teacher who followed the teachings of his superiors like a religion. They had isolated a gene in the human body that came back to life after being exposed to certain chemicals. They were studying it, trying to see if it could be used as a cure for cancer. I am no man of science so I don't know how they thought it could or where their experiment went wrong. But when humans try to play God, we doom ourselves."

Korra listened, in a trance as Amon spoke. She had assumed the plague had been a fluke of some kind, perhaps mother nature was trying to protect herself. She hadn't thought much about a logical explanation for the living dead.

"Tell me about your brother." Korra whispered after several tense moments. She still lay with her back to him but she could feel Amon just inches away from her.

"Ha!" Amon's laughter caused the bed to shake a bit underneath them. "He's an arrogant bastard, a politician actually. He worked for the governor. I never really asked him what his title was. Whenever he talked about his job I tended to tune him out. He's three years younger than I am but he has this air about him, like he knows he's better than I am." He paused as if he were lost in thought.

Korra didn't speak; she was too afraid she would break whatever it was between them at this moment.

"Who were you before?" Amon asked her quietly, his warm breath on her neck sent goosebumps racing across her flesh.

"A swimmer." Korra replied plainly. "I was in the States to try out for the Olympic team." She didn't mention her mother. It was painful to imagine her mother's body buried under all that rubble. Korra shook her head trying to force the image of her mother's lifeless eyes from her mind. "I escaped the building I was in after it was bombed. I wandered around, hiding from the living and non-living until I came across you."

Korra didn't want to relieve those hours of terror. The streets had been overrun with walking corpses and people shooting anything that moved. She herself had found it difficult to tell the difference. Many of the Others hadn't been decaying yet. A person wasn't able to tell the body was infected until it was too late. She had seen several of the living eaten alive. Their screams still haunted her.

"What time to you suppose it is?" Amon asked.

Korra was startled by his question. It seemed odd and out of place considering what they had been talking about.

"I don't know. Sometime around midnight." Korra guessed. She turned around to face Amon, searching his face for the train of thought that had led to that question.

"Merry Christmas, Korra." Amon smiled down at her.

"Merry Christmas." She replied, returning his smile. It wasn't much. Christmas seemed so unimportant in the scheme of things. And yet it was something familiar, something good that tied them to their old life and gave them hope at the same time.

…

"Follow me kids!" I yell to the airbender children. I know that no matter what happens to me, I have to get the three of them out of here alive. 

Tenzin and Mako are following close behind. I can hear the shouts of the crowd as they protest the escape of the benders. Their lust for blood fuels their anger as it swells like a wave threatening to crush us all.

And then he's there. I can feel his presence. It sends chills down my spine and stands the hair on my arms on end. This is it. This is the final battle he wanted though it's not on his terms. He wanted an audience. He wanted to take the Avatar down in front of all of Republic City. 

The others are ahead of me now. Tenzin and his children flee in search of Pema but Mako stays with me. Fear and determination are written in his eyes. 

"Go!" I yell at him. Pausing, I turn to see the masked man chasing us. I thrust out both my fist, sending a wall of fire flying towards him. It's not enough to hurt him but it should slow him down. 

We make it to some kind of old spacious storage room. I have just enough time to crawl under a table before I hear him enter the room behind us.

I hold my breath, too afraid that he might hear my short gasps. My gaze follows his feet as he passes by. I close my eyes and think maybe I'm safe, maybe he won't find me. 

A hand flashes under the table and yanks me out from hiding. 

"No!" I yell. But it is to late. I try desperately to free myself. I fling random earth plates from around the room at him but he easily dodges them all. 

Fire erupts from behind him as Mako comes to my defense. 

"Let her go!" He yells as he runs towards us. 

The fire doesn't even phase the masked man as he drops me only to attack Mako. With one solid blow to Mako's head, he knocks him out cold.

I'm frozen in shock. Mako is one of the strongest firebenders I know and yet he's no match for this man.

"Ahhh!" I yell, jumping to my feet. I can't let him win. My job as the Avatar is to protect the people and bring balance to the world. As long as he's here, leading his Equalist, raining down terror, there can be no balance.

"Tsk, tsk, tsk, Avatar Korra." He chuckles at me. There is no trace of fear in his voice. "You should know better than to think you can play with the big boys."

His counter attack is too quick for my mind to even calculate. In a flash, he's inches away from my face, his hand wrapping tightly around my throat.

"It is time for benders to experience fear. The days of the Avatar are over." Amon laughs in my face, his eyes full of pure hate.

…

12.25.12 5:13am

"No!" Korra screamed as she bolted up right.

"What is it? What's happened?" Amon lunged from the bed, his hands in fists, looking ready for battle.

Korra couldn't stop herself. Tears streamed down her cheeks and her breath came out in short, desperate gasps.

"Korra tell me what's happened? Are you hurt?" Amon was at her side so fast she didn't see him move. He shook her shoulders, trying to get a response from her.

"No. I-I-" Korra broke off into even more sobs, unable to control herself. She wrapped her arms tightly around Amon's neck, pulling his body against her own. Amon's body tensed for a moment before he pulled her into his lap, rocking them both back and forth as Korra sobs into his shirt.

"Do you feel better?" Amon asked after Korra finally calmed down. Her breathing slowed once more and only a few tears leaked from her eyes.

She nodded her head, not trusting her own voice.

"Why don't you go to the bathroom, clean yourself up a bit and then we'll talk. Here." Amon leaned across the bed to pick up a half empty water bottle and a flashlight. "Take these."

Korra followed his instructions and locked herself in the bathroom. She flicked on the flashlight, turning it upside down and placing it on the sink so that the room was lit with a dull glow. The light was just bright enough to make out her reflection in the mirror.

Korra looked at her reflection and instantly regretted it. She hadn't showered in days which caused her hair to stick out at random and the dirt in it made it look like an even darker brown color. She looked disgusting.

Ignoring the gross reflection, Korra turned the water bottle around in her hand. She had been able to somehow control the element when Amon was injured. Could she only do this when someone was hurt? Had it been a one time thing?

She closed her eyes, concentrating on the water in her hand. There must be something to it, some kind of trick. She felt the temperature of it, just a degree or two cooler than the room she was in. Focusing on the feel of the water, the way it swayed back and forth in its container, Korra twirled her finger, imaging the water copying her movements. When she opened her eyes, Korra was shocked to see the element in her control. With every flick of her finger, the water tossed about in the bottle as if trying to free itself.

A satisfied grin spread across her face. Korra spent the next ten minutes playing with the water. She formed it into a ball, throwing it from one end of the bathroom to the other. She allowed it to rain down over her body before collecting it back into a ball in mid air. She bit her tongue to keep from giggling like a school girl.

Korra didn't care that her new found superpower was most likely from radiation poisoning. She didn't care that she was making a fool of herself. She didn't care that Amon could walk in on her at any moment and make fun of her.

Amon. 

The thought pulled Korra back to reality. She could still remember the strange dream. Her potential coach had been there but he'd had kids and a wife. An unfamiliar boy had been there too. Mako was his name but Korra had no idea if she had ever seen him before in real life or not.

Amon had been there. He had been the source of her fear. For some reason, Korra just knew they were enemies in the odd world her subconscious mind had drawn up. But why? Why would she dream that Amon was trying to hurt her?

He had practically sworn to protect her life and he had backed that statement up already on several different occasions. Sure the dream had been nothing more than simply a dream but Korra couldn't shake the fear in the back of her mind.

"Ugh!" She growled. In her anger, Korra mentally threw the ball of water at the mirror. Glass and water went everywhere.

"Fuck." Korra muttered under her breath.

"Is everything okay in there?" Amon's voice was muffled through the closed door.

Korra took a moment to herself, ignoring Amon's question.

It was just a dream. Amon isn't out to get me. He was a teacher for Christ's sake. My subconscious is just going crazy. 

"Korra?"

Amon is a normal person living in a post apocalyptic world. Him and I are a team. He's got my back and I've got his. 

"Korra answer me before I break down this door!"

And he would. Korra just knew Amon would break down the door because he was going to protect her. For some reason she didn't know, Amon would protect her. Silly nightmares meant nothing.

Korra took a deep breath.

"I am not joking!" Amon's voice yelled through the door. He was getting upset. No, he was pissed. It had past the point of just being "upset."

It turned Korra on.

If she was being honest, everything Amon did turned her on. But especially when he was angry. Seeing him fight off the living dead in a fit of rage was enough to ignite a flame of desire that had yet to go out.

Korra turned to face the door. Just how angry would Amon be if she kept ignoring him and waited until he kicked down the door? He'd be even more pissed than when she had gone after the Others the day before without waiting for him.

It was a tempting thought, waiting to see that fire of fury in his eyes. And she wanted that. Gods! Did she want that. She wanted to see all that pent up passion directed at her. She wanted to see the flame burning in his eyes as he grabbed her again to yell in her face. But even more than that, Korra wanted Amon to kiss her again. She wanted to feel his scorching lips cover her own. She wanted to feel his raw power, have him release it all on her without holding back as he had done before.

"That's it!" Amon yelled.

Korra jumped. She had been lost in thought and hadn't had a chance to make up her mind and now it was too late. She had a second to dodged out of the way before-

CRASH!

Dirt clouded up the room as the door flew into the sink, covering the broken glass from the mirror.

"Korra!" Amon growled as he stepped into the small room.

Korra didn't stop to think about the consequences. She didn't stop to consider how Amon would react or even think about just how far she wanted it to go.

Korra leapt across short space and practically tackled Amon as she wrapped herself around his large frame.

"What the-"

Korra kissed Amon, cutting off his words of shock. After only a few moments, Amon responded to her attack. He wrapped his arms around her, both supporting it and crushing her to his own body. His lips fought hers for dominance. He didn't wait for an invitation; his tongue forced its way into her mouth in search of a taste of her. His open mouth swallowed her moan of pleasure. Korra's legs wrapped tightly around Amon's bare waist as she struggled to get closer, to be a close as humanly possible. She wanted him like she had never wanted anything before. It was her and Amon in this moment.

Amon pulled away. They're breathing was heavy and uneven.

"Korra, I-"

Korra cut off his words with another kiss. She didn't want to hear his rejection, not yet. She wanted to keep him for just a bit longer, as long as she could.

"No. Wait." Amon pulled her head away by her hair as he continued to support her body against his with just one arm.

"What!" Korra asked in frustration.

"I don't think-" He paused. His eyes betrayed no emotion as he searched her face. "I don't think I'll be able to hold back."

Korra blinked in surprise. She had been expecting him to reject her once more.

"What?"

"I won't be able to hold back." An emotion flickered in his eyes. Korra couldn't be sure but it had looked like concern.

And then her brain was finally able to catch up. He wouldn't be careful. This would not be two people making love. But that wasn't what she wanted. Korra didn't want 'love'. That didn't exist in this world.

"Don't." The word had barely left her lips before Amon crushed his lips to hers.

This kiss was different. He wasn't holding back. This was the Amon she wanted. He was all power and passion as he bit her bottom lip, pulling on it just enough to receive a cry from her. It hurt, yes, but it hurt in a way that only turned Korra on even more and Amon knew it. Korra was soaking through the cotton of her underwear. There was no way Amon couldn't feel that against his bare chest.

Amon threw Korra down on the bed. The room was dark but the dull light from the bathroom was enough to draw an outline around Amon's large frame as he loomed over her.

Korra felt exposed laying there under Amon's gaze as if he was already looking at her naked body though she still wore some clothing. Her heart skipped a beat as Amon crawled across the bed towards her.

In one fluid movement, Amon ripped her underwear and tank top from her body, tossing the shreds into a dark corner where they lay forgot.

Korra's hand reached out to remove Amon's boxers but he stopped her, wrapping his strong fingers around her wrist.

"Not yet." Amon whispered into her ear as he grabbed her other wrist and held them both above her head with one hand. His other hand traced the curves of her body, traveling dangerously low, stopping at her hip where he gripped her, his fingers digging painful into her flesh.

Korra hissed in pleasure as Amon took one of her nipples into his mouth, biting and teasing it with his tongue. Korra closed her eyes, arching her back up, towards his mouth.

Amon's hand released her hip only to push its way between her thighs.

"Oh God!" Korra moaned. She bit her lip, trying to keep the short gasps from escaping. Amon was good with his hands and right now he was only using one on her, the other still had her wrists captured. Korra's body squirmed under his touch. She tried to rub against him but he drew away and chuckled under his breath.

He was teasing her. No, he was tormenting her and enjoying every moment of it.

Amon finally released her wrists as he slid down her body. He spread her legs apart and held down either thigh with each hand.

"Wait." Korra whispered. She felt even more exposed to him with her legs spread and his face only inches from her center.

"Why?" Amon chuckled before blowing out a breath. It was cold against the wetness now dripping from her. Korra bit back a moan and forced her hips not to buck up into him.

"I haven't- I mean-" Korra tried to focus enough to speak but it was difficult when Amon's hands were touching her.

"What?" Amon asked in a light voice.

"The smell." Korra whispered. She could feel the heat of embarrassment warming her cheeks. She hadn't been able to shower in a few days, let alone shave. But of course she hadn't been expecting this to happen.

Amon's dark laughter shook the bed beneath them.

"Oh, is that what you're concerned about?" Amon's voice was still light, still teasing.

Korra nodded her head. She found it difficult to say anything with his hands on her body.

"I've got news for you, Korra." His face moved closer to where she could feel his warm breath on her clit. "I find your scent to be quite intoxicating." Amon whispered against her before he slowly licked up her slit. He moaned into her as he tasted her for the first time. His arms wrapped around each of her thighs and he pulled her closer.

"Amon." Korra tangled her fingers in his dark hair and tried to pull him even closer than he already was. The pleasure was almost too much. Korra was already on the edge and didn't know how much longer she could hold on before she came.

"Tell me what you want." Amon demanded. His dark eyes captured hers, waiting for an answer.

"I want-" Korra's voice broke off into a gasp as Amon released one of her thighs before entering her with one long finger.

"What do you want?" He asked.

"Fuck me! Amon, please fuck me!" Korra cried.

Amon crawled over her body, his face only inches away from hers.

"No, Korra." He whispered. The room is almost too dark for her to see but Korra can just make out his eyes filled with lust and passion. "I will never 'fuck' you. You are not simply a piece of ass. Do you understand me?"

Korra could only nod her head in answer before Amon captured her lips with his own. She could feel the bulge pressing into her core through the thin fabric of his boxers.

"Amon, please." She whimpered.

Amon drew away from her just long enough to discard his boxers. Crawling back over her, Amon nudged her legs part with his knee.

"I'm sorry." Amon whispered before entering her fully.

Korra hissed as the pain erupted in her core.

Yes, she had been with a few other men. They had been flings, enough to satisfy her curiosity. But Amon was much larger than any man she had been with. He filled her, pushing the limits of what she could take.

"Are you-"

"Don't stop." Korra cut him off with a gasp.

Amon gently rolled his hips into her. He tried to keep an even pace while her body adjusted.

"Amon!" Korra groaned. She wrapped her arms and legs around his muscular body. She didn't want him to be gentle. Not now. "Harder." She hissed into his ear before biting it.

Amon didn't need to be told twice. His body rocked into her, flesh slapping against flesh.

Amon moaned Korra's name into her ear as her breath came out in little broken gasps. Her nails clawed into his back, scratching and pulling. She needed him closer, needed his body to melt into hers, molding against her skin.

Amon wrapped his arms around her small frame. His fingers dig into either side of her body, hard enough that she knows they'll be bruises there in the morning. But she doesn't care. She wants the bruises. She wants his mark on her skin. She wants proof that he's claimed her as his own. As if he had read her thoughts, Amon sunk his teeth into her throat, biting her before licking the spot with his tongue. Korra closed her eyes, savoring the feel of him.

"Korra, look at me." Amon commanded as he slammed relentlessly into her. "I want to see you when you come for me."

Korra did as she was told. She was his to command.

Not yet. Korra told herself. She didn't want to lose this moment just yet. She wanted to hold onto him for just a little longer as they lost themselves in this moment.

"Come for me." Amon growled. His dark eyes have captured hers and won't release them.

Korra cried out in ecstasy as her body releases and she shudders beneath him. A moment later she felt Amon release his own pleasure inside her. His arms gave out under him and his body falls down ontop of hers. Korra welcomed the weight, loving the feel of his warm body covering her like a blanket.

The world may have ended but in this moment, Amon and Korra were able to find comfort and that was enough for them both.


I struggled a lot with the ending of this chapter. First, I'm a terrible smut writer. I literally avoided writing the sex scene for three days. This smut is a lot different from the smut in my other fics. Apparently in those fics, my smut is really "emotional." Obviously, this smut wasn't like that. I hope you guys didn't roll your eyes thinking "you call that smut?!" Because I tried. I really did try. I apologize... Second, the last line didn't really sit right with me. I wanted a strong ending to this chapter since it's kinda a defining moment in their... relationship (for lack of a better term). But I thought I'd just leave it as it was instead of sitting on it for another three days trying to think of something better. 

Oh, and I should take this chance to clarify that Amon is simply Amon. I'm kinda following along with LOK when it comes to the flashbacks/dreams. But Amon won't turn out to be Noatak. He's not going to be a bender and he never was. Just so we're all clear on that. Which is why in the last dream Korra has, he doesn't use blood bending. This fic is going to have it's fair share of plot twists but that will not be one of them. Sorry to disappoint anyone who is a fan of Noatak. 

As always, feedback is appreciated! I know I'm really bad at replying to people's reviews. I'm going to try and communicate with my readers better from now on. 










6. Chapter 6


So sorry about the delay! I'm somewhat happy with how it turned out. I wanted to put more in this chapter but I didn't want to do overboard with plot so I toned it down some. This chapter was a bit difficult to write. Not really sure why. It gets a bit emotional. So, sorry? Maybe. Not sure how you guys will react to this one.


12.25.12 9:45am

"Amon?" Korra's voice spoke into the dull light of the room. Through the curtains, the early morning sun glowed. Tiny specks of dust danced in its light. A peacefulness had descended on the room which caused Korra to sigh in contentment.

The peace was short lived. Korra's arm reached out beside her only to find an empty, cold bed.

"Amon!" Korra leapt from the bed as a cold fear washed over her. Several different possibilities flew through her mind and none of them were at all positive.

Silence answered her. It was the silence of loneliness. That silence that crippled her very bones. A silence that echoed with not only the emptiness of the room, but the emptiness that was left in the world.

Korra scrambled out of the tangle of sheets and searched for her clothes which were scattered about the room. She found her underwear on the other side of the room, at least what was left of it. The fabric was shredded beyond repair. A blush heated her cheeks at the memory of just what had happened to it. But anger soon followed the embarrassment.

"That bastard!" Korra hissed under her breath. Had Amon really just given her a one night stand? Was that something that would actually occur in the New World?

It seemed like such a petty thing to get worked up over. Korra had looked death in the face and hardly batted her eyelashes. But yet, when a man used her like this, it was enough to cause the tears forming in the corners of her eyes? It seemed childish.

"Suck it up, Korra." She whispered to herself as she brushed away the few tears that had escaped. "This is the New World. Adapt or die."

At least Amon had been enough of a gentleman to leave behind the supplies. They were all still in the backpack on the chair in the corner just as she had left them the night before.

"Amon doesn't need me? Fine. I sure as hell don't need him either." With shoulders back and head held high, Korra closed the door to the motel room behind her. Without looking back, she set off to find her way in the New World.

12.25.12. 9:45am

Amon wiped the cold sweat from his brow. He didn't know why he felt a sudden stab of fear. He had double checked the gas station before starting his search.

"Get ahold of yourself, Amon." He muttered to himself. There was no reason at all for him to be afraid. He hadn't seen one of the Others on his walk here. The only ones he had seen were the ones lying dead, truly dead, in the parking lot outside.

For the next twenty minutes, Amon continued his search while ignoring the sinking feeling that something was wrong. But he hadn't come all this way to go back empty handed. It was Christmas after all.

12.25.12 9:53am

Korra stared at the empty road. She ignored the decaying corpses laying in the parking lot. Seeing them had reminded her of fighting with Amon. And thinking of Amon led her mind to places it didn't need to go.

"What now?" Korra asked herself. Amon had mentioned planning out something long term but they had never made it that far and for good reason. It was easy to focus on a day by day plan.

Survival was all that mattered. Each day you had to wake up and decide that today you would live. But make a plan for the future? How was that even possible when the future was a lie? The world had ended. Everyone Korra knew was dead. What point was there in planning out what she would do for the rest of the year or even just that week.

For a brief moment in time, Korra had considered the possibility of a somewhat future with Amon. Nothing romantic of course. But the human spirit was meant to be surround by others of its own kind. Amon had been a companion, someone to face the New World with. He had been someone to share the sorrow of the end with. But now he was gone and Korra found herself alone once more.

True, they had only known each other for what most would see as hardly anytime at all. But in the New World, hours were like days and days were like months on the calendar. When two people are thrown together in the aftermath of the apocalypse, a few days can feel like a lifetime spent together.

"Stop that!" Korra growled to herself. She had to pull herself together. She didn't have time to start getting all emotional and deep at a time like this. She had precious hours of daylight ahead of her that couldn't be wasted.

What was the plan for the future? There wasn't one. It was nonsense to even consider making a long term plan of action. Survive. That was the only plan she needed. There was food and water in the backpack, a reassuring weight on her shoulders. That was all the motivation she needed. Heading in the same direction as they had already been going in seemed like as good as a direction as any. Behind her lay certain death. Before her lay the promise of the unknown.

12.25.12 9:53am. 

Amon walked among the abandoned cars, careful to remain silent and aware. If he could find a car that wasn't completely destroyed, perhaps he and Korra could use it. Korra would feel uneasy about driving on roads. The openness made her feel exposed. But after all the walking they had already done, Amon was sure he could convince her to at least try it out. The faster they found a town that hadn't been hit by this -whatever 'this' was- the better.

After searching through countless cars, Amon hit the jack pot. An old Ford pick-up truck had swerved off the flat road into the grassy ditch separating the two different lanes of the highway. It had a dent in the driver's side where another car had hit it but other than that and a few scratches, it was golden. The driver's door was left opened as if the owner had fled from the scene. Amon couldn't see any bodies around so the person must have escaped. Or been taken.

Amon shook the last thought from his mind. It was better to hope the driver had made it out alive. He focused his attention on looking for keys. They weren't in the ignition which meant that whoever had been the one to leave had had enough time to turn off the truck and take the keys. That had to count for something at least.

A few feet from the front tire, something small and silver caught Amon's eye. He refused to believe he was that lucky. Cautiously, Amon cleared the distance to pick up the set of keys. A few drops of blood had dried on the key with "FORD" printed across the top.

"Perhaps Fate has decided not to be so cruel." Amon whispered to himself.

The truck started without a problem. He drove it the several yards back to the station to pick up the spare gas he had collected and then headed back towards the motel. If luck still favored him, Korra would still be asleep and he could surprise her when she woke up.

12.25.12 11:15am

Korra tried to keep all her senses sharp. She didn't want to lull into the feeling of safety that the middle of nowhere provided these days.

But as the flat road stretched on and empty cars became few and far between, it was hard not the let her mind wander. She started to day dream, a very dangerous thing to do. Her mind was so wrapped up in the memory of Amon's smell, she didn't hear the engine of a vehicle until it was only a few yards away.

"Fuck!"

It was too late to hide. Whoever or whatever was driving had clearly seen her and was headed straight to her.

The tires squealed to a halt, sending dirt flying into the air. Korra's heart beat thudded in her ears as her mind kicked into survival mode. This wasn't a fight of flight situation. It was too late to run.

Korra causally bent her body, pretending as if she were just trying to get a better look into the passenger side window as it rolled down. Without glancing down, her hand reached towards the knife she had hidden inside her boot.

"Get. In." The voice was deep and threatening. It sent a chill down her spine.

Korra would recognize that voice anywhere. She wanted to do as he told her but pride forced her to fight even if only with her words.

"No." Korra's body straightened back up, not feeling as threatened as it had a moment ago.

"It wasn't a question." Amon stared straight ahead, looking at the road. His hands gripped the steering wheel so hard his knuckles were white.

Korra crossed her arms and stuck her chin out. Him being here now didn't mean anything. He had still left. He had left her.

"Now!" Amon yelled, loud enough to cause Korra to jump. Her head darted back and forth, searching. Anything within a mile could have heard him.

Reassured nothing was going to jump out at her, Korra looked back to see Amon glaring at her with such venom; it caused her to take a step back as if to get away from it.

"If you knew what I had just been through in the last hour," Amon spoke between clenched teeth. "You would not be standing there acting like a child."

Korra paused. She didn't want to give in. Years of being as stubborn as her father had taught her how to win the most arguments. But Amon was a new player. He was a game changer.

Korra looked away, back in the direction she had come. She didn't want to forgive Amon. But already her heart was beginning too. So what if it had been a one night stand? Amon was here, now. Shouldn't that be enough?

Korra closed her eyes, not wanting to admit to herself the answer to her own question.

Yes. It was enough.

"Korra." Amon's voice cut into Korra. He had tried to cover the pain with anger and aggression but Korra could hear the hurt just beneath the surface.

As she placed her hand on the truck's handle, Korra knew that no matter what happened from this point on, no matter whether or not he hurt her again or how angry they got at each other, Korra would follow Amon. She never wanted to be parted from him. Not now, not ever.

12.25.12. 1:25pm

"Amon, please speak to me." Korra had been pleading with him off and on since they started the long drive. They had passed several small towns along the highway. All had been infected. The walking dead had looked up as they sped past. Amon never even looked at them. Instead, he kept his eyes locked straight ahead and his jaw clenched.

Korra had no idea where they were or where they were going. She couldn't stop watching Amon and so she would miss the names of cities written on green signs as they passed.

"Just tell me what happened." Korra lifted her hand as if to place it on his shoulder but then thought better of it. His grip on the steering wheel hadn't loosened a bit. There was such built up anger inside him that she was afraid he might snap at any moment.

Several minutes later, Amon slowed down the truck and pulled off to the side of the road. Without a word, he turned off the engine. He got out and walked around to the bed of the truck. Pulling out a red jug that could only be filled with gas, Amon refueled their ride.

Korra watched him from the mirrors, afraid to leave the seat.

Once refueled, Amon started the truck back up and continued driving in silence. Korra sighed and leaned back into the leather seat. She gave up trying to find answers by watching him and instead watched the empty wheat fields as they flew by.

"I thought you were dead." Amon's voice was sudden, causing Korra to jump slightly. "I went back to the motel only to find Others walking around in the parking lot again. There were six of them." His voice betrayed no emotion. But as Korra watched him, his muscles began to flex, his grip tightening and loosening on the wheel.

"I looked up at our room and saw the door closed. I prayed you were still asleep, oblivious to the walking danger. I killed them silently. I was afraid if I used the gun, I would startle you awake and you'd come rushing out. Once they were all dead- truly dead- I had a dreadful feeling. I don't know why. I had to see you, alive. I needed to hold your warm body and feel your chest rise and fall with each breath of life."

Amon turned to face Korra. His eyes swam with emotion. Pain, fear, anger, and betrayal. It was the last emotion that cut Korra deeply.

"I tore the room apart looking for any sign, any clue you may have left behind. But all I found was your torn clothing."

Korra couldn't speak past the lump in her throat. It didn't matter Amon had been the one to tear her clothing in a fit of passion. If it had been her in his place, seeing the fabric would have caused her to jump to conclusions just as he had.

"When I saw the missing supplies, I allowed myself to feel a spark of hope. But it was short lived. I raced out of the room only to see a corpse opening a door. It turned the handle like it was still human. I killed it before I could see if it would close the door behind itself."

Amon fell silent as he directed his gaze back to the road. Korra waited patiently for him to continue. She couldn't have broken the silence now even if she wanted to. What could she possibly say?

"You cannot imagine- Korra, I-" Amon struggled to speak. After taking a deep breath, he tried once more. "I can handle the pain of losing an entire human race. But when I thought you had been turned, I-" Amon slammed on the breaks. The tires squealed as Amon and Korra were pushed forward in their seats. The strap of the seatbelt dug into her shoulder but Korra hardly noticed. Her eyes searched Amon's face for answers.

Pain. Outright pain was painted across his features.

Tears pricked at the corner of Korra's eyes. What had she done? Why had she assumed he had left her? Hadn't he promised to protect her and proven his promise?

"Amon," Korra reached out to him, wanting to give him some kind of comfort. Her hand rested on his tense arm. His skin felt hot to the touch.

"You. Are. Not. To leave. Me. Ever." The command was a growl from his lips and when his sapphire eyes captured hers, Korra's heart faltered.

Unbuckling herself, Korra crawled into Amon's lap. The wheel pressed uncomfortably into her lower back but she ignored it. The escaped tears fell down her face, staining Amon's shirt.

"I won't." Korra whispered, shaking her head back and forth. "I won't."

"Korra," Amon whispered her name like a prayer.

Korra moved to kiss him but he stop her with a gentle finger pressed to her lips.

"From the moment I saw you, I wanted you." Amon confessed.

Korra didn't know why he was telling her this. It didn't seem to connect with the pain she had caused him. If she were honest with herself and with Amon, she had wanted him too. He was a very attractive man. But they had already established their desire for one another in a fit of passion.

"Why are you telling me this?" She asked against the finger still touching her lips.

"I need you to understand." Amon lowered his finger so he could wrap his arms around her.

"Understand what?" Korra felt an unexpected flutter in the pit of her stomach.

"I want you, Korra. You. I wouldn't trade you for anything, even if it was to save the world. I wouldn't trade you to save all the countless of innocent people."

Korra's heart pounded in her chest. But her mind couldn't wrap itself around his words.

"I love you." Amon breathed.

"Want and love are two different things." Korra looked away. She didn't want to have this conversation. It didn't make sense. She wanted Amon; her body clearly responded to him. But love?

"I've wanted you since the moment I saw you. I've loved you since the moment I held you in my arms as you cried."

Korra shook her head, unsure of what to say. She pushed herself off of Amon and crawled back across the seat. Already breaking her promise, Korra threw open the door and jumped to the ground.

How dare he say those things? They were supposed to be a team. Love didn't fit into this New World; there was no room for it.

"Korra, stop!" Amon shouted. Korra heard him climb out of the truck after her. But her long legs were already carrying her away from him.

She could blame him for making her emotional, confusing her mind so much that it didn't force her to pay attention to her surroundings. But it was Korra who broke her promise. If she had just stayed with him, if she hadn't left, she would still have been safe, out of harm's reach. If she had kept her promise, Amon would have been able to keep his and protect her.

"Ugggh!" A voice groaned close on Korra's left. It was too close.

Fear pulsed through Korra's body as she took in her surroundings.

A normal rest stop was a few feet away with one car parked next to the picnic tables. An ice box was turned over on the ground, spoiled food spilling out from it.

The voice Korra heard came from the body of what had once been a man. Its face was rotting on one side. Blood dripped from a jaw that appeared to be mostly bone with just patches of muscle and flesh. Behind him, another corpse, a woman's, half walked, half dragged herself with her arms stretched out towards Korra.

To her right, slow but deliberate footfalls sounded. Korra turned to see three smaller creatures making their way to their next meal. Their eyes, half sunken into their skulls, were on Korra's frame. They looked at her with one emotion. Hunger.

"Korra!" Amon's voice called. But he was too far away. He wouldn't be able to reach her before the Others.

Korra's pulse raced with adrenaline. She reached for the knife in her boot. It was small but it would do the damage.

The groans of the Others filled Korra's ears. Time seemed to slow down as they made their way towards her from either side. She was surrounded. Fighting was her only option.

Aim for the head. Aim for the head. Aim for the head. 

She repeated the words in her mind like a chant. Her body heated up with the anticipation of the fight. The adrenaline had set fire to her blood. Its heat flowed through her. As the Others closed in, she felt the heat's power pouring through her arms and legs. The temperature rose. Hotter and hotter. She felt as if her insides were on fire yet it didn't hurt.

Korra's body tensed. The knife shook in her right hand. She would fight. Until her final breath, Korra would fight.

Three feet.

Korra raised her arms, the knife pointed at the closest corpse. The adrenaline pulsed loudly in her ear.

Two feet.

Korra squared her feet, ready to leap forward. Her blood burned hotter. It sang beneath her skin.

One foot.

Aim for the head. Aim for the head. Aim for the head.

Korra's blood ignited into a flame, trapped under her flesh.

The closest corpse grabbed for her.

"No!" Korra lashed out at it. Before the knife could connect with its skull, a ball of fire burst forth from her fist, latching on to the creature's head.

Confused, Korra and the Others froze, their attention drawn to the flame.

The heat in Korra's blood intensified. It grew even hotter until Korra thought she would burst into flame.

The burning corpse fell to the ground were it lay without moving. Once more, the Others turned their attention back to Korra.

"Ah!" Korra dropped the knife as she clung to her chest. Her boiling blood had reached her heart. She clawed at her chest, desperate to release the heat.

Hands, not her own, dug into her arms, clinging to her, pulling at her skin.

"No!" Amon's voice screamed. But it was too late.

The Others climbed over themselves, teeth searching for a bite of flesh.

Korra screamed. Her arms flew out, seeking freedom. Fire burst all around her. Flames erupted out from her hands as she turned in a tight circle. The power of it pushed the Others back, sending them to the ground; their heads and necks all ablaze. The bodies twitched for a few moments before growing still.

Korra stood there confused and gasping for air.

It's just what you've done with water only this is fire. Fire that you've got… inside you?

Korra shook her head to clear her mind of those thoughts. She didn't know what was going on with her. All she knew was for some unknown reason, it appeared as if she could somehow control different elements.

Radiation poisoning. 

She tried to reassure herself. Radiation poisoning was real. It usually just killed people but science fiction writers had all used it to help give characters in their books superpowers. Maybe they had been on to something.

"Uhhh!" The groan was full of pain and agony. Korra turned around, prepared to see another corpse intent on eating her.

"Amon!" Korra ran to where he kneeled, doubled over and clutching his face in his hands. "What is it? What's happened?"

She placed a comforting hand on his shoulder, trying to turn him to face her. She repressed the urge to shake him for an answer.

"No!" Amon yelled. "Don't!"

"What's wrong? Have you been bitten?" Fear iced the fire in her blood as Korra voiced the question. "Let me see!" Korra tugged at Amon's hands.

Amon lowered his hands in defeat.

The sight caused Korra to gasp in shock.

Amon's face was covered with a large burn mark. The bubbling red skin stretched from the right of his forehead down to the bottom left of his jaw. His neck had a few minor burns but it was nothing compared to his face.

"Oh, god." Korra moaned. "What have I done?"

She reached out once more but Amon flinched away from her touch.

"Please. Don't." The words fell from his lips, once beautiful and full, now swollen and chapped.

"Wait here." Korra jumped up and ran to the truck. She dug through their supplies until finally locating a bottle of water.

When she returned, Amon was waiting for her in the same place. He didn't look at her.

Korra placed the open water bottle on the ground next to her as she kneeled in front of Amon.

She had done this once before, perhaps she could do it again. Lifting her hand, Korra focused on the water, imagining it following the movements of her fingers. It responded to her as if it were the most natural thing possible.

The water flowed up and out of the bottle. It wrapped around her hand as it glowed a soft blue.

For thirty minutes, Korra tried to heal the damage she had caused to Amon's face. After trying everything she could think of, the burn mark was reduced to a healed scar.

"I'm so sorry, Amon." Korra whispered as she lowered her hands into her lap.

"Thank you." Amon's soft voice answered.

…

"Yes. We've met before, in a different life time." The man smiles at me as if waiting for me to put two and two together. "My name is Avatar Aang. It is time you and I had a talk, Avatar Korra."

"About what?" I ask. I have no idea what this strange man is talking about or why he just called me 'Avatar Korra.'

"You." He answers simply. 

I don't bother responding. I'm too tired to play this game. 

"Your time has come, Avatar Korra. The world is in need of you."

"The world has gone to hell in a hand basket. If you haven't noticed, everyone's dead." I pause. "Well, kinda."

"No, Korra. Not everyone." He shakes his head. His eyes are wide as they stare at me. 

"Okay? Two people out of six billion isn't that impressive."

The man who calls himself Aang, smiles at this. 

"Much more than two survived. Trust me." Aang smiles again as I stare at him confused. "The world needs a leader Korra. We have placed your here for a purpose."

"What do you mean 'placed'? And who is 'we'?" I ask.

"You must fulfill your destiny." Aang ignores my questions. "But be careful. You are not the only one to return and history has an awful way of repeating itself."


I thought about doing more dialogue after Korra tries to heal Amon but I'm not ready to reveal just how Amon reacts to the whole thing which is why I inserted the scene with Aang at the end. Like I said, there could have been tons more plot stuff added to this chapter but I couldn't fit in right. So, it'll all be in the next chapter. I promise the next update will not take as long as this one did! Any thoughts? Comments? Complaints? Criticism? As always, your feedback is appreciated and welcomed!












7. Chapter 7


This chapter is pretty short but it's also an important one. It's basically the intro to chapter 8 which will be an extremely important chapter. Chapter 8 is going to give lots of answers/explain things. But I'm getting ahead of myself. Enjoy! (:


12.26.12 12:31am

Korra watched Amon's chest slowly rise and fall with each breath. There was a full moon out and not a cloud in the sky. Stars twinkled in the darkness above her. The universe was so bright and awe inspiring with no city lights to block it out. But Korra didn't pay it any attention. She could only stare at the man laying next to her.

After trying to heal him, Korra and Amon raided the rest stop. They encountered only a few Others and disposed of them easily. Korra had been able to find blankets and pillows stored in one of the back offices while Amon had raided the vending machines for their dinner.

Amon hadn't spoken a word to her.

When the night descended, Amon had made a pallet in the bed of the truck. He didn't even look at Korra before laying down, leaving just enough space for her to join him. Amon had been laying with his back to her but after falling asleep, his body turned to where he was now lying face up.

Korra's eyes darted to Amon's scarred face. Her fingers reached out as if to touch the pink skin but she didn't dare. Amon had proven to be a light sleeper. Korra was afraid to wake him. She didn't want to see the pain or betrayal in his eyes. The anger she could handle. But the hurt? Korra only wished she could take it all back. She wished she had never even been given the powers in the first place.

Every now and then, Amon's body would twitch. He acted as though he were in a nightmare. Korra sensed he was flinching away from hot flames in his dream.

How could Amon ever forgive her for this? How could she live with herself? She had hurt the one person who had only tried to protect her.

Korra sighed and rolled over onto her back to look up at the night sky. There wasn't very much room for them to be laying shoulder to shoulder. Her arm pressed into his. Korra quickly checked to ensure the contact hadn't woken him up before returning her gaze to the stars.

The nights were getting warmer, but only just a bit, the further south they traveled. The cool breeze on Korra's face was refreshing. Her body was getting hot under the blanket but she didn't want to move. She wanted to stay next to Amon.

What would he say in the morning? Would he leave her?

Korra wouldn't blame him if he did. With a sigh, Korra closed her eyes, seeking rest. She couldn't sleep. She'd had a close call with death only hours earlier yet all she could think about now was Amon.

"What have I done?" Korra whispered as she covered her face with her hands. How could she have been so careless? Whatever these powers were, she needed to control them. If she weren't careful, the next time she used them, she or Amon could wind up dead.

Next time?

Korra stretched her arms out at full length, feeling the strength. She stared at the hands above her head.

Will there even be a next time?

Korra studied her long, thin fingers. She had never truly looked at her hands. They were just tools to her. But looking at them now, Korra hated them. She hated the way the muscles danced underneath her skin as she moved her fingers. She hated the short nails and the tiny freckle just below the knuckle of her right thumb. Those hands had caused pain and destruction. They had hurt someone she had grown to care very deeply about. Maybe Korra didn't love Amon, but he had gotten closer then anyone else could possibly get and Korra had betrayed him.

No. There will not be a next time. 

With a deep sigh, Korra dropped her arms and turned to curl into Amon's side. She rested her head on his chest, not caring if she woke him or not.

Amon had said he loved her. Could such a thing be possible? They had only known each other for just a couple days. Yet Korra had already concluded that time was different in the New World. Could love grow in that short amount of time? Korra had thought love was an impossible thing in the New World. She had hardened her heart against the thought. But now Amon had come and changed things. She was no longer alone. She had a companion that she cared about. But could Korra ever love him?

The darkness held no answers. There was only one thing Korra could be sure about. She needed Amon. It wasn't love but was it enough?

"Please don't leave me, Amon." Korra whispered in the fabric of Amon's shirt before closing her eyes and falling asleep to the beat of his heart.

12.26.12 12:43am

Amon felt Korra's body heat next to him. He remained still as she rested her head on his chest.

"Please don't leave me, Amon." Her soft voice was filled with pain and sorrow; it sent a stab of guilt through his heart.

Amon waited until he could tell Korra was asleep by the sound of her even breathing. Rolling to his side, Amon pulled Korra's thin frame into his arms.

How could Amon tell her he wasn't mad at her but at himself? How could he explain to her the fear he carried inside? The fear which had crippled him. When he'd seen the Others closing in on her, Amon had been frozen in place with fear. He'd known he wouldn't make it to her in time. But that was no excuse. He should have done better, run faster. Instead, he'd been frozen in his tracks for those few precious moments. Korra's body had reacted on instinct, on pure survival instinct. The radiation must have done something to the cells in her body, given her some kind of power. Amon couldn't make sense of it but it had saved Korra's life.

Amon's arms tightened around Korra's body as he remembered just how close he had come to losing her hours earlier.

Yes, the powers had saved her. But what if they were also putting Korra in danger? Amon had gotten what he deserved. He would bare the scars on his face. It was a price he would pay. He had failed Korra, broken his promise to protect her with his life.

"Oh, Korra. I will never leave you." Amon whispered as he leaned his forehead against hers.

Amon needed Korra now. She was the only silver lining in this dark New World. Without her by his side, what was the point in fighting?

But how to tell her these things without terrifying her?

Amon had tried to confess his love for Korra and it backfired. More than that. It exploded in his face and almost tore his life apart.

Amon was in love with Korra. But she did not love him. That was clear now. Amon had thought perhaps there was a chance she could return his affections but he had been a fool. Korra saw him as nothing more than a companion, someone to have her back in a fight. And someone to fulfill her body's desires.

In Amon's former life, he had never been used. In fact, he was the one doing the using. Women's faces blurred together as he thought back on all the one night stands he'd experienced. No one had ever challenged him. No one had ever caused him to stop and stare. Amon would visit bars, get drunk until he couldn't feel the pain of his memories, and then find a body to warm his bed.

Korra had come into his life like a meteor shooting across the night sky. She saved him both physically and mentally. He had been lost, roaming the dry desert of his life and she had brought the cold, refreshing water.

Tears pricked at the corner of his eyes as Amon realized she would never- could never return his love.

Without his realizing it, a hardness began to grow in Amon's heart that night. It was just a small black spot on his heart. But it was there, digging its roots into his veins, waiting for its chance.

…

"Amon! Wake up!" A shrill voice is yelling at me somewhere close by. I try to ignore it. I just want to sleep without any thinking at all.

"Get up!" The voice shrieks. "I have no time to wait for your human body to become aware."

I have no idea what this crazy woman is screaming about but I open my eyes anyways. I figure the faster I pretend to listen to her, the faster she'll leave me alone. 

"What?" I growl in her general direction. 

I try to focus my eyes on the surroundings but I can't make anything out. A dull gray fog has settled on the ground around me. It turns objects into dark blots. Each time I try to focus on one to turn it into a concrete shape, it blurs and fades away. 

"We have much to speak of and hardly enough time." Her high voice draws my attention to her. 

She is like a black hole, sucking in all the light around her. A black robe hangs from her tall, slender form as it blows in a breeze that doesn't exist. Her black hair floats around her head as if its alive. Her body hangs in the air at least a foot of the ground. This only causes her to look even taller. Her limbs look too long for a human. But it is her eyes that are the most terrifying thing about her. They glow red, like the fires of hell. As she stares at me, my ears fill with the sound of distant screams.

An evil grin spreads across her face as if she can also hear the cries of pain. 

"What do you want from me?" I glare at this strange woman. My body is trying to warn me to run from the danger but somehow my brain knows that running will only make her happy. She wants the chase. No, she loves the chase.

"It's not about what I want. But I'm getting ahead of myself." She waves her long fingered hand in the air as if to clear the slate between us.

"My name is Loh. I think you've met my husband, Koh, in a different lifetime. Among the Spirits he is known as the 'Face Stealer' while I am known as the 'Heart Stealer'."


Wow. Okay. Let me just say that I flipping LOVE Loh. The idea for this little plot twist came from my fic Hidden Inside the Gray. If you've read it, then you have an idea what I'm taking about. If not, you'll find out in the next couple of chapters. Anyways, I know this was a really short chapter compared to the last few that I've posted but I really wanted it to end there. It's parallel to Korra's first dream with Aang. But I should shut up before I give too much away. Let me know what you think! (:










8. Chapter 8


I apologize for the delay! I know the last chapter was pretty short compared to the others. But I hope it wasn't too long of a wait. So here it is. Enjoy!


12.26.12 7:35am

"Amon! Amon, wake up!" The scared voice yelled into his ear. The voice was familiar but Amon couldn't quite place it. The image of the woman who wasn't human burned into the lids of his eyes.

Amon heard loud screaming and he wanted to tell the person to shut up because he couldn't think. He knew it was important for him to think. He must remember…. Remember… remember what? Who was this woman he was picturing? She had been… What had she been saying to him? It was something important but what was it?

Who the bloody hell is screaming! I can't think!

As soon as the thought passed through his mind, Amon realized it was he who was screaming. He instantly stopped but kept his eyes closed. There was something- or was it someone?- that he was supposed to remember.

"Amon! Amon look at me!" A woman's voice was crying into his ear. Amon felt his body being rocked back and forth. His mind was being pulled back to reality as the dream or vision slipped away.

"Korra?" He asked, his groggy mind slowly putting the correct pieces into place.

"Oh, thank heavens." She breathed as she clung his body closer to her.

Amon opened his eyes. The sun was just beginning to rise. Its rays lit up Korra from behind making her look as if she were an angel peering down at him.

"Are you okay?" Korra asked, concern evident in her voice.

"I- I think so." Amon struggled to sit up past the throbbing in his head. Something nagged at him, trying to pull in back under into sleep.

"You're covered in sweat." Korra exclaimed as her hand ran down the side of his face, wiping away the dampness.

"What happened?" Amon rubbed the bridge of his nose with his thumb and finger.

"You started thrashing in your sleep. Your eyes rolled back and you broke out in a cold sweat. I tried to wake you but then you screamed." Korra eyed him as she recounted the events.

"I must have had a nightmare." Amon mumbled. His mind tried to recall what could have possibly caused such a reaction out of him but no reason present itself.

"You mean you don't know?"

"No." Amon shook his head and then instantly regretted the movement. His head was throbbing.

"Strange." Korra's voice was so soft, Amon wasn't sure if he had heard her correctly.

"We should pack up everything and clear out of here. Don't want to attract any unwanted attention." Amon forced himself up and then climbed out of the bed of the truck.

"Are you sure you're okay?" Korra asked. She watched his every movement as if waiting for him to burst out screaming again.

"Yes. It was a dream and nothing more." Amon didn't understand why she was so concerned. Korra herself had nightmares. At least he hadn't woken up to a mental break down and then sexually attacked her.

Amon bit his lip to keep himself from smiling at the memory.

"No. That's not what I meant." Korra looked down at her hands as she picked at a loose thread in the blanket.

"What is it?" Amon took a step towards her.

"It's just that your face is still very red. I could try to heal it some more with water but I'm not sure if that'll prevent any kind of infection or if it'll even help." Korra started to ramble. Her eyes darted around, looking up at the sky, looking at the landscape, the truck, everywhere but at Amon.

Her words froze Amon where he stood. His hand stopped in mid air. He had been about to reach out towards her but her words brought back the events of the day before.

"Oh." It was all he could say.

The throbbing in his head wasn't just a headache. Amon's outstretched hand retreated only to touch the burn scars running from his forehead to his jaw.

"I'll be okay." Amon whispered.

He watched for Korra's reaction but she had already shut down. Her face was void of any emotion and her body stiff. She nodded in response before climbing down, dragging the blanket with her.

12.26.12 9:00am

"Korra, we need to discuss some things." Amon broke the silence. They had been driving for over an hour without speaking a word to one another.

Korra didn't say anything. She had been trying to give Amon his space. She knew she had hurt him, not just physically. She was trying not to push him.

"Like?" She asked. Her voice cracked after going so long without use.

"What happened back at that rest stop…" Amon trailed off as if searching for the right words.

"I'm sorry." Korra mumbled, looking down at her hands folded in her lap.

"No, that's not what I meant." Amon reached out to her, resting his hand on hers. "It wasn't your fault Korra."

Korra blinked past the moisture in her eyes. Despite her efforts, a single tear escaped, running down her cheek. Before she could, Amon's thumb wiped the drop from her skin.

"There's no need for that. What happened was out of your control. I would forgive you but there's nothing to forgive you for."

"Then why bring it up?" Korra's voice was harsher than she meant it to be. She had been stressing over the events and for what? Amon to say that it was no big deal?

"Because I'm worried about you." Amon looked at her briefly before returning his gaze to the empty road ahead.

"Why?" Korra narrowed her eyes at him. She didn't like where the conversation was headed; it made her defensive.

"This thing that you do with the elements…" Amon trailed off again.

"Thing?" Korra repeated the word. She definitely did not like where the conversation was going.

"Yes. Thing." Amon snapped. "Whatever it is, it could be dangerous. Yes, it's saved our lives but at what price?"

Korra looked away. The price Amon spoke of was clearly present on his face. Every time Korra saw the scars, she hated herself even more.

"I don't know." Korra finally replied after a few tense moments of silence.

"I just want you to be careful." Amon replied in a soft voice.

"But what if it's not dangerous? What if it's a gift and I'm meant to use it?" Korra asked, frustrated.

Something nagged at her in the back of her mind. It poked at her as if asking for her attention but she ignored it, too focused on the conversation at hand.

"How can we know?" Amon retorted. "There's no way to know what kind of physical or mental damage it's doing to you. And there may never be a way to know until it's too late."

"I don't know!" Korra repeated the answer, throwing her hands in the air as a sign of surrender. She didn't want to argue with Amon. She knew she was already on thin ice with him, an argument wouldn't exactly help her at this point.

"Just promise me you'll be careful." Amon caught her eye, not looking away until she answered.

"I promise."

"I have something for you." Amon grinned, breaking the tension between them. The change of pace was so sudden, it threw Korra off.

"What?"

"Well, yesterday was Christmas. I meant to give it to you then, but I didn't have the chance." Amon started to dig around in his pocket.

Korra blushed, remembering exactly what had prevented him from giving her the gift. She had left the motel they'd stayed in, thinking Amon had left her first.

"I don't have anything for you." Korra admitted. She felt guilty. The thought hadn't even crossed her mind to get- or even do- anything for Amon.

"It's not much." Amon pulled something out of his pocket. His fist concealed whatever it was from view. "Close your eyes."

Korra did as she was told, holding her hands out for him to dropped the object into her open palms. It was small and light. It felt cool and smooth to the touch. Korra's heart leapt into her throat but she wasn't sure why.

"Okay. Open them."

Korra looked down to see a round, wooden thing laying there. It was flat like a checker game piece. A lotus flower was carved into the wood. It was colored in with a darker shade of brown, causing it to jump out in contrast at her.

The nagging in the back of her mind was screaming now. It drowned out Amon's voice and clouded the world around her. It was her and the lotus flower. Nothing else mattered.
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"It's not much but when I saw it I-" Amon looked to see Korra's reaction. "Korra?"

She sat there, staring down at the round piece of wood but something wasn't right. Her eyes were vacate as if she were somewhere else completely.

"Korra!" Amon yelled. But she didn't react, didn't even blink.

Amon slammed on the breaks but not even that got a reaction out of her.

"Shit." He hissed under his breath.

The wind whipped through the open windows. It pulled Korra's air up into the air around her head like snakes twisting and turning.

"Korra say something!"

The air around them buzzed with electricity. Wind continued to blow at full force as if a storm were rolling towards them but there wasn't a cloud in the sky.

Something wasn't right. It just felt wrong.

And then Amon's brain opened his eyes.

The wind wasn't just blowing in their direction. It was wrapping around Korra like it was attracted directly to her. All around them the wind circled, whipping their clothes and hair. The force of it shook the truck.

"Korra!" Amon's hands clutched her shoulders as he shook her body, trying to snap her out of the trance.

Just as Amon was about to pull her towards him, Korra's body started to grow hot. Her temperature rose until it felt like a flame beneath his hands.

"What the hell?" Amon looked down at her body, expecting to see it on fire but it appeared normal.

"Korra-" His voice broke off the second he looked at her face. Her eyes were glowing a pale blue, almost white. It was so bright, Amon couldn't bear to look at it.

What the hell is going on?
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What the hell is going on?

I try to take in my surroundings but I can't see anything. Amon and the truck have disappeared only to be replaced with a darkness that chills me to my core.

"Hello?" I whisper. 

Deja vu hits me in full force. 

"Hello, Avatar Korra." A man replies behind me.

I whirl around to confront him. His nothing like I was expecting. I had thought to see someone that matched the surroundings, dark. He was not. His bright clothes and smile contrast with the world we're standing in. 

"I'm so glad to see you again. I feared you wouldn't be able to make contact with us again." His eyes light up with an emotion that resembles pride. But that doesn't make sense so I must be wrong.

"Us?" I ask, narrowing my eyes at him.

"Your past lives." He takes a step forward, hands outstretched as a sign he means me no harm.

"I don't know what you're talking about." My hands are balled into fists at my side. I spread my legs slightly apart and bend them at the knees, bracing for a fight. 

"I suppose you don't recall our last meeting."

I shake my head, not bothering to voice a response. 

"I'm Avatar Aang. I'm here to guide you and assist you in times of need." Aang smiles at me again as if he finds something humorous. 

"Where are we?" The question escapes my lips before I can stop it. 

"The Spirit World. Or a very small part of it. You haven't fully unlocked your powers so this is all you're able to see at the moment." Aang replies. I can tell he wants to say more but he's giving me time to absorb this new information. 

"So, the dream…" I trail off. My brain is slowly recalling things I had long forgotten. 

Definitely deja vu. 

"Vision." Aang corrects me.

"Vision. Right." I nod my head, still playing catch up. "Then all this is real? Were my other dreams, errr, visions real?" 

"It's possible." Aang nods his head. "Although they are more likely memories than visions."

"Memories of what?"

"Your past life." Aang states matter-of-factly. "But do not strain yourself trying to figure it out all at once. The answers will come to you as your powers grow stronger."

"What do you mean my 'powers'?" 

"Korra, you're the Avatar. You can bend all four elements." Aang grins at me. His eyes light up with excitement.

"Bend?" I ask, completely confused.

"Let me explain."

Aang goes on to explain that a Avatar was, is, and always will be. They, or we, are reincarnated. Their- our spirit lives on throughout the ages. When one Avatar dies, the spirit travels from him or her to another who is born. The Avatar can bend all four elements: Earth, Fire, Air, and Water. Each lifetime is different. The child may be able to bend the elements early on or not. Sometimes he or she won't realize they're the Avatar until puberty. But one thing remains the same, the Avatar is burdened with keeping balance in the world.

"Then why haven't I ever heard of the Avatar? People in my world can't 'bend'," I make the quotes in the air with my hands, "any elements, let alone all four."

"Once upon a time, they did." Aang replies in a calm voice.

"What?" I force myself not to roll my eyes. 

"Decades ago, it was common for people to bend the elements. There were four different nations. One for each element. But only the Avatar could control all four elements."

"What happened?" A chill races down my spine. I feel as if I should already know the answer. I'm not sure I even want to hear the answer to my question. 

"Some people didn't like the idea of only a few being able to bend the elements. They believed benders abused their powers and took advantage of the non-benders." Aang's face falls as if he is reliving some dark memory. "There was a war and they succeeded. In the aftermath, they erased all evidence benders had ever existed."

"Tell me the whole story."

Deja vu is nagging at me again. 

"We don't have time for that right now. You need to return to your world."

"Why?" I ask. I had just gotten here and I hardly had any answers.

"Because there are some Spirits that do not wish for the Avatar to return."

"Wait. Why?" I repeat the question. Not only do I not have very many answers, but now I have even more questions. 

"No time to explain. Leave. Now!" Aang's voice has a panic note to it that he tries to hide.

"How?" I ask. I'm not sure how I got here; I can't even begin to guess how to get back. 

"Just close your eyes. Your body knows the rest."

"Should I chant 'there's no place like home'?" 

Aang laughs at this. The smile returning to his face. 

I close my eyes, feeling utterly ridiculous. 

"Oh, and Korra?" 

"Yes?" My eyes snap open, locking onto his gaze. 

"Be careful who you decide to trust. You're not the only one who's come into contact with the Spirit World."

12.26.12 9:20am

"We meet again, my faithful servant." A woman's voice comes out of nowhere, bringing with her a dark and foggy world. 

The weight of Korra's body leaves my arms. I try to hold onto her but it's no use. She's gone.

"Who are you?" I growl at the spirit. 

"I forget how easily your human mind forgets things." She rolls her eyes before glaring at me. 

When her gaze captures mine, recognition slams into me. Her red eyes meet mine and I hear the cries of people once more. The nightmare I had shrugged off had been real. 

"The Heart Stealer." I whisper.

"Yes. Our last meeting was interrupted by that naive Avatar." Loh crosses her long arms over her chest. 

"Who? Korra?" I ask. Korra is the only one who could have possibly interfered with the vision. 

"Yes. Avatar Korra." Loh spits the name out like a curse. "We don't have much time. Avatar Aang won't keep her for very long and there is much to discuss."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa." I hold my hands up to stop her rant. "Slow down. What the hell is going on here?"

"Amon." The way she says my name commands my full attention. "I have brought your soul to this time to complete my husband's mission."

I open my mouth to speak but no words come out. It's as if she has stolen my voice.

"You were successful in your former life. It is why I am trusting you, and only you, to be successful once more. The Avatars are trying to restore bending to your world. You must stop them." 

As she speaks, the image of her body fades in and out. I blink my eyes to try and clear away the hallucination but to no avail. 

"You must have noticed my gifts of power to you."

I shake my head no in response since my voice is still gone. 

"Yes, you have." Loh argues. "Being able to see better in the dark? Unnatural strength? Better fighting skills?" 

I stand still, not wanting to indicate that I have noticed these things. They were subtle and I didn't think much of them. They were nothing compared to Korra's so I didn't worry.

"Step forward so that I may unlock the full potential in you." Loh raises her arms as if requesting an embrace.

I don't move. I'm not sure I like the direction this conversation is heading.

If what Loh says is true, Korra is an Avatar. She's able to bend the elements which Loh dislikes for some reason. Even if I don't trust Korra's powers, I don't want to destroy them and risk hurting Korra in the process. 

I don't want any gifts from this spirit. I can protect Korra without them. 

"This is your destiny Amon. Your are my servant and shall do as I command." Loh's face darkens as she glares down at me, waiting for me to embrace her.

"No." I growl. 

"You don't have a choice!" Loh's scream is so high pitch I have to cover my ears. She flies towards me, so fast that she is but a lighter blur against the black background.

I don't have a chance to raise my hands in defense before she is on top of me. Her hands claw at me. One latches onto my chest and the other digs into my forehead. 

Wind roars in my ears, blocking out the words Loh is shouting in my face. 

As fast as she charged at me, Loh flings me away from her. My head bounces against the hard ground. I blink, trying to stop the world from spinning around me. 

"And so it begins." Loh's evil laughter is the last thing I hear before blacking out.


So, I cut back a bit on the whole answering tons of questions in this chapter. It felt a bit soon for some things. Korra and Amon are both slowly putting the puzzle pieces together. You guys are probably a lot quicker at figuring things out then they are. :D Anywho! I'm really loving the direction this fic is heading. I hope you guys are too. As always, I love hearing your thoughts and feedback. Brace yourselves for Chapter Nine. (;










9. Chapter 9


Sorry this chapter is a bit shorter than the others. Enjoy!


12.27.12 4:31am

"Ugh." Amon groaned. His head was throbbing and his entire body was sore. Why did he keep waking up like this?

And then it hit him.

"Fuck." He muttered under his breath. "Fuck!"

He and Korra were in serious trouble.

No. That wasn't right. Just Korra was in trouble. Amon had nothing to fear. New power flowed through his veins. He could feel the raw energy.

Amon was a force to be reckoned with. Avatar be damned!

"No!" Amon shouted, startling himself.

What the hell is going on with me?

Amon sat up. Something didn't look right. Everything looked wrong. Like he was still in a dream.

He was in the truck him and Korra had been traveling in. Their bag of supplies lay in the floorboards where Korra had left it. The keys were in the ignition where Amon had left them.

Everything appeared to be fine but Amon couldn't shake that uneasy feeling.

Korra was fast asleep, curled up into a ball against the passenger door. She looked as peaceful as a person could be in the New World. Her hair was sticking out at odd place and a bit of drool pooled in the corner of her mouth.

Amon smiled at her but then narrowed his eyes.

Korra was an Avatar, master of all elements and the root of the evil which bending was. She had to be destroyed, her bending ripped from her soul as an example to all benders.

"No!" Amon roared, trying to rid himself of the thoughts.

"What?" Korra jumped awake. Her eyes darted back and forth, seeking whatever had caused him to yell.

"Nothing! It's nothing." Amon growled at her. He had no reason to be upset with her but his brain wouldn't listen to him. Korra was the cause of his anger, no doubt.

"What the hell is your problem?" Korra glared at him.

Amon sensed the heat rising in her body. She was so predictable, already resorting to bending before she even knew what was going on.

"You!" Amon snarled.

He felt power corse through him, rising with his anger.

Yes, my child. That's it. Accept the gifts I have bestowed upon you. 

"No!" Amon's voice thundered inside the truck cab. Korra looked at him with an expression of both anger and confusion.

"What the fuck is wrong with you?" Her eyes narrowed as she continued to stare daggers at him.

"Nothing, I just-" Amon clutched his head. It felt as if bombs were going off inside his mind.

He struggled to comprehend what was going on. What had that crazy woman done to him?

"Wait!" Amon's hand flashed out and clung to Korra's arm, stopping her from opening the passenger door. "Just let me think for a moment."

Korra's heart was pounding in her chest and her breathing came in and out in short gasps. Amon could hear every move she made; he could sense her fear.

Amon focused on his own breathing, slowing it down. Korra's eventually matched his. The air in the truck calmed as they did.

"I'm sorry." Amon whispered after a few moments of peaceful silence.

"Tell me what's happening to you. I can help."

Amon closed his eyes, wanting to believe her words. The man in him wanted someone to care for him, to support him when he doubted himself. But the monster in him growled at the thought that anyone would even dare to try and help him. He was Amon. He was powerful. He didn't need anyone.

Except for Korra.

Amon couldn't- no, he wouldn't- allow some crazy demon or spirit or whatever the hell she was, take Korra away from him. He'd fight off the fires of hell for Korra. Even if she wouldn't accept his love.

"If I told you, you wouldn't believe me."
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Korra watched Amon struggle to control his breathing. He wouldn't look at her. Instead he closed his eyes, forehead wrinkled as if he were concentrating on some internal argument.

"Tell me what's happening to you. I can help." Korra reached her hand out towards Amon but then thought better of it.

Something was seriously wrong here. Amon had been so kind to her. True, when she pissed him off, Korra got just the slightest bit scared by him. But he had never hurt her. He had saved her life multiple times. And when Korra hurt him, scarred him, still he stayed by her side like her guardian angel.

"If I told you, you wouldn't believe me."

Korra forced herself not to roll her eyes. She'd just discovered she was some all-powerful superhero called the 'Avatar' and she was supposed to live out some grand destiny. Not to mention the fact that the dead were walking around eating the living. Anything Amon said couldn't shock her. Korra was far passed being shocked. Just one of the many perks the New World offered.

Not.

Korra longed for the simple days when she just had to worry about what she would do for the rest of her life. Not whether or not she would have much of a life to worry about.

"Try me." Korra said when Amon didn't speak again.

Korra and Amon had bonded in this New World. It wasn't just the sexual bond they had shared. Fighting for your life with someone changes things, puts things into perspective. Korra didn't love Amon and she didn't think he really loved her, but she cared for him. More than she had cared for anyone before because it was a different kind. She had cared about her mother and the rest of her family. But Amon was different. She couldn't explain it. It's just how it was.

When your partner in crime was in pain, you were in pain. That much was evident as Korra watched Amon's jaw clench, his free hand balled into a fist and sweat beaded on his forehead. The hand Amon still had on her arm didn't tighten though. The arm appeared tense but the fingers held her arm gently.

"Not now. Don't want to talk about it." Amon grunted.

Korra reached out again but this time she placed her hand on his forehead.

"You're burning up!"

Amon felt as if he were on fire.

"Don't. Fucking. Touch. Me." He growled.

Korra's eyes widen just the slightest. He sounded like a caged beast.

"Stop that. Right now. Or I swear I'll knock you out and feed you to one of the Others." Korra growled back. She was done with his bi-polar act.

Amon stared back at her, shock plastered across his face. And then he did something that completely surprised her. He lunged forward, releasing her arm only to wrap it around her waist, pulling her against himself.

His face was but a hair's breath away from her. Korra sucked in a breath, ready to cuss him out. But she didn't get the chance. Amon kissed her hard on the mouth. His lips were hotter than they should have been. His tongue forced her lips apart and invaded her mouth, tasting her.

Korra's weak attempts to push him off only lasted a few moments before she found herself kissing him back. She couldn't help it. Amon's scent filled her lungs, doing strange things to her mind. It clouded her judgment.

Amon bit her lower lip, causing her to let out what sounded like the most unattractive moan to her ears. Her cheeks flushed in embarrassment. She tried to pull away but Amon tightened his grip on her, crushing their bodies together. The heat between them blazed like the sun. It was hot, too hot. Korra felt as if they were on fire. They were a mess of passion and lust.

All too soon, Amon pulled back to catch his breath. Their breathing was heavy and the windows were all fogged up.

Korra held his face in both hands. It felt as if she needed him there just so she could breathe. If he were to move away, he'd steal the air right out of her lungs.

"Am-Amon?" Korra whispered.

There was something wrong with him, something going on in his mind causing him to lash out in these bi-polar ways. It scared her but not enough to make her leave. She wanted to help him.

"Tell me what it is." Korra continued after Amon remained silent. "Tell me what's going on. Let me help you."

Amon clung to her like a life raft. Leaning forward, he rested his head on her breasts.

"Korra," Amon spoke her name in a hushed tone. His warm breath tickled her skin. "I can't. I can't tell you. Please don't ask me to. If you knew what I'd become, you'd hate me with every fiber of your being."


I'm not sure if I've made this clear yet. Korra has blocked out the part of the memories that say Amon is who he is. This is one of those times where I wished I had written the whole thing first so I could go back a edit certain things so that it was clear. Oh well, I hope you guys enjoyed the chapter. (: Reviews are always appreciated! 










10. Chapter 10


This chapter was... interesting to write. I planned on having a smut scene but the characters didn't agree with my train of thought. Sorry to disappoint!




12.31.12. 5:31am

Rain pounded against the windshield. It was still too dark to see much of anything. The truck's headlights illuminated the road in front of them but not much else. That, combined with the sheets of rain falling from the black clouds, made it almost impossible to drive.

Amon had pulled to the side almost half an hour ago, hoping to wait out the storm.

"So." Korra dragged out the word, making it a question.

The past few days had been filled with uncomfortable silences. They had been driving almost non stop. The only time they pulled over was to refuel and eat or take a nap. Even though they spent almost every waking moment together and every night they slept side by side, Korra and Amon had hardly spoken. Amon didn't want to risk getting closer to her.

Well, he wanted to but he knew he shouldn't want to. It was only going to make things more difficult in the long run. They were bound to part ways one day and when that day came, Amon didn't want it to hurt anymore than it already would.

"Korra," Amon tested her name, trying out how it felt on his tongue.

Korra stopped fidgeting and stared up at him.

"What are we doing?" Amon hissed, his breath coming out in a small puff of air. With the rain had come cold air. The weather hadn't been making any sense lately. Apparently the end of the world meant that the seasons were all jacked up.

Korra didn't answer him. He tried to read the emotions flickering across her face but he felt too detached.

"What are we doing? What's the point in surviving? The world has gone to Hell in a hand basket." Amon looked out the window. He didn't really want an answer because he already knew it.

Survival was human instinct. The body would fight to live until its very last breath.

"What does it matter?" Amon said under his breath.

His whole family was most likely dead and he had fallen in love with a woman who was apparently destined to be his enemy. And Korra had no clue. If she knew what Amon was capable of and what he was going to do, she would kill him.

It's what Amon would do if he were her.

"It matters." Korra whispered. She placed her small hand over his that were folded in his lap.

Amon closed his eyes. He could hear Korra's steady heart beats. He could even hear the soft rustle of fabric as her chest moved up and down with each breath she inhaled and exhaled.

He could remember. Amon remember his past life and the things he'd done. He'd stripped the Avatar of her powers and led an army of non-benders against benders. All benders. Even the innocent.

Equalists didn't distinguish between man, woman, or child. No bender had been safe from his army.

Clearly, Korra didn't recall her past life. If she did, she wouldn't be touching Amon. She would run away as fast as she could.

Amon had hurt Korra, taking a piece of her, a piece of her soul, away.

Bending is evil.

The thought sounded like his own but it couldn't be. Those must have been Loh's words. She was trying to influence him like the spirit Koh had done in his past life. Koh had given Amon powers and told him what must be done in order to rid the world of bending.

And he had. Amon had won. Him and his Equalist had completely erased bending from this world. It wasn't even in the history books. There weren't any legends or myths.

"Amon, talk to me." Korra's soft voice pleaded with him.

But Amon couldn't. He couldn't tell her how disgusted he was with himself. He couldn't tell her that he had thoughts of hurting her. Korra would be terrified of him.

"We should get moving." Amon cleared his throat. His hand reached for the keys in the ignition. Korra stopped him before he could start the truck back up.

"No. Tell me what's troubling you."

"You want to know what's wrong?" Amon yelled, turning on Korra.

She narrowed her eyes and him and withdrew her hand. Amon knew he was having another episode but couldn't stop himself.

"Everything!" Amon shouted. "Every damn thing is wrong in this fucked up world! We haven't seen another living soul. All that's left is the dead eating anything that moves!"

"Well, ex-cuse the fuck out of me!" Korra snapped back. There was a fire in her eyes, a warning that she wouldn't put up with his misdirected anger.

"Dammit!" Amon punched the wheel of the truck. He knew he was wrong but he couldn't help the anger. He was angry at everything and everyone. But especially himself.

How could he have allowed Loh to give him these powers? The powers were going to corrupt him.

No. They've already corrupted me.

"You think I don't know how this feels?" Korra was yelling at him now. Her voice was loud as it bounced back at them in the confined space.

"No!" Amon snarled. "You don't know how this feels! I close my eyes and all I see is death." Amon covered his face with his hands. He couldn't look at her but he could feel her piercing gaze.

"Your death." Amon whispered so low he wasn't sure Korra had heard him at first.

"Amon," her voice was barely audible over the pouring rain. "I'm not going anywhere. I'm not dying and I'm not leaving you."

Amon took a deep breath as the words sunk in. With each day that passed, he fell in love with her more and more. How was that even possible? How was it possible to fall in love with someone in such a sort amount of time?

Love is for the weak.

Amon's hands balled into fists. The thought was true no matter where it came from. Loh was already using Korra against him. She rubbed it in his face that Korra was the Avatar, destined to be his enemy. Should Loh learn just how strong Amon felt about Korra, she'd do everything in her power to break his heart.

"Let me help you." Korra whispered into his ear. Her hands wrapped gently around his wrists as she pulled his hands away to see his scarred face.

Amon shook his head. Korra was the last person who could help him.

"Please, Amon." Her breath was warm on his cheek. His groan twitched in response.

The moment her lips touched his, Amon knew. He knew he was already too far gone. His head was underwater and there was no saving him. Korra was the ocean he was drowning in and he would willingly breath her in.
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Korra watched the farm pastures go by her window. The rain had finally let up and the sun was shining. She and Amon had decided to look for another motel to spend a night in. The last few nights sleeping in the truck had not been good on her back. A nice, comfortable bed was just what she needed.

Korra had no idea what state or town they were in now but she honestly couldn't find it in herself to care. The open road was ahead of them and they hadn't seen an Other in almost a week. Perhaps it wasn't as bad as they originally thought. Perhaps it was an isolated thing, some kind of illness that had only affected a few towns.

"I'm going to pull over for a minute." Amon explained as he slowed down the truck, parking it on the shoulder.

"Why?" Korra's eyes darted around, trying to see if there was any movement in the tall wheat growing on either side of the road. But the only thing that moved was the wheat swaying in the wind.

"I need to relieve myself." Amon opened the door and climbed out. He looked both ways before crossing the street. Old habits must die hard. Not a single thing was headed in their direction on the flat, straight road.

Korra let out a long sigh, deciding that it might be nice to stretch her legs for a few minutes. She climbed out of the truck and closed the door behind her.

The breeze felt warm on her skin. Unseasonable warm. The weather was seriously unbalanced. Nights were colder than ice and the days were like spring.

Oh, well.

Korra had someone to keep her warm at night and keep her company during the day. So what the weather was weird? It was weird in a good way. The warm air felt incredible. It lifted her spirits and made her feel like not everything had gone to shit.

"Korra!" Amon's shout snapped Korra out of her light mood. Her heart fell to the bottom of her stomach at the alarm in his voice.

"Amon!" Korra ran across the road, trying to find the spot Amon had disappeared to. Leaping over the wooden fence, Korra hit the wheat at a full sprint. "Amon, where are you?"

Korra's ears strained themselves, trying to hear Amon over the sound of her heart racing.

"Korra run!" Amon's voice shouted from somewhere on her left.

Korra quickly changed directions, heading straight towards him.

Pop, pop, pop!

Birds took off into the air as the gun fire went off. The shots sounded too close and too many. It couldn't have been Amon firing his gun. The sounds came from different spots.

"Amon!" Korra cried, fearing the worst.

Why had she been so foolish? Why had she pushed him away when he confessed his feelings for her? None of this would have happened. She wouldn't have been attacked by Others and then burned Amon's face in the process.

And now here they were, running through a wheat field with people shooting guns off.

Korra's heart raced faster than her feet. She should have reached him by now.

"Amon!" The sob escaped her mouth in a single breath. Korra hands shook and her body ached.

Korra burst out of the wheat into a clearing. It was like a crop circle, small and perfectly round with wheat growing on all sides.

In the center lay Amon, clutching his left arm.

"Amon!" Korra fell to his side, not bothering to look around. All that mattered was making sure Amon was okay.

"Korra, get out of here." Amon blocked her hands and pushed her back. "Get to the truck and leave."

"No." Korra slapped his hand away from her shoulder. "I'm not leaving you."

Amon let out a sigh but gave up on pushing her away.

His left arm was bleeding just below the shoulder. There was no hole where Korra expected to see a bullet wound.

"It just grazed me." Amon explained.

"Don't worry. I'll heal it." Korra smiled down at him. She had thought she would find him dead. Instead, she found him with a small injury, one she could easily take care of. It wasn't any worse than his leg had been when they first met.

"Well, well, well. What do we have here?" A man's voice asked from across the clearing.

Korra's heart leapt into her throat.

"Shut up." Another man responded as they stepped through the wheat, fully revealing themselves.

The first one that spoke up was the younger of the two. He had dark hair just like the other man but that was about the only thing they had in common. The first was short and muscular whereas the other was tall and lean. The shorter one had dark green eyes and the other had light brown, almost golden. Yet somehow they looked similar.

"Holy shit." Korra breathed. She knew them. She'd seen them somewhere before.

"Dammit, bro. I told you not to hit him, just scare him." The second man turned on the first with anger. "He's not one of the living dead. We could use him."

"I'm sorry. I guess my aim is better than I thought." He didn't seemed to be at all bothered by the anger. In fact, he seemed happy, almost hyper about the whole ordeal.

"Great. Just great." The second man threw his hands up. "Now we have to get this injured guy all the way back to base."

"He can still walk." The other argued. "He'll be fine. Doc can heal 'em."

"That's not the point!" He advanced on his younger companion, poking him in the chest with his gun. "We were sent out to find supplies, not shoot survivors!"

"Amon." Korra hissed into his ear as the two men argued a few feet away. "Do you recognize those guys at all?"

"No." Amon hissed back, keeping his eyes on the two men. "Should I?"

Korra had that nagging feeling again. She knew she knew those guys from somewhere. Maybe she'd seen them on a billboard or a TV ad.

"Forget it. Let's just get them back to base. I'll deal with you later." The second man turned and head in Korra and Amon's direction.

"Sorry about my brother. When we first saw movement, we thought you might be one of the dead. My brother got a little excited. It's his first raid." The man tried to explain. "After I realized you were one of the living, I thought you could be dangerous and just wanted to scare you. We haven't seen another of the living in these parts since the first bomb went off."

Korra stared at him, unsure of what to say. She's was shocked to even be speaking with another person besides Amon. And she still couldn't shake the feeling she knew him from somewhere.

12.31.12 11:30am

Amon glared at the stupid boy kneeling in front of them. Oh, he knew him all right. From a different lifetime. The only reason he hadn't said anything was because he didn't want to trigger any memories in Korra.

"Are you guys okay?" The boy asked, looking directly at Amon.

"I've just been shot." Amon replied in a cool voice.

"We'll get you some help. I promise. Just come with us back to our base camp." The boy reached out towards Amon, offering his help to stand.

"Why should we?" Amon asked.

"Who are you?" Korra spoke over him.

The foolish boy stood up and looked between the two of them on the ground.

"My name is Mako and that's my brother, Bolin."


;ajsflajlkds So what do you guys think!? I'm so glad that I'm at this part in the story. I've got big, big, big things planned! Hope you guys liked it! :D










11. Chapter 11


Sorry for the delay! I've been really busy but now that I'm no longer working a full time job, the updates shouldn't be as spread out as they have been. Enjoy!


"The name's Bolin." The earthbender boy smiles down at me. I can't help but think he's cute. He's just not my type. 

"Bolin!" His teammate calls out to him, leaving me to look around at the locker area where the Fire Ferrets get ready before each round. 

There's a few storage cabinets in the corner and a couple of benches spread throughout the space. But absolutely nothing compares to the view.

The Pro-Bending Arena is laid out before me in all its glory. I can see everything. The arena in the middle surround by water, the crowd as it cheers, anticipating the next match. 

"This is my brother, Mako." Bolin points to the firebender, distracting me from my observations. 

"Mako? Hey, I heard you on the radio! " I hold out my hand as Mako walks towards me. "You were incred-"

"Come on, Bolin. We're next." Mako brushes past me without even a glance in my direction.

"Or I could meet him later." 

12.31.12 11:40am

"Korra!" Amon yelled her name right into her ear.

"What?" Korra jumped back.

Her head was throbbing and she felt like she had just woken up from a five day slumber.

"Snap out of it." Amon growled. He was still laying beside her, holding his bleeding arm.

"Out of what?" Korra rubbed her temple with her thumbs.

"You looked like you were in a daze. Your eyes got all glazed over and-" The younger boy, Bolin, began to explain.

"Bro, shut up."

"What? I was just-"

Mako gave Bolin a look that spoke volumes, cutting him off in mid sentence.

"We'll take you both back to our base camp and get you healed." The oldest boy pointed towards Amon's arm. "Can you walk?"

"Yes." Amon hissed.

Apparently, Amon didn't enjoy being shot in the arm. The looks he was giving the brothers would have caused Korra to shrink back.

"Let me heal you." Korra whispered into Amon's ear, not wanting the brothers to overhear her and ask questions.

"It's too dangerous. I don't want them," Amon nodded in the direct of the brothers. "to see what you're capable of. Besides, I'm fine. Just a scratch." Amon shrugged his shoulders but then winced at the pain the movement caused.

"As soon as we get a moment alone, I'll heal you." Korra helped Amon to his feet as she kept an eye on the brothers just a few feet away. The vision was still fresh in her mind.

Had this been what Aang was talking about when he said others had been reincarnated as well? If the vision truly was a memory, then the brothers were her friends and not her enemy. Why had Aang spoken to her with caution?

True, the brothers had guns in this life time but they seemed harmless enough. The New World caused everyone to be on edge when something moved. An Other could attack at any moment. Korra could have made the same mistake in Bolin's place.

"Okay. Let's get a move on." Mako interrupted Korra's thoughts.

"Wait. Our supplies are-"

"Gone." Amon shot Korra a look that told her she needed to keep her mouth shut.

Mako and Bolin looked between Korra and Amon as if they were unsure who to ask for answers.

"Right. Our supplies are gone." Korra nodded to Amon.

It made sense that he didn't want the brothers going near their truck and supplies. But Korra didn't want to leave it sitting there. She would have to come back for it later.

"Where is this base camp?" Korra asked Mako, trying to divert the conversation.

"It's about a mile north of here. And then the real camp in two miles from that."

"Real camp?" Amon asked, suddenly interested in the oldest brother.

"Well, yes. The base camp is where we check everyone in at. Make sure no one has a bite. Stuff like that. Then we let them into the- the real camp." Mako's voice faltered at the end as if he were going to use a different name for their 'real camp' but caught himself in time.

"A bite?" Korra asked after making note of the hesitation in his voice about the camp.

"If you're bitten by a Rotter then you'll get infected. It depends on the person but it takes about twenty-four hours for the disease to kill you and then about three hours after you die, you come back as a Rotter." Mako explained.

"You mean as one of the Others." Korra didn't say it as a question. It wasn't hard to guess what he was talking about.

"Yeah. 'Other' or 'Rotter' or 'Flesh Eater'." Bolin shrugged his shoulders like this was a normal conversation to be having. "Everyone's got a different name for 'em. We call 'em Rotters 'cause if they last long enough, their flesh rots right off their bodies yet they still keep on walkin'."

"We should clear out of here. Rotters are bound to have heard the shot." Mako turned and began walking north without bothering to see if any of them followed.

"Told you they could hear." Korra muttered under her breath to Amon.

"Hmph." He acknowledged.

Korra helped Amon to his feet. When she offered to help him walk, he quickly denied her with a look of annoyance planted on his face.

Instead, he tore off part of his shirt and had her tie it tightly over his wound.

"That should be good enough for now." Korra smiled up at him, trying to hide her worry.

12.31.12 12:40pm

"This is your base camp?" Korra voice expressed the shock that Amon felt.

It had only been a week since the end of the world and yet this place was a fortified base. It looked as if it had once been an army base complete with electrocuted fences. The "Warning: High Voltage" sign was clearly visible.

Beyond the fence, several people in metal armor were walking about talking into headsets. Amon wished he could hear what they were saying.

There were three different dark green tents sent up towards the back. One had a bright red cross at the top. A few jeeps sat parked by the back fence.

"Yeah. Our- er- leader set all this up within a few days after everything went to hell." Bolin answered Korra. He rubbed the back of his neck as if he were uncomfortable explaining anything further.

"Hey, Lin!" Mako shouted.

A gray haired woman turned away from the man she was currently yelling at to see who had called her name. She wore a dark metal suit just like all the others but carried herself as if she were in charge. As she approached, Amon could make out two distinct scars on her right jaw.

"What?" Lin asked from the other side of the fence. She crossed her arms and glared down her nose at them.

"We ran across these two about a mile south of here. This one," Mako cocked his head back at Amon. "needs a healing session."

"He'll have to wait until you've all been inspected for bites." Lin nodded her head at the fence guard.

The fence creaked as it slowly wheeled to the side, letting the small group inside.

12.31.12 1:30pm

"Step aside right now!" Korra screamed at one of the guards blocking her from entering the tent.

After they were let into the base camp, guards had separated Korra and Amon. Korra had been taken to one of the tents where a female officer had told her to strip down so she could be inspected for a bite.

Korra had reluctantly cooperated. But this was where she drew the line.

The guards weren't allowing her to see Amon at all. They claimed he was still being operated on.

"Step aside, Morit." A woman's voice behind Korra, startled her.

Korra composed her face before turning around to face Lin.

"Chief Beifong." The guard saluted Lin and stepped to the side.

"Thank you." Korra nodded at the woman. She turned and quickly entered the tent.

The smell hit her first. It smelled like rotting flesh. Korra had a flashback to the Rotter she had fought in the fallen building.

The tent was fairly large and broke off into six different sections aside from the entrance area and hallway. Moans and cries could be heard behind the fabric separating each room.

"You're keeping him in here? Why?" Korra asked Lin who had followed her through.

"This is the only healing facility we have at this base camp. This is where we keep those who have been bitten. All attempts at saving them have failed." Lin's voice held no emotion.

"Where is he?" Korra growled. She felt the fire rising up inside her, asking to be freed.

Korra didn't wait for Lin to answer her. She stormed down the hallway, yanking aside each door flap as she went. She tried to ignoring the bloodied bodies she saw in each room.

The last one on the right revealed Amon, sitting on a bed, his feet planted firmly on the ground. Dried blood caked his arm and shirt.

"Are you okay?" Korra rushed to him. Her hands fluttered nervously around his shoulder. She wished Lin hadn't followed her, otherwise she could have healed him right now.

"Korra." Amon whispered her name like a warning. Something in his voice was off.

"What?" Korra searched his dark eyes for an answer they wouldn't reveal.

"I'm healed."

Korra's brain struggled to comprehend what her ears had plainly heard in his voice.

"You- you mean…" The question trailed off.

"Yes." Amon nodded his head. He wouldn't say anymore but his eyes told her to keep quiet about what they both knew.

"We have very special doctors here." Lin explained in a blunt voice. "Their abilities are impressive. But you'll learn more about that once you reach the city."

12.31.12. 2:05pm

"Oh, man. I am so glad you're okay. I am so, so sorry." The youngest brother started apologizing once more to Amon.

Amon clenched his jaw in order to keep himself from snapping at the poor boy.

"His okay, Bolin." Korra smiled at him. The smile told Amon all he needed to know.

Korra remembered the brothers from their past lives. She recalled their friendship. What else could Korra remember about her former life? Did she remember the war?

"Let's go." Mako pushed through the group to load a duffle bag into the back of one of the Jeeps. "I need to get you guys set up in the city and then get back here before dark."

"You guys are going to love it there!" Bolin was once again his over excited self.

Amon tuned Bolin out as he told Korra all about the 'city' as everyone called it. Amon doubted it was much of a city. It was probably just some small town they had cleaned out to live in. He should have focused more on where he and Korra had been traveling; it would give him some kind of idea where they currently where.

The car ride was a quiet event. At least for Amon it was. Korra and Bolin talked to each other like old friends but Amon tuned out the laughter.

If he was being honest with himself, Amon was jealous. Completely and totally painted green with jealousy.

Amon remembered every detail about his former life. Korra and the brothers had been close friends. Eventually, she and the oldest had dated and would have gotten married if not for the war.

If not for me.

"Bolin!" Mako's loud voice distracted Amon from his own thoughts. "Pay attention and make me that bridge."

"Oh, right! Sorry." Bolin stood up in the back of the Jeep. He spread his legs apart and bent his knees. With a look of determination on his face, the younger brother raised his hands and then thrust them away from his body.

"Wha-"

"Oh my god!" Korra's interrupted him, starring straight past him.

Amon turned and saw what appeared to be a large flat rock expanding out of the side of a cliff. It continued stretching as Bolin held his hands up.

Off in the distance, buildings rose on the horizon. They twinkled in the sun's bright light. Amon had assumed they would be heading towards a small town. 'City' was right. They were driving to one very large city.

"Don't be too freaked out. You'll get used to people doing this kind of thing. Our leader calls it bending." Bolin explained as the Jeep drove onto his bridge.

Amon looked down and saw they were passing over a deep and dark trench. Whoever their 'leader' was, he was serious about keeping things out of his city.

"Mako here can bend fire. Our leader can bend water. We're not sure how we do it. Some people just can and some can't. But each of us can only bend one element. That seems to be some sort of rule for it."

Amon meet Korra's shocked expression. She opened her mouth as if to say something but Amon cut her off with a shake of his head. Korra may think she could trust the brothers but Amon didn't want her to reveal she was the Avatar. Not until they knew more about what was going on in this city and how it had sprung up like this in only a week.

"Here we are." Bolin shouted.

The city was surround on all sides by tall walls that seemed to come straight out of the ground. Mako drove them into a small opening. When Bolin lowered his hands, the opening sealed shut behind them.

The tunnel wasn't very long. Already, Amon could see the bright light at the end that they raced towards.

In less the a minute, the Jeep burst through the other side, revealing the city at last.

"Welcome to Republic City."


I had some fun with this chapter and I hoped you guys liked it! I know I don't have very many readers but I miss getting feedback from you guys! Let me know what you think. It really does help. (:










12. Chapter 12


12.31.12 6:30pm

"I don't like it here." Amon declared once he and Korra were finally alone.

Mako and Bolin had left them in what was to be their very own apartment. It was a spacious, one bedroom flat at the top of a thirteen storied building. Korra had instantly fallen in love with the cozy place.

Republic City was nothing like anything Korra had imagined. It was hard to believe that the people here had gotten settled in in under a week. It didn't seem possible. Republic City was a fully functioning, fortified town that didn't appear to have been affected by whatever plague had killed off the majority of the human race.

"What's not to like?" Korra asked as she rummaged through the kitchen cabinets.

Everything was stocked. There were men and women's clothing in the bedroom closets (all the right sizes), food in the fridge and pantry. Drinks were chilled and just waiting for someone to pour a glass.

"It all seems too good to be true." Amon stood in the center of the living room. His eyes traveled over the couch, lazy-boy recliner, flat screen TV, stereo, and fireplace but nothing else moved. He stood as still as a statue with his arms crossed tightly over his chest.

"That's because the world has gone to shit. I'll be waiting for a Rotter to jump around every corner too. It'll just take some time to get used to." Korra closed the last cabinet and joined Amon in the living room.

The apartment had an opened floored concept. Floor to ceiling windows let sunlight into the kitchen and living room. French doors opened to a balcony that overlooked Republic City.

"It's not that." Amon admitted. He looked out the windows.

The sun was just starting to set. Bright pinks and purples lit up the clouds. The colors bled through onto the back walls. They highlighted Amon's dark hair. Korra noted the scruff growing along his jawline. It looked good on him; she hoped he wouldn't shave it off now that they were in civilization.

"What is it?" Korra asked.

She felt the overwhelming desire to go to Amon and wrap her arms around his waist. But there was still a tension between the two. They had already gone through so much in such a short amount of time. Korra tried to pretend like Amon hadn't declared his love for her but it was still there. It sat between them like an uncomfortable elephant in the room.

"I don't trust these people." Amon turned to her, his eyes capturing her own. "It's simply not possible for them to have built this kind of fortified city in only a week."

"Well, it is just a city that they cleaned out." Korra said defensively.

She knew Amon was right but she refused to agree with him. If she did, it would pop this bubble of happiness. She just wanted a few moments where she wasn't glancing behind her shoulder at every step.

"I also don't approve of all the bending going on here." Amon continued as if Korra hadn't said anything. "The only way in or out of this city is if an earthbender is with you."

"Why would you want to leave? Death is out there." Korra pointed out the window to emphasis her words.

"So we just live like caged animals?" Amon shouted, startling Korra enough to cause her to take a step back.

"If that's what it takes to survive!" Korra shouted back.

She didn't like this. Why were they arguing? She hated fighting with Amon. The past few days he seemed so tense around her. Korra thought he had forgiven her for hurting him and not being able to fully heal his face but perhaps not.

"We were surviving just fine on our own! They didn't even bother to ask if we wanted to live in their damn city." Amon walked towards Korra, backing her into a corner with a window on one side and a wall on the other.

Korra stared up at him with widened eyes. Amon was so angry but she didn't know where it was all coming from.

"Did I not protect you? Did I not keep my word?" Amon's voice was just a whisper as his hands came up to rest on the walls, his arms blocking her in.

Korra didn't know how to respond. How could Amon think that those two things were even related? They had stumbled upon a group of survivors. Why wouldn't they come to live here?

"Korra." He breathed her name as he leaned in close.

In such a confined space, Amon's scent filled her lungs and clouded out everything else. Korra tried to remember what he had been yelling about. She tried to recall why exactly there was a tension between them.

"I love you. Does that even mean anything to you?" Amon's lips brushed against the skin at the base of her throat. The contact set shivers down her spine.

"Love?" Korra barely breathed the question. She hadn't meant to voice it but Amon's scent was doing strange things to her mind.

"Yes. Love." Amon whispered back.

How could Korra tell him that was impossible? How could she explain that love had died along with more than half the world's population.

"That's not possible." Korra's breaths came out in short gasps as she struggled to control her body's reactions to Amon's presence.

"Oh, but it is."

The moment his lips touched her, Korra knew she was a goner. How could she have denied him? The world had gone to shit and here she was trying to fight the only chance of love she had ever known. Even before everyone died, Korra had never known the love of a man. Why did she fight it now? Why was it so hard for her to believe Amon?

His lips were soft against hers, speaking the words he couldn't. Amon was waiting for her, letting her decide. It wasn't a physical thing. Amon was giving her the option of returning his love. He was opening himself up to her, completely.

Korra kissed him back out of habit. It was the most natural thing in the world to her. They fit together like two pieces of a puzzle. But when she realized just what he was asking of her, Korra pulled away.

"A-amon?"

"Don't fight it, Korra." Amon whispered the words as he nuzzled against the inside of her neck.

"I don't think I'm strong enough for this." Korra's eyes pricked with tears. Something inside her yanked back, not allowing her to fully dive into loving him. It was that nagging feeling that constantly bugged her. What was it about Amon?

"You don't have to be. Let me be your strength." Amon wrapped his arms around Korra's body, pressing her against his hard chest.

Korra clung to him, her eyes shut tight as she tried to keep herself from crying.

What is it? What is it about Amon?

Korra's mind flipped back through their short time together. From the moment she thought he was one of the Others, when they made love, when she hurt him with powers she didn't even know she possessed, all the way up to the moment which brought them here.

Does it matter? Shouldn't Amon be enough? He's never once betrayed me. 

Amon remained silent as Korra struggled with an internal battle she had known would come sooner or later. When Amon had first confessed his love, Korra had been running from it, not wanting to make a decision. But here it was. She couldn't run this time.

Korra ran her hands underneath Amon's shirt and up his bare chest. Turning her head, Korra locked lips with him, too afraid to speak. She couldn't voice the words; the small voice in the back of her mind wouldn't allow it. But perhaps she could show him.

As the kiss depended, Korra's fingers fumbled with the button of Amon's pants.

"Stop." Amon grabbed both of Korra's wrist in one hand. "I will not make love to a woman unless I know she loves me."

Amon's golden eyes locked onto hers, waiting for her reply.

"Are my actions not enough?" Korra growled. Anger was her go to defense.

"No." Amon replied in an even voice. "I need to know, Korra."

"Fine!" Korra yanked her hands free from Amon's grasp. "You want me to say it? I love you. I love you, Amon."

Korra pushed on Amon's chest but he didn't budge. Instead, he stared down at her with wide eyes. But Korra was too annoyed to register the surprise written across his face.

"I. Love. You." Crossing her arms, Korra looked away, just over his shoulder. Which is why she didn't see it coming.

Amon pushed Korra up against the wall, pinning her in place. Before Korra could cry out, Amon covered her mouth with his. The kiss was demanding. It was just like their first. They kissed as if they would never kiss again, stopping only for quick, short intakes of air.

Korra wrapped her arms and legs tightly around Amon's body as he carried them over to the couch. There wasn't time to go all the way to the bedroom.

Once Amon dropped her down on the couch, Korra fumbled with her clothing. Her clumsy fingers had only managed to unbutton her jeans when Amon pinned her hands over her head. He crawled over her, a leg on either side, trapping her in place.

Korra bit back a smile at the sight of Amon looming over her. He looked like a beautiful beast ready to devour her.

Amon tore her clothing off in a matter of seconds, followed quickly by his own. His mouth claimed hers as his hard on pressed into her inner thigh. Korra moaned at the contact, her nails digging into the muscles of his back.

Korra melted to him like liquid flames, molding and pressing herself against him with a fierce urgency. Amon quickly obliged, plunging himself deep inside of her. They breathed out moans of pleasure in unison, as if they had both been waiting for this exact moment to finally come to pass.

An unexplainable fear crept in the dark corners of Korra's mind, as if saying this would be the last time Amon would hold her. Time was such a funny thing. If someone had told her two weeks ago that the world would end but she would find love, Korra would have laughed in their face.

There was no telling how much longer Korra and Amon would be together. She had already seen him flirt with death on several occasions. She couldn't bare the thought of parting from his side.

"You. Are. Mine." With each word, Amon rocked his hips hard between her legs and pushed the dark thoughts from her mind.

Korra was his, completely. She should have realized it from the moment she met him. Korra and Amon fit each other perfectly. They complimented each other both physically and emotionally. She never wanted to be parted from his side.

Korra could already feel herself reaching the edge. Amon's scent filled her mind as his murmurs of love filled her ears. She matched Amon's rhythm, moving her body against his in an animalistic dance.

With a final thrust, Amon growled, releasing himself inside her. Seconds later, Korra's fingers clawed into his skin as she followed with her own climax. Their heavy breathing mixed in the air with the scent of sex.

Knock knock!

"Who the hell is that?" Amon snarled, his arms still wrapped tightly around Korra.

"I- I don't know." Korra responded lamely as she struggled to catch her breath.

"Mr. Amon and Ms. Korra!" A small voice shouted through the apartment door followed closely by two more knocks.

"One moment!" Amon yelled. He withdrew from Korra, picking up his pants only to shove each leg inside them.

Korra grabbed Amon's large t-shirt and flung it on herself just before Amon opened the door with a look that would surely scare whoever was behind it.

"Can I help you?" Amon asked, his fingers gripping the doorknob so hard his knuckles were white.

Korra peeked over the edge of the couch. A small man who looked to be in his mid to late forties, stood with a white envelope in his hands. When he saw Amon, he reached up and pushed his glasses back up the bridge of his nose.

"Our leader wished to send you this letter containing a welcome to our city. He also expressed a personal invitation to the city's celebration tonight. I am told it will be on the scale of that of Time Square." Then man thrust the envelope into Amon's hand and again pushed the frames back up on his nose.

"Celebration?"

"For New Year's Eve, of course. It will be held at the center of town, just a block away from here." With a tip of his head, the man ran off without waiting for Amon's response.

Amon shut the door and turned to Korra who had to repress a chuckle at the sight of his shocked expression.

"I completely forgot it was New Year's Eve." Amon admitted.

"Oh, come on." Korra jumped up from the couch. "Let's get dressed and join the others. It should be fun."

Amon starred at her with a look that clearly stated he had no intentions of doing anything of the sort.

"Or," Korra dragged out the word, looking up at him with what she hoped was a seductive grin. "We could stay here and celebrate in our own way."

"You read my mind." Amon tossed the envelope aside, already forgotten.

01.01.13 12:01am

I'm surrounded by mist once more in a land I have come to recognize as the Spirit World. 

"Ugh!" I groan to the emptiness around me. "What now? Can't I just have a few moments of peace?"

"Avatar Korra." Aang's familiar voice calls out to me but I can't see where he is. "I tried to give you time to remember on your own. I'm not sure why your mind has repressed the most important memories of your past life."

I spin around in circles, trying to pin point Aang's location. But all I see is the dark mist. It's everywhere. 

"You must remember in order to save the world."

"Wait! What are you talking about? I already remember my past life. I had friends, Mako and Bolin. I was a pro-bender!" I shout to Aang. His words have me terrified but I'm not sure why. 

"It is time." 










13. Chapter 13


Just some quick notes before you read the chapter! First: Most of this chapter is a flashback. In previous chapters I have put all flashbacks in italics but this chapter I didn't because of all the internal thoughts that go on. Second: Major trigger warnings! I don't want to give a lot away but major trigger warnings for suicide related events. Third: I apologize in advance. This chapter was really hard for me to write. It was definitely an emotional process. 


My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. I used to live with the White Lotus before running away to Republic City so I could begin my airbending training. I have a pet polarbear dog named Naga. My best friends are Mako and Bolin. All three of us make up the pro-bending team, The Fire Ferrets. We competed in the pro bending championship but lost to The Wolfbats who then had their bending taken away by Amon.

Amon! No, skip that part.

I rub my forehead as I start to recall all the facts. But my mind is so clouded with lies that it's hard separating what is true and what is false.

"Korra? May I come in?" I hear Tenzin's voice call from the other side of the door.

After my failed attempt at defeating Amon during a rescue mission of the airbender children, we had all retreated back to Air Temple Island. Amon and his Equalist were leaving us alone, for now.

"Korra?" Tenzin knocked once more when I didn't reply.

I'm so ashamed. I don't want to see him or anyone else. I've failed. I've failed the people of Republic City. I've failed my past lives. I've failed as the Avatar.

"Katara is here and would like to speak to you." Tenzin's muffled voice is more persistent now.

Repeat the facts.

My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. I used to live with the White Lotus before-

"Korra." Katara's voice pulls me away from my thoughts. She's opened the door without bothering to wait for my answer.

I don't look at her as she crosses the room but I feel the bed shift as she settles down next to me.

"You were so brave." Katara whispers to me.

The room remains silent as she waits for me to speak. But I can't. I know that the moment I open my mouth, I'll lose it. The tears I'm struggling to hold in would spill over and I wouldn't be able to stop them.

"We'll get through this together. Evil is never allowed to endurer. Not while there is still good left in the world."

I give a slight nod of my head so Katara knows I heard her.

Repeat the facts.

My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. I failed Republic City. Amon took away my bending.

"Tomorrow is a new day, Korra." Katara says as she wraps a strong arm around my shoulders, giving a small squeeze of comfort.

Repeat the facts.

My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. Amon took my bending because the Spirits gave him power to do so. Amon and Councilmen Tarrlok have been working together.

"When you're ready, there is a room full of people that want to hear you're okay."

Repeat the facts. 

My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. I failed Republic City but Councilmen Tarrlok betrayed it. He betrayed me, lied to me, and set me up like a pig for slaughter.

"Let me speak to her." Mako's voice startles me even more than Katara's did.

Mako is the last person I want to see me like this. I'm a poor excuse for the Avatar. The Avatar is supposed to be strong and powerful. But I've been striped of my power and I've never felt more weak than I do right now.

Once the room has cleared out, Mako sits down on the bed next to me. He leaves a couple inches between us, inviting me to close the distance.

"It's not your fault."

"Of course it is!" I snap.

"Tarrlok tricked us. Not just you. I fell for the story too." Mako replies in a calm, even tone. I know he's trying to comfort me but it's not helping. I should have been able to see Tarrlok's deception.

Amon taking away Tarrlok's bending and taking him prisoner had all been a set up. Tarrlok fed me some bullshit story about Amon really being 'Noatok' his brother. When I tried to confront Amon, I was made a fool in front of all Republic City. Amon used the fight between he and I to fuel his hate speech against benders, saying that I was oppressing them all.

Repeat the facts. 

Amon and Tarrlok are not brothers. They didn't even know each other until a few years ago. They have been planning this for years. Tarrlok betrayed Republic City, thinking he would gain ultimate power. Amon turned on and betrayed Tarrlok. Amon is in control of Republic City.

"I clung to that story, hoping desperately for it to be true. Because the truth is even harder to believe. How could the Spirits turn against the Avatar?" I turn to Mako, searching his eyes for answers I already know he doesn't have.

"Maybe it isn't the Spirit World entirely. It could be just one Spirit or even a small group of Spirits." Mako is still trying to comfort me but it's doing no good.

I don't respond. There's nothing to say to him. There's nothing to say to anyone. I have no excuse for my behavior. I'm a terrible Avatar.

And now I can't even bend.

The thought freezes me in place. Mako continues to speak but his voice sounds far off, like he's shouting to me from the other side of a long tunnel.

No. Don't think about that. Repeat the facts. 

I hug myself tightly and rock back and forth, trying to calm myself down.

Repeat the facts. Repeat the facts!

My name is Korra. I'm the Avatar.I-

Can I even be the Avatar without bending?

My rocking quickens as I hug myself even tighter. Someone is grabbing me by the shoulders but it feels as if I'm wearing several layers of clothing between me and their hands.

How can the Avatar bring balance if she can't even find balance within herself?

Without my bending, I feel like a stranger in my own body. Having my power stripped from me is like being taken out of my own skin and placed inside someone else.

You still have airbending. 

The small voice in my head tries to comfort me but the louder voice overpowers it.

Only one element isn't balanced.

It's true I have airbending now. It's the only thing that stood between Mako and me and the Equalists taking us prisoners. But I haven't even tried to airbend since then and I don't have hardly any training. The world need a capable Avatar.

The world doesn't need a half-baked Avatar. The world doesn't need me. 

I stop rocking and sit still on the bed. Whoever was yelling is now silent as if waiting for me to say something.

"Korra?" Mako's just barely registers in my mind.

Why would Mako love me now? If he didn't love me as the Avatar, why would he ever love a broken version?

My palms begin to sweat. I know where my train of thought is going but I'm afraid. I'm so afraid.

Be strong and think about the world.

Everything has been thrown out of balance because of me. I've tried to fix things and only made them worse. I was a foolish, stubborn girl that thought she could save the world. But I only put it in more danger.

The question now is if the world could survive without its Avatar for ten to fifteen years. It survived the hundred year war, waiting for Aang. But at what cost? The Fire Nation was one thing but Equalists are entirely different. The Equalist don't just want power; they want to destroy bending completely.

Aang, now would be a great time for some guidance. 

But Aang doesn't respond. None of my past lives speak up in his place. The Spirit World has abandoned me.

I know what I must do but I'm not sure if I'll have the courage.

Life is such a precious thing. How many days had I wasted by not truly living? Everyone always thinks they have all the time in the world.

Time. Couldn't I have a bit more?

No. The longer I wait, the harder it'll be. I have to think about the world. Benders and non-benders alike are in danger because of me.

When I left my home to come to Republic City, the thought that I would never see my parents again never crossed my mind. I was the Avatar. I was powerful. What did I have to fear? And now I will never see them again. I'll never get to eat my mother's homemade noodles or go penguin sledding with my dad.

All the friends I've met in Republic City? I'll never again play in a pro-bending match or meditate with Tenzin and his children on Air Temple Island. Asami and I will never get to go racing in her car. I'll miss Mako and Bolin, the two greatest friends a girl could ask for. Naga-

Oh spirits! Naga! 

My very best friend. Will she even understand what happened to me or will she think I've abandoned her?

Silent tears fall down my cheeks. I don't bother brushing them off. There's no point.

"Korra? What is it?" Mako's concerned voice is right in my ear. He shakes me again trying to get a response.

"It's- It's nothing." I clear my throat and square my shoulders. I've made my decision; I must go through with it.

"Talk to me." He whispers, wiping a tear off my cheek.

"I'm really tired." I look at his golden eyes, committing them to memory.

Perhaps in another lifetime.

"Maybe you should eat something first."

I shake my head. My stomach is doing so many flip flops that I couldn't possibly hold anything down.

"I'll eat something when I wake up. Promise." My lips tremble at the last word. What's one broken promise? And technically I'm not lying. If I do ever wake up, I'll eat something. Like mom's homemade noodles.

"Well," Mako looks at me but doesn't see the deception on my face. "Okay. Get some rest. I'll tell Bolin to give you a couple more hours. He's worried sick."

I force myself not to flinch at the words. Of course Bolin is worried. He cares about me as much as I care about him. How I wish I could say goodbye to him. Even if he didn't know it was goodbye.

"Tell him I'm fine. Just tired." I smile at Mako but I know it doesn't reach my eyes.

My heart feels like someone has ripped it from my chest, leaving a dark and empty hole in its place.

"I will." Mako leans down and hugs me. It's so shocking that it takes a moment for my brain to respond, telling my arms to hug him back. "We'll figure everything out, Korra. It'll be okay."

I silently nod into his chest, thankful that he can't see the fresh tears rolling down my cheeks. As Mako leaves the room, I have to bite down on my tongue to keep from opening my mouth. Anything I say now will just give me away.

Goodbye. 

Mako gives me one last smile before shutting the door behind him.

I want to curl into a ball and cry until the pain stops. But I don't have any time to spare. There's this pull inside me, dragging me towards my bitter end. I want to fight it, to stay here just a few more days. But I'm living on borrowed time. The longer I wait, the longer the world has to go without its new Avatar.

Just outside my window, the world is silent as if it's grieving along with its broken Avatar. There are no animals running around. The trees stand still without the usual soft breeze that blows across Air Temple Island.

I walk to the other side of the island, away from the views of Republic City. No one sees me because no one is outside. Everyone is indoors, hiding. Another Equalist attack could strike at any moment. Tenzin won't risk losing anyone on the island.

When I reach my destination, I look up at the cloudy sky. The mood is fitting but part of me wishes the sun had come out despite the gloom that had settled over the island and city. It would have been nice to feel its rays one last time.

I don't look down at the water or rocks below. Instead, I look out to the horizon. I want the last thing I see to be the sea I love, not the rocks that will tear my body to shreds, ending my short life.

Repeat the facts, Korra.

My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. I'm in love with a firebender boy that drives me crazy. My best friend is a polarbear dog. I will always love and care about my teammates on the Fire Ferrets. My parents will love me no matter what I've done or will do.

I take a running leap, jumping into the empty air without hesitation. The last thing I see is the sun's rays peeking out on the horizon.
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"No!" Korra screamed as her body lashed out, arms and legs thrashing about.

"What? What is it?" The voice next to her sounded worried but alert.

"No! No! No!" Korra continued to scream. Images from her nightmare flashed through her mind.

I failed. I failed them all. 

"Korra!" Amon grabbed her by both shoulders and shook her back and forth. "Korra! It was just a dream! You're safe."

But it hadn't been just a dream and Korra was far from safe.

"Let go of me, you monster!" Korra spat into Amon's face. Blood boiled below the surface of her skin. Amon's eyes widened as he felt the surge of power radiating off her. Korra clung to the power building up within her.

My name is Korra. I am the Avatar. I am not weak. 

"Let go of me or I will kill you." Korra growled.

Amon released her but didn't move from where he sat with his knees on either side of her. He looked at her as if she had slapped him.

Korra hardened her heart against the pain in Amon's eyes. This was the man that had destroyed her life. He'd taken everything away from her. And now, the Spirits were giving her a second chance. Mako and Bolin were even here. She could rebuild their friendships and it would be just as it had been before. Only this time, Amon wouldn't win. Korra would not fail the world again.

"Korra, that was a different life. I'm a different man." Amon whispered.

So, he knew!

That made it even worse. Amon had been lying to her all along, softening her up. He'd been raising her like a pig for slaughter.

"You're no man." Korra glared at him with as much hate as she could express with her eyes. "You're a monster."

"Just let me explain!" Amon reached towards her but froze when she flinched away from him. "Korra, I love-"

"GET OUT!" Korra shoved Amon, knocking him off of her.

"Wait!" Amon stood up, his hands held out as if to reassure her that he meant no harm.

"GET THE FUCK OUT!" Korra blasted a fireball at his feet in warning.

They both watched the flame until it died out. When Korra looked up at him, Amon was glaring at her with narrowed eyes.

"As you wish." Amon's voice was even, betraying no emotion. If looks could kill, Korra would have doubled over and taken her last breath. Amon's eyes had more venom than a snake had in its entire body.

Without a glance across he shoulder, Amon left, silently closing the door on his way out.

Korra curled into a small ball and wept right there on the bed only hours ago her and Amon had made love on. She cried for her past life, for her friends and parents. She cried for all the time she had lost when she took her own life. She cried for the people she had failed and for the Avatar that had to take her place when she killed herself. But mostly, she cried for Amon. She cried for the man she thought he was, for the man she had fallen in love with.

Oh, Spirits. What do I do?


Not gonna lie: I knew this chapter was coming eventually but nothing prepared me for this. The flashback or the scene between Korra and Amon. Because I knew this was happening in the following chapter, I was really able to appreciate the chapter before. This story has turned into something a lot bigger than I thought. It started as a joke and now it's turned into one of the longest stories I'll probably ever write. But I love these characters (despite the crap I put them through) and I love you readers. Your support is just as important as Korra and Amon are to this story. So thank you and I hope you guys will stick with me to The End. 










14. Chapter 14


This is kinda like a parallel of the previous chapter I guess? Again it starts with a flashback but I didn't italicize it and it's in first person (Amon's). This chapter was originally going to pick up where the last one left off, in Korra's point of view and dealing with the aftermath of her own actions. But Amon wouldn't have any of that. He said he needed to get his side out there so this is what happened. Sooooo... yeaaah. Enjoy!


My world is a dark abyss. I try to climb out of the hole I've buried myself into but each time I think I've reached my freedom, I realize I was digging the wrong way the whole time.

My name is Amon. It is a simple name yet it brings terror to those of Republic City. When I set out on this journey, I didn't mean for it to go so far. I thought Koh had given me a simple task. Take away the Avatar's bending and he would take care of the rest.

So, why do I feel so empty inside? Why do I feel so lost?

Koh was supposed to be my guide, leading me through the rough terrain of the path I had chosen.

"Amon?" My Lieutenant's voice interrupts my thoughts.

"What part of 'do not disturb for any reason' do you not understand?" I growl at him without turning to face him where he stood in the doorway.

"It's urgent." From the sound of his voice, I know he isn't lying. The Lieutenant both admired and feared me. He would never lie to me nor would he barge into my private quarters unless something warranted it.

"If it's another group of benders trying to riot in the streets, you know how to handle it." Still, I face away from him with my hands clasp firmly behind my back.

My plan of taking the Avatar's bending hadn't gone as smoothly as I would have hoped. I had saved her for last, just as promised. I didn't want to risk her being a martyr. And yet, that was exactly what happened. I underestimated just how much benders worshiped their Avatar. Although I had hundreds, thousands, of non benders to support my cause, our take over of Republic City was on thin ice.

Benders around the city had united within a few hours of the final showdown between the Avatar and myself. Our armies had been able to divide them by force, causing them to split off into smaller rebellions. And yet they continued to resist. And I continued to take their bending.

Where was the Spirit Koh? The one who had come to me at such a young age when I was at my most vulnerable having just lost my entire family to a group of firebenders. Koh had promised me justice in return for a favor. After claiming my revenge, years went by and I didn't hear from Koh. Eventually I forgot about his 'favor' until he visited me just three years ago and told me his great plot to rid the world of bending.

And here I stood, surrounded by our success. Benders' numbers were dwindling fast. Although they resisted, we had the upper hand. It would only take days to secure Republic City and within months we would rid the entire world of bending. Forever.

Why wasn't Koh here to congratulate me? Was it because I hadn't done everything he'd asked?

No. I knew that wasn't the case. All he'd ask was for me to start a revolution and take away the Avatar's bending. In that order. My side of the bargain was complete. Now it was Koh's turn to return the fair.

When he'd first approached me with the task, I'd been able to argue that the sides of our deal weren't even. He'd only given me powers to fulfill his wishes. My revenge was just a convenience. I didn't just want revenge anymore. I wanted relief. Though, I didn't phrase it like that. I simply asked for him to take me to the Spirit World once I had fulfilled my duties. I was tired of war and benders and non benders alike.

"It's not another riot." The Lieutenant replied in a cautious voice.

It's almost enough to turn me around and face him. But my feet stand firm where they were. There was always a point in any conversation where I stopped asking questions. I didn't have to say anything. People usually got the hint to get straight to the point.

"The Avatar is dead."

The words where enough to demand my full attention.

"WHAT?"

The Lieutenant coward before me and wouldn't meet my intense gaze.

"I just received word. Sh-she killed herself."

This information changed everything. The Avatar wasn't supposed to die. The Avatar was strong enough to endure everything. Even as a child I had admired the power of the Avatar. And now in my adult years, the Avatar had been my only true rival.

"When?" My voice is low, dangerous. The Lieutenant can sense he only had moments to give me the information I sought before I took my anger out on the closest thing. Which just happens to be him.

"A few hours ago. They found her body torn up badly by some rocks around Air Temple Island. They didn't see any signs of struggle on the cliff above. It's been declared a suicide."

"Leave me." I turn my back to the man who had once been my most trusted companion. How could I explain the mixture of emotions coursing through me? I didn't even understand them myself.

I couldn't imagine a world without the Avatar in it. True, the Avatar had already been reborn. But it wasn't the same. If what Koh had told me was true, the Avatar would reincarnate but without the connect to the Spirit World and without any bending powers.

It's one thing to take the Avatar's bending but now she's gone. I'd pushed her to the breaking point. What did that say about me?

The Lieutenant leaves without another word, closing the door behind him.

"What now?" I ask myself.

My purpose had been fulfilled. I'd destroyed the Avatar and the Avatar Cycle. But even as I think those things, I know I'm not happy. I have a gut retching feeling that I've done something terribly wrong.

"Well done, my child." A chilling voice spoke before the Spirit reveals herself. A cold and dark wind fill the room with her presence. When her dark eyes meet mine, I refuse to look away and hold my ground.

I'd only ever met Loh, The Heart Stealer, once before. The Yin to her Yang, Koh, was my master. My only encounter with Loh had been brief. I couldn't have even been sure she remembered me until now.

"Where is Koh?" I ask, finding comfort in the fact I still had my mask on. With Koh, he'd steal your face for showing even a hint of emotion. I had no idea what set Loh off but I couldn't be too careful.

"He's," Loh pauses, cocking her head to the side. "busy at the moment." She finishes.

"With?" I prompt.

"The other Spirits." Loh confesses. "They are somewhat less than pleased with you two at the moment. I came here to offer my protection and help. It is now more important than ever to eradicate bending. Once it is completely wiped from this world, the Spirits will not be able to reverse it."

I pace back and forth for several minutes, taking in this new information.

What had I gotten myself into? I was supposed to be enjoying an infinite long vacation away from the troubles of benders and non benders. Koh had assured me he would take care of the aftermath.

"You are the only one who can lead us to victory, my child."

Loh's words pause me in mid-step. Koh had explained that the powers he bestowed upon me were for me alone. I'd asked him why he didn't just take care of the Avatar himself. He claimed Spirits couldn't wield the powers. Otherwise, he would have. But, he'd continued to explain, once the Avatar was dealt with, Koh himself could deal with all the other benders. And I had blindly believed him.

"Shall we finish what was started?" Loh asks. Her eyes tell me what her words will not.

I do not have a choice.

01.01.13 12:01am

"No!"

Amon was startled awake. His eyes darted around the room, searching the threat which frightened Korra.

"What? What is it?" He asked when he couldn't see anything out of place in the dark bedroom.

"No! No! No!" Korra continued to scream.

"Korra!" Amon grabbed her by both shoulders, forcing her to face him. "Korra! It was just a dream! You're safe." Amon took a stab in the dark that she'd had a nightmare. And who would blame her? The New World was dark and terrifying.

"Let go of me, you monster!" Korra spat into Amon's face.

Amon froze, his hands still holding tightly onto Korra's thin shoulders.

She remembers.

Amon knew this would come one day. He'd hoped he would have more time. More time to prove himself to her. More time to show that he wasn't a monster. More time to show her he loved her.

"Let go of me or I will kill you." Korra growled.

Amon didn't doubt the threat. Korra was powerful and strong. Amon had powers too now but he would never dare use them against Korra. Even if it meant his own death.

He released her but didn't move from where he sat with his knees on either side of her. The pain in his chest was crippling. Amon searched Korra's eyes for any sign of the love she had shown him just a few hours ago. But all that greeted him was a burning hatred.

"Korra, that was a different life. I'm a different man." Amon pleaded.

Korra's eyes widened as she realized Amon had already known. He flinched from the betrayal in her eyes.

I should have told her.

But he'd been so afraid he would lose her. And now he was.

"You're no man." Korra glared at him with so much hate it cut into Amon's heart. "You're a monster."

"Just let me explain!" Amon was desperate. He would tell her everything. He'd tell her about the Spirits, Koh and Loh. He'd confess Koh had given him the powers at a young age when he'd been impressionable. How Koh had filled his ears with lies about benders and the Avatar. He'd been so wrong; Amon knew that now. "Korra, I love-"

"GET OUT!" Korra shoved Amon, knocking him off of her and onto the floor.

"Wait!" Amon stood up and held his hands out, trying to show he meant her no harm.

"GET THE FUCK OUT!" Korra blasted a fireball at his feet in warning.

They both watched the flame until it died out. Amon glared at Korra.

"As you wish." Amon fell back on the voice he had used when addressing his Equalists. He hardened his heart against the pain that threatened to destroy him.

Korra had made herself perfectly clear. She'd already physically attacked him with her powers in the past and she would do it again. Amon didn't need any more scars from her or her bending.

Koh was right. Benders are evil.

Without a glance behind his shoulder, Amon left.

"And so it begins." Amon whispered to himself.

He'd tried to outrun his past in another lifetime. He'd even tried to outrun it in this one. But it was there like a bird clawing into his shoulder, whispering into his ear dark truths he didn't want to know.

Amon's affair with Korra had been but a brief bump in the road. He hadn't loved her. A beast didn't know the word 'love'. It wasn't in his vocabulary. Korra had simply been a way to appease his physical desires. Nothing more. It was time Amon stopped trying to be something he wasn't. It was time he embraced the past.

It was time to fulfill his destiny.


Not quite as emotional roller coaster as the previous chapter. I was going to continue on but it started to get lengthy so I broke it down. I'd loved to hear what you guys think! (:










15. Chapter 15


01.01.13 12:23am

"AANG!" Korra screamed at the top of her lungs to the empty room. She didn't care if she had neighbors and if she did, she didn't care if she woke them up.

She hated Republic City. She hated the New World. She hated being the Avatar. She wanted to go back to swimming in her home country. Why had her and her mother-

"AANG!" Korra cried again. She couldn't stand the thought of being alone right now. But she had no one to turn to for comfort so she'd settle for giving Aang a piece of her mind.

Tossing the blankets away from her, Korra jumped out of bed and paced the apartment, mumbling under her breath.

"Stupid world. Stupid Rotters. Stupid end of the world bullshit." With each stupid thing she spoke of, Korra's anger deepened like a bad seed taking root into the soil. "Stupid elements. Stupid Spirits. Stupid fucking past life."

"Avatar Korra." Aang's calm voice stopped her in her tracks.

"Oh! You have a lot of nerve showing your face here!" Korra growled, turning on where she expected Aang to be standing.

She had expected another person, like her. Someone who had gone through the apocalypse and then recalled his former life. Korra had not expected the glowing, almost transparent image of a man from her dreams. He looked the same, down to the other worldly garments and blue glow.

"You called upon me." Aang replied in that way only grown adults could manage. Korra may be an adult according to the Old World, but Aang was an ancient kind of adult. One that had seen things Korra wouldn't be able to imagine in her darkest nightmare.

"Why?" Korra barely managed to ask while trying to hold in the tears which threatened to escape.

"It was time." Aang's eyes held sympathy.

"Couldn't you have told me before- before…" Korra stopped herself; she couldn't allow herself to confess she had fallen in love with her sworn enemy.

"It wouldn't have changed anything." Aang regarded her with a look her mother had given her several times throughout the course of her normal life.

"What the hell is that supposed to mean?" Korra glared at him. She was in no mood to put up with his cryptic answers.

"I understand your frustrations and pain. But the world needs you now more than ever. You and Amon have set in motion things which cannot be undone. Your world is on the eve on battle. The Spirit World is unbalanced and the Avatars are struggling to maintain control of it. Now is not the time to mourn lost lovers. You will have time for that later." Aang replied in a firm voice.

Now that she looked, Korra could see the tension in his face. His eyes were narrowed and his mouth set in a frown. Whatever was happening in the Spirit World, Aang clearly thought he needed to be there and not answering to Korra's temper tantrums.

"What must I do?" Korra asked in a soft voice. She knew it was time to grow up. The New World was constantly changing, throwing punches at her at every turn. She couldn't hold on to the girl she had once been. She couldn't hold on to what she and Amon had.

"Look within yourself. Find the power you hold and learn to not only use it but control it. I would guide you more if I could but there is no time. I must return to the Spirit World at once." As he said the words, Aang began to fade away.

"Wait!" Korra cried.

She wasn't ready for this. She wasn't ready for any of it. If she couldn't defeat Amon in her past life, how would she be able to in this one? She didn't have any bending masters to help train her. She was only twenty years old, not even able to legally drink yet. How was she supposed to save her world?

"What about Amon? How do I defeat him this time?"

"The world must be balanced. Without light there is no dark. Without love there is no hate. Without peace there is no war. Without good there is no evil. This is the Avatar's purpose; to bring balance to the world." Aang was no longer in the room with her yet his voice echoed all around.

"What the actual fuck does that even mean?" Korra threw her hands up. She was nowhere closer to having any of the answers she needed.

Knock, knock!

The tapping at the door was a relief. At least she could avoid coming up with a plan for a few more minutes.

"Coming!" Korra shouted. She dashed into the bathroom, checking to make sure her face didn't look like she had been crying. Which, of course, it did.

Oh, well. I can always play it off and say I was smoking weed. 

It was something Korra had never done. She was almost as straight edged as they came. But she'd prefer someone think she had been doing drugs rather than crying over the man who had pushed her to suicide in her past life.

Korra checked the peep-hole. On any other night, she'd be surprised to have a visitor at this hour. But seeing as it was New Year's, it wasn't entirely strange.

The man who had brought the party invitation earlier stood outside Korra's door. She hadn't realized how much she had been hoping it was Amon coming back until she saw that he wasn't him at all.

"Pull yourself together. Amon is a monster." Korra mumbled to herself.

Korra flung open the door and glared at the short man. He wasn't the source of her anger but he was intruding. Korra would rather be punching a wall than listening to whatever this guy had to say.

"Er," The man fidgeted when Korra didn't say anything. "Good evening, Ms. Korra."

Still Korra glared at him. There was absolutely no reason for him to be here.

Unless someone complained about the noise.

"What?" Korra finally asked, feeling bad for her rudeness.

"Our leader was upset that you and your guest did not attend the New Year's Eve party. He sent this letter." The man held out a shaking hand holding a crisp, white envelope.

"Thanks. Is that all?" Korra asked as she took the letter.

"Yes." The man did a quick bow before running off down the hallway, clearly relieved to have completed his task.

Korra regretted opening the letter as soon as she read the first words.

Avatar Korra,

I know who you are and the powers you possess. It would be in your best interest to follow my lead. We shall discuss this further over tea. Expect me at 12:30pm sharp. 

-President Tarrlok.

P.S. I hope the clothes I provided will do. 

"Fuck!" It was the only word that came to mind. There was nothing else to say.

Korra crumbled the letter into a tight ball in her fist. When that was satisfying enough, she heated her hand until a small flame consumed the paper.

"President. Tarrlok." Korra growled the name like a curse.

It all made sense now. Amon had been setting her up from the very beginning. Hadn't he mentioned he was looking for his brother when he and Korra first met? And hadn't Tarrlok lied to Korra in their past lives about Amon being a man named Noatak, Tarrlok's brother?

Amon had been right. There was no possible way to get a city up and running like this only a week after the end of the world. Not unless someone knew what was going to happen and made preparations for it.

Tarrlok was a sleazy politician. He had been both in his former life and clearly in this one as well. The Tarrlok Korra had known would have leapt at the chance to seize the highest ranking office of power.

The question was, who here actually knew who they were and therefor, remembered Korra?

Mako and Bolin hadn't acted like they recognized her. Nor had Lin.

Lin!

The officer Korra had met at the base camp the brothers had taken them to! Korra hadn't even made the connection until this point.

"Focus, Korra." She took a deep breath. There wasn't time to get lost in past memories. She had to make a list of any and all potential enemies.

And then?

And then she was getting the hell out of dodge. She couldn't sit here, waiting for Tarrlok or someone else to come along and blackmail her into being their secret weapon. Korra needed to find a place where she could focus on mastering all four elements. Then she would come back and fix things.

Republic City would be fine until then. People were safe here. Rotters (as Korra had taken to calling them) weren't anywhere in the city. The only benders she had seen so far were the healers and Bolin. She assumed Mako and Lin already knew of their bending abilities.

"So, on a list of enemies we have," Korra found it was much easier to focus if she spoke out loud. "Amon, Tarrlok. Hiroshi and Amon's Lieutenant haven't been seen yet but knowing my luck, they'll show up sometime in the not far enough away future."

Amon and Tarrlok were clearly the biggest threats. They both recalled their past lives. Which meant they remembered working together. Korra wouldn't be surprised if Amon had been in on the building of Republic City. Perhaps Amon and Tarrlok had even planned out Amon and Korra's meeting, ensuring that the Avatar would come to the little city they had constructed.

Every thing Amon said was a lie. 

"That bastard!" Korra lashed out at the poor flowers resting in a vase on the table with a burst of flame.

Maybe mastering the elements wouldn't take as long as she'd feared. It appeared that bending came easier when she was pissed off. And boy, was she pissed. She had never felt so used in her life. Used and weak and powerless. Three words Korra never would have dreamed to be called.

Am I not the Avatar? Am I not the most powerful bender in the world?

Even before she'd known she was the Avatar, Korra had been anything but weak and she'd never allowed a man to use her. Years training as a swimmer had made her body lean, toned, and strong.

So what if the world ended? So what if you lost your mother and probably you father as well? 

Aang was right. There would be time for mourning later. Later as in after Korra kicked Amon's ass. No man had been allowed to use her like she was a piece of shit. And she wouldn't allow any man to get away with it.

Korra smiled as she flexed her muscles. Glancing down at herself, Korra realized that, though she may be in the frame of mind, she looked nothing like a fighter. She was sporting Amon's shirt, bare feet, and what felt like bed head.

I'm a warrior. I'm the Avatar. 

Korra latched onto the thought. She was a warrior, a fighter. Amon may have broken her in their past lives but he wouldn't break her in this one. Things were different. Korra was different.

Browsing through the clothes Tarrlok had selected for her, Korra discovered that there wasn't even a shadow of a doubt Tarrlok remembered their former lives.

Shades of blue greeted her. Fur boots, and a brown bear pelt completed the ensemble she had once worn. Modern day clothes were thrown into the mix. Jeans and tank tops, boots and belts, things Korra had once worn back when the world had been a simpler place.

Korra selected a dark washed pair of skinny jeans, a dark blue tank top, brown leather boots, and long blue armbands. Then she decided to rummage through the clothes meant for Amon.

It's not like he'll need them. 

She was rewarded with a thick, brown leather jacket. It was a bit warn, reminding her of the one her father had saved from his 'Glory Days'.

After a long shower, Korra tried on the outfit. The jacket's sleeve were too long, forcing Korra to roll them up, revealing the dark blue bands that covered her skin almost clear up to her shoulder with a light grayish blue stripe just below her elbow.

It would do until she could find more battle ready clothing.

Korra brushed her hair into a high ponytail. She held it up with one hand as she searched the bathroom sink for a hair tie. In the second to last draw, Korra paused. Resting in the drawer all alone were three blue hair bands, the ones she had used to keep her hair pulled into three different ponytails with: one on top and two on either side of her face.

Of course they weren't the same ones. That was simply impossible.

It took several tries to get her hair into the three different ponytails. And once she had it just right, she couldn't bring herself to take them out. It seemed right. Perhaps she wasn't the same girl but Korra would honor the person she had once been. When she faced Amon, she'd force him to remember what he had done to her. And she would get her justice.

Korra smiled at her reflection. She felt good, strong.

She grabbed her dirty clothes off the floor in the bedroom. She didn't want to leave anything behind for Tarrlok to see. The clothes had been discarded all throughout the room. She grabbed her shirt where it had been thrown into the corner. Her jeans where next to the bed. When Korra lifted them up, a small object dropped from the pocket and rolled under the bed.

"Ugh!" Korra grumbled. Now that she was dressed right, she wanted to get out of this apartment as soon as humanly possible. Getting down on her hands and knees, Korra fumbled for the trinket until her fingers grasped a small wooden object.

She drew it out into the light only to drop it again in shock.

How could Korra have forgotten about Amon's Christmas present?

The White Lotus tile meant something in their former life. It had once been an order which helped Aang fight the Fire Nation. And in Korra's life, the White Lotus had protected her, watched out for her.

Had Amon known the meaning behind it? Where had he really gotten it? Surely it hadn't just been lying in some gas station like he'd claimed.

Deciding to figure out the answers later, Korra tucked the small tile into her pocket and tossed the old clothes into the trash bin.

Before she slipped out of the door, Korra grabbed three knives from the kitchen counter. The longest one, she stuck into her back waste band, wrapped in a washcloth so as not to cut herself (again), the other ones were tucked into either boot. The knives would do for now. They're weren't the best fighting weapons, but there was no way in hell Korra would face the New World on her own without some form of a weapon.

Korra didn't look back as she closed the door. She didn't want to see the apartment dark and empty. It had been such a beacon of hope, of a chance at a new life. She wanted to remember the good, not the pain.
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Korra traveled through the streets of Republic City at a brisk pace. She kept her head down low, hoping none of the drunkards walking the streets would remember her face in the following days. Tarrlok was sure to search for her. He wouldn't make her out as a criminal. No, he had bigger plans for her.

"Hey there, pretty lady!" A man shouted from where he stumbled on the opposite side of the street.

"Alright, that's enough!" The officer called from the corner, making his way towards the man. "Let's go." He grabbed the man's collar, dragging him in the opposite direction.

Korra kept her head down and tried not to make eye contact with either one of them. She was only about a mile from the apartment she had stayed in. The city seemed to stretch on in all directions. It hadn't seemed as large when she and Amon had looked down on it from their high rise apartment.

The suspicion Korra had earlier about the city being prepared before the world ended deepened. The city still had power, it had officers patrolling the streets, the only other people on the streets were those going home from the long winded New Year's party. No one looked like they were without a bed to sleep in. There were even shops with signs saying 'Closed for Party! Come back tomorrow afternoon!" as if they were still opened for business, selling goods like most of the world's population hadn't died just over a week ago.

Korra walked a few more blocks until businesses finally died out and warehouse took their places. She was reaching the outskirts of town and would soon be free, on her way to mastering the elements and one step closer to dealing out the justice Amon deserved.

"Are you shitting me!" Korra shouted into the night.

What had Amon said the day before?

"So, we just live like caged animals?"

The city was surrounded on all sides by a deep canyon, only passable if an earthbender was present. Korra may be the Avatar, but she hadn't even been able to bend a tiny rock into the air, let alone an entire bridge.

Korra had nowhere to run. If she couldn't escape the city, it was very likely Amon hadn't either. No, he was somewhere in the city, walking the dark streets. Korra was trapped, caged up like an animal, just as Amon had said. And she could expect Tarrlok at 12:30pm sharp.


I'm still not sure how I feel about this chapter. It seems a bit flat... But perhaps that's just me being picky. 

Anywho! I always love those scenes were a character goes all "bitch mode activated" and puts on dark clothes, grabs some weapons, and goes off ready to take down anything standing in their way. Which is what I was going for. 

I hope you guys enjoyed it! 










16. Chapter 16


Sorry about taking so long to update. Writer's Block hit. Plus, my summer has been hella busy. I also have other stories I'm working on so I can't guarantee regular updates. But I will try! I hope you guys enjoy the update. Let me know!
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Korra reentered the apartment, letting out a breath she didn't know she had been holding in. After spending the night and most of the morning roaming the streets of Republic City, searching for a way out, Korra was exhausted. There was no way she would be mentally prepared to face Tarrlok.

Her little adventure around Republic City had revealed the ugly truth. Half the city was without power or running water. The parts on the very edge had homes which were falling apart. Windows were boarded up and everything looked abandoned. Korra had assumed they were until she saw children peeping out of windows at her. Their curious faces haunted her. No one should be living in those conditions.

Korra and Amon hadn't been shown any of this when brought into the city. Mako and Bolin had boasted about the safety and luxury Republic City had to offer. How could they have been so blind? People weren't happy here. Only those who lived in the center of town were able to experience peace. Republic City may be safe from the living dead. But there was a greater danger threatening them.

Korra lowered herself to the floor with her back leaning against the door. She struggled to control her breathing. This wasn't what she had signed up for. She didn't want any of this. Why was it her job to protect the citizens of Republic City? Hadn't they seen what a fantastic job she had done the first time around?

Running a hand through her hair, Korra took a deep breath and closed her eyes. She only had a little bit to pull herself together before Tarrlok showed up.

01.01.13 11:50am

Amon narrowed his eyes as he struggled to see in the dark tunnel. Last night he'd walked the entire edge of the city looking for any place that connected with the outside world, planning on leaving Korra and this God forsaken city. When that plan failed, he broke into a liquor store and took two bottles of rum. One he drained while lurking in dark alleyways, avoiding the citizens who were still celebrating. The other he had saved. Until now.

His drunkenness hadn't helped him stomach the awful things he'd seen. Republic City was a hell hole. On the outskirts of the town, people didn't even have running water. Women sold their bodies for food at every other street corner.

It was disgusting. It was unacceptable.

How could Korra want to live in a place like this?

Amon raised the still full second bottle of rum to his lips. He knew he shouldn't be thinking about Korra. He shouldn't be recalling the way her skin felt against his as they made love the night before.

Amon was not in love with the Avatar.

How the hell could he be? He was Amon!

Amon fought for justice. He fought for equality. Amon led the Equalist and his non-bending brothers and sisters into a glorious new era without bending!

No! That's not who I am now.

This was a different life. He didn't want those same things anymore. He missed his students and his fellow teachers. He missed the smell of textbooks on the first day of school. But none of those compared to how much he missed Korra right now. It hadn't even been twenty-four hours but Amon's heart ached as if it'd been years since he saw her smile as he held her in his arms.

I have to find her. I have to apologize. 

Amon turned back towards the direction he thought he'd come. But it was so dark here, he couldn't tell. He could hardly see more than five feet in front of him. When he'd found the entrance to the sewer system that ran below the city, Amon thought it would be a good place to hide and plot out his escape plan. Now, it just seemed ridiculous.

Korra and Amon belonged together. She was mad and hurt but that was no excuse for Amon to run away. Love meant working together through the tough times.

Do you even fucking hear yourself?

Whenever Amon got drunk, he tended to argue with himself. At least he hadn't hit the point of arguing with himself out loud. Then people would think he was crazy.

You sound like a fucking woman. 'Oh, I must find her and express myself to her.'

Amon imagined the voice speaking in a high pitched tone, mocking him.

I don't care what I sound like. I love her.

Both sides of his argument had good points. Amon was a man. He didn't talk about his feelings. What he needed to be doing was plotting to take away bending for good. He'd done it once and he'd do it again!

"No!" Amon shouted, the word echoing off the cold tunnel walls. No matter what Amon was thinking about or what he was doing, he thoughts always went back to being Amon, Leader of the Equalists.

"Well, what do we have here?" A soft, deep voice answered him. The man hid in the shadows but his voice sounded like he was just a few feet away from where Amon stood.

Amon crotched low, dropping the bottle of rum as he raised his arms into a defensive stance. The bottle smashed on the ground, splashing rum in all directions.

"Show yourself." Amon commanded. There was no point in trying to hide from the man for a sneak attack. Clearly, the man could already see him, or at least knew where he was standing.

"The name's Kon." The man said, stepping out of the shadows to Amon's left.

He was a tall and thin man but not as tall as Amon. He wore dark clothing and combat boots. A handgun rested in the waistband of his pants and a larger rifle was strapped to his back. He had pale skin and pale blue eyes but his hair, which was shaggy and reached his ears, was dark, causing him to look even paler. But what stuck out most about Kon was his mustache. It was thin and long just like the man and it reminded Amon of the barbels found on a catfish.

"But you can just call me, Lieutenant."

Amon's buzzed brain finally put two and two together. The Lieutenant had been his right hand man, helping him take down the Avatar and benders of Republic City. They'd fought at each others backs and trusted the other with their lives.

"Hello, Amon." Kon smiled as he extended his right hand for Amon to shake. "So good of you to join us at last. We have much to do."

"Us?" Amon asked, shaking his Lieutenant's hand.

"Your Equalists, of course. Our forces are growing day by day. We won't let benders take back over the world. Even if the world is on a highway to hell." Kon smiled even wider.

It had been Kon who'd come up with the plan that had finally put the Avatar in her place. Once Tarrlok's bending had been taken away, he'd been desperate to stay alive. Kon had come up with the story to feed Korra and break done any confidence the citizens of Republic City had still placed on her. When Korra showed up at the rally and shouted about Amon being Noatak and a bender, people had thought she was grasping at straws. It was the perfect plan.

"Excellent." Amon returned his Lieutenant's smile. All thoughts of returning to Korra vanished from his mind.

The Equalists needed their leader.

01.01.13 12:30pm

Korra just finished placing her now damp hair back up in its three ponytails when a knock sounded at the door. She'd made sure to lock it so as to keep Tarrlok from just walking in as he pleased.

As she walked from the bedroom towards the front door, Korra glanced around and made sure everything looked in order. It may have only been her apartment for less than 48 hours but dammit, she would take pride in her home.

"Tarrlok." Korra greeted in a stiff voice as she opened the door, allowing Tarrlok to enter.

"Avatar Korra. I see you made yourself at home." Tarrlok glared around the small apartment.

"Cut to the chase, Tarrlok." Korra growled, slamming the door shut. She was in no mood to put up with him.

"Where's the tea?" Tarrlok asked as he sat himself down at the small dinning table. He wiped off the surface before folding his hands on top of the dark mahogany.

"I didn't make any." Korra crossed her arms and glared at him.

Tarrlok's eyes flickered the length of Korra's body. After her shower, Korra had put back on the clothes she wore last night. Including the leather jacket which had been meant for Amon.

"You seem confused to as which closet was meant for you." Tarrlok sneered.

"What do you want?" Korra ignored the insult.

"I want to make the situation perfectly clear to you." Tarrlok stood up and slowly approached her. "I am the ruler of this city. My word is law. If you think to come in here and ruin the plans I've had in place for over a year, you're sadly mistaken, Avatar Korra." Tarrlok stopped only inches from her but Korra refused to let him intimidate her.

"If you think I won't do everything within my powers to protect these people, then you're as stupid as you've ever been, Tarrlok." Korra glared back up at him. She hated that he was taller than her, forcing her to tilt her head back.

"Stay out of my way." Tarrlok growled, his eyes filled with a fiery rage.

"Never."

01.01.13 12:43pm

Korra shut and locked the door behind Tarrlok. The conversation hadn't lasted as long as she thought it would. Tarrlok simply made empty threats to try and scare her off. If Korra wasn't so stubborn, they might have worked on her.

There was no way Korra could leave this city now. History was repeating itself; innocent people were going to die. She couldn't run away. Not this time.

Knock knock!

The door vibrated against Korra's back.

"Go away, Tarrlok!" Korra shouted. She hated his guts more than she ever had in her past life.

"It's me! Open the door, Korra." A familiar voice yelled back.

For a moment Korra was sure it was Amon returning to apologize. But the voice wasn't deep enough and there wasn't a hint of anger to it like there would have been if Amon was on the other side.

Korra opened the door a crack to peer out.

"Mako?" She was so shocked, she stepped back and let him walk through.

"Korra!" Mako grabbed her arms and pulled her into a tight hug. "Oh, Spirits! It's really you. You're really here!" Mako breathed into her neck.

"What's going on?" Korra still didn't hug him back. She'd never been comfortable with such a display of emotions.

"Korra!" Mako stepped back as if to get a good look at her but kept ahold of her arms. "I remember, Korra! I remember everything." Mako hugged her again.

"You remember?" Korra's voice was emotionless as her brain tried to process the events unfolding.

"I do. And I'm so sorry, Korra. I'm so sorry!"


I wasn't sure at first if I wanted to go this direction with the fic. But that's the way the characters are taking me so that's the way we're gonna go. (:










17. Chapter 17


Wow. It's been awhile guys... I can't even begin to apologize enough for how long it took me to update. I got writer's block and then I got distracted and then I started on other writing projects, including an ebook I finished writing and will be publishing soon. So, it's not like I stopped writing. I just stopped writing Amorra for awhile. If any of you guys have seen my Tumblr lately, I was going to call it quits on this fic and my other Amorra fic, The Thaw, that I haven't finished yet. But, I decided to give it one more shot. I won't promise regular updates but I will try to update more frequently until I finish this fic. 

This chapter picks up a few months after the events of the last chapter. 

Quick recap: The world has ended. A disease has spread throughout, causing the dead to walk again and eat the living. Korra found Amon after he had injured his leg. She healed him and in the process discovered she could control water. Amon and Korra decided to stay together, traveling to see if there were any other survivors. After Amon confessed his love for Korra, she ran off and was attacked by a group of rotters. Acting on instinct, she used fire bending and killed them but scarred Amon's face in the process. Soon after, Korra and Amon ran into two survivors, brothers named Mako and Bolin, who took them to a camp which turned out to be a fortified city run by Tarrlok and the chief of police, Lin. Throughout their story, Amon and Korra have been plagued by memories of their past lives. Aang struggles to force Korra to remember everything while the Spirit Loh tries to force Amon to enact her revenge. One night while Korra is sleeping in the apartment given to them by Tarrlok, she has a dream and remembers the final battle between her and Amon in their past life. She recalls how he took away her bending and in desperation, she killed herself so that a new Avatar could be born and lead the world into balance once more. When she wakes up, she threatens to kill Amon if he does not leave. Once he is gone, Korra tries to leave the city as well but soon discovers the only way out is if an earthbender bends a bridge to cross over the trench surrounding the city. That same night, Amon runs into his former Lieutenant and decides to lead his Equalist once more. The next day, Tarrlok joins Korra for tea and threatens her to stay out of his way and to not interfere with the plans he has for Republic City. 

Enjoy! 


03.13.13 7:32am

"Concentrate, Korra. Focus on the energy within you," The instructor directed Korra.

They sat outside on the rooftop of the apartment complex Korra had been living in. The sun was just beginning to rise, barely visible on the horizon to Korra's left. A soft breeze blew in from the north. It held a certain chill that promised they hadn't seen the last of winter.

"I am concentrating," Korra grumbled, too low for him to hear.

For a month now, Korra had been taking instructions from the person she had once hoped to be her swim coach.

Tenzin didn't like to talk about the events that had led him here. He had been very interested in Korra and every contact she'd had with Aang. Korra never brought the subject up, but she was sure Tenzin recalled everything about their past lives, including having Aang as a father.

"The Avatar's spirit is where your energy comes from, use this as the source for your bending. Not your emotions," Tenzin spoke in a calm and relaxing voice. It was night and day compared to the Tenzin Korra had met briefly before the bombs started going off.

"I got it!" Korra snapped.

It had been over two months since the world ended. Over two months since she'd met Amon, fallen for him, and then, for lack of a better term, broken up with him. Yet she still felt lost. Each morning she'd woken up to a cold bed, reaching out for where Amon should have been lying next to her.

No. He shouldn't be there. And he's not.

"Korra," Tenzin interrupted her thoughts. She opened her eyes to she him watching her with his sad, gray eyes. "You must learn these things and it is my job to teach you."

"Well, who asked you!" Korra threw her hands into the air before standing up and walking away from Tenzin.

She wasn't any good at this stuff. She wasn't any good at the meditating or even mastering all four elements. Sure, she had Water, Earth, and Fire down. It had only taken a few weeks to remind her body of the familiar stances and motions that went with the bending. But she had never learned airbending. The one time she'd used it against Amon had been a mistake. It had only been her fear of dying and of harm coming to Mako that had triggered the reaction.

Mako.

What the hell was Korra supposed to do with him? After Mako had barged into her apartment, he had expected them to pick up where they left off. For all intents and purposes, he wanted them to be happy together. Korra had asked him for time to think things over but, if she was being honest with herself, there was no future for Mako and her. Not in this lifetime.

She just didn't know how to break the news to him. She could tell him there was someone else. It wasn't really a lie but it wasn't exactly the truth. She'd avoided thinking about Amon and the time they'd spent together but her heart ached for him. She knew it was wrong but the heart wanted what the heart wanted.

Korra stared down at Republic City as the cool breeze whipped her three ponytails around her head. She'd adopted the hairstyle from her past life and decided to stick with it as a reminder of who she had once been.

The city noise drifted up to Korra's ears as the town came to life in the early morning. People could be heard shouting to one another though she couldn't tell what the mood of the yelling was.

"You can't do this alone," Tenzin said as he joined her on the edge of the roof.

Korra sighed, closing her eyes against the city and her people. The city she had sworn to save.

"I know," she whispered.

Tenzin wrapped an arm around Korra's shoulders in reassurance.

"Republic City needs its Avatar. The world needs its Avatar." He squeezed her shoulder for emphasis.

Korra had thought she would have time. Time to prepare herself for the coming storm. She should have known she wouldn't have enough of it. How long ago had she herself claimed time passed differently in the New World?

"Do you feel that?" Korra asked. "Do you feel the tension in the air? It's like this static electricity warning us of the upcoming storm."

"I feel it," Tenzin replied.

Korra could sense him watching her but she focused on the city. There was a storm coming all right. But whether that storm had the face of Amon or Tarrlok, she couldn't be sure. All she knew was she had to be prepared.

"Have you spoken with Lin yet?" Korra shrugged off Tenzin's arm as she turned to face him.

"She agrees with your plan though she requested a few modifications. Bolin will be training with her from now on and not another metalbending officer. She will still keep an eye on President Tarrlok under the false pretenses of working for him. However, she does not take her orders from you. She was very firm on that last part."

"Fine. As long as she's not taking orders from someone else, I don't care." Korra rolled her shoulders as if bracing for a fight right then and there though she knew the real battle was still days away. "Have her continue keeping an eye on new comers. I want to be notified as soon as Asami arrives."

"You think she'll come?" Tenzin seemed surprised by the last request.

"Republic City was once her home. Eventually, she'll find her way here. We all did, didn't we?"

Tenzin nodded but didn't voice the concerns Korra saw written across his face.

"Anymore news on the Equalists?" Korra asked, quickly changing the subject to a more comfortable ground. It seemed like everyone remembered their past lives but didn't want to discuss them. Korra and Tenzin had an unspoken agreement to not talk about Korra's suicide or anything that followed.

"There has been a man spewing Equalist propaganda in the city park. He passed out filers and a few people seemed interested. It's just as before. Nothing significant yet."

"Equalist propaganda?" Korra asked. She knew what he was saying if it was all the same as before but wanted Tenzin to confirm it.

"Benders are suppressing non-benders and bending is the source of all evil," Tenzin said in a dry voice. Korra could almost hear the eye roll as he spoke.

"But he's right, isn't he?" She asked suddenly, turning to face her mentor.

"Wh-What? You can't be serious!" Tenzin's cheeks flushed with anger.

"No, no," Korra shook her head and waved her hands to stop him before he could go off ranting. "He's not right about bending being evil. But benders are suppressing non-benders. Tarrlok has made sure of that."

Tenzin didn't say anything. Korra knew he agreed with her but didn't have an answer as to what they should do.

"As long as Tarrlok runs this city, benders will have the upper hand. They already feel entitled. Most of them, anyways." Korra added the last part after Tenzin glared at her.

"Nothing can be done about Tarrlok now. He's already taken his place as ruler of the city. You can't touch him."

"Can't I?" Korra countered, though her sole attention wasn't on Tenzin or the conversation anymore.

Republic City was on the brink of war. Equalists were building in number and spreading throughout the city. Each day Tarrlok discovered another bender among the population and took them in under his care to be trained in the largest and tallest building at the center of Republic City.

"Korra," Tenzin placed a hand on her shoulder, turning her back around to face him. "If Republic City goes to war, you can't choose a side. You must bring balance to the world."

"If?" Korra repeated the word with sarcasm dripping from her voice. "If Republic City goes to war? Republic City is at war, Tenzin!" Korra shouted before shoving his hand off her shoulder. "The outside world has ended! The dead are walking around, eating anything that moves and we're caged up in here fighting like children! We're at war but we refuse to show up to the battle as a solid army against the real evil that's out there!"

Tenzin nodded as she spoke, trying to assure her she wasn't just ranting about nothing important.

Republic City's people were fighting each other. They were too focused on the past to realize the present was far too grim then they could ever imagine it to be.

"The outside world is full of evil. But how do you expect to fight that evil when darkness is spreading through the streets in which you live?"

Korra closed her eyes and tried to calm her breathing. She knew Tenzin was right. She would never bring balance to the world if she couldn't bring balance to Republic City. But she didn't want to fight this fight. She had already failed. Amon had beaten her in the past, what was stopping him from doing it again?

"Evil is everywhere I turn," Korra breathed, hugging her arms around herself.

"There is sill hope, Korra. It may seem as if darkness is closing in but look and you will see the light."

03.13.13 7:32am

"Pull yourself together, Amon!" He growled into the darkness, curling his body in on itself.

Their plan was coming together perfectly. This time they wouldn't allow the tension to build for months and months. They already had the numbers they needed and with their rightful leader back in place, who could stop them?

"You must do this!" Amon hissed. He beat his fist against each side of his head, trying to will himself to find the strength he needed.

His men were counting on him. Everyone was counting on him. And if he were to fail?

"Loh will kill me." His voice sounded weak even to his own ears.

When the spirit Koh first approached him in his former life, Amon had thought it was because Koh saw him as a strong and powerful man he would grow up to be. Now he knew the truth.

"You are weak." Amon clawed his hair into his fist as sweat dripped down his forehead. "You are pathetic." He felt his nails digging into the skin of his scalp, drawing blood. "You are worthless!"

"Oh, child. My dear, sweat child." Loh's higher-pitched voice called out to him in the darkness. She was too proud of a spirit to bring herself into the human world, but she would speak to him. She haunted him. "Why must you torture yourself this way? It pains me to see you hurting yourself."

"Go. Away." Amon snarled. He felt like a trapped animal there in the sewers running underneath the city.

The Equalist had made it their base camp and had even constructed clean, well kept rooms to practice, eat, sleep, and discuss war tactics in. Amon wasn't sure how they had done it in such little time. He suspected someone had been planning this even before the world ended but he never had the courage to ask.

"You need my help. You know this."

"I don't need anything from you!" Spit flew from his lips as Amon yelled to the invisible dark spirit.

"Who else do you have?" Loh's dark voice was eerily soft, like a warning. "Who do you think will be there for you if you defy me?"  She paused, letting the question sink in. "That girl?" She spat, refusing to say Korra's name but Amon knew exactly whom she spoke of.

Loh's words echoed inside Amon's headed, torturing him. He clawed at his skull, trying to free himself from the truth in them.

"She won't take you back!"

"SHUT UP!" Amon screamed. His voice echoed, bouncing off the metal walls around him. "SHUT THE FUCK UP!"

"She'll never love you!" Loh yelled back, throwing the painful truth into Amon's face. "She never loved you and she never will. You belong to me!"


I really liked writing the scene between Amon and Loh even though it was a bit short. I love where they are headed and I love showing how Amon is dealing with all of this. I originally didn't plan on bringing Tenzin into this story but felt that he was needed. You will learn how he came to Republic City later on. 
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18. Chapter 18


A big thank you to everyone who has stuck with this story even though I went M.I.A. for a little while!


03.13.13 3:45pm

Knock knock!

"Korra, it's me." The words followed the soft knock at the door, interrupting Korra during the middle of her meditation.

The past couple of weeks, Korra had be focusing solely on her airbending training, satisfied that her other bending was mastered. For some reason though, she still couldn't get airbending.

"Come in, Bolin," Korra answered as she pushed herself up from where she had been sitting on the small square of carpet in the middle of the living room floor. She'd gotten a soft rug to sit on during her meditation after one too many days trying to sit on the hard wood floor.

"Hey there, Korra!" Bolin greeted in his usual upbeat tone.

Not long after Mako had recalled his past life, Bolin had showed up declaring the same thing and demanding answers from Korra. Although she didn't blame him, she still didn't have many more answers then everyone else; she was just as shocked to recall her past life as they were.

"Hey, Bolin," Korra grinned despite the stress she was under. She couldn't help it; Bolin made her smile. "How goes the metalbending?"

"Oh, you know. Lin works me like a dog but I'm getting the hang of it." Bolin rubbed the back of his neck as he spoke. From the blush on his cheeks, Korra could tell there was more to it then that but she didn't pry. "How goes the meditation?"

Korra groaned inwardly at the question. She didn't want to complain or bombard Bolin with her frustrations. Instead, she shrugged her shoulders and averted her eyes. "Oh, you know," she said like it was enough of an explanation.

"Right," Bolin dragged out the doubt-laced word but didn't push her for further details. "I heard Tarrlok took in another bender to train in that massive hotel he claims as his headquarters." Bolin spoke as he walked into her kitchen, opening up the fridge to see what their gracious President had given her that week.

Mako and Bolin constantly complained that Korra received better food than them. Korra didn't like when they brought up the subject; it made her feel like Tarrlok was giving her special treatment in order to win her favor. She'd voiced her concerns but the brothers had shot down the idea, claiming Tarrlok probably just gave her better food so she could keep up her strength. She was the Avatar after all; she needed it.

"Grab me one of those waters, will ya?" Korra requested before plopping down on the couch, facing the TV. She never used the useless box unless Mako and Bolin came over for a movie night. It was odd to have electricity still even though the rest of the world had lost it months ago.

"Damn, you got double the water that Mako and I got!" Bolin exclaimed, tossing her a bottle of it, which she caught without looking behind her.

"Really?" Korra asked with a frown.

"Yeah, the city is under a water limit. Didn't you hear?" Bolin sprawled out across the other half of the couch with his feet resting on the back of Korra's cushion.

"Since when?"

"Since like a week ago," Bolin shrugged as if the news wasn't as big of a deal as it was.

"Why didn't anyone tell me?" Korra turned to face him, pulling her legs up underneath her.

"I assumed you knew. President Tarrlok," Bolin said the name with a sneer, "is always sending you the latest news, right?"

"He just tells me trivial things like population numbers and percentage of benders verses non-benders." Korra rolled the water bottle around in her hands. It appeared things in Republic City were worse then she'd feared.

"Well, that sounds boring." Bolin sat up suddenly, grabbing the remote control to the TV. He turned on the movie they'd been watching the other night, too lazy change out the DVD.

"Yeah, it is," Korra whispered but Bolin didn't hear. She rolled the water bottle around in her hands. It appeared things in Republic City were worse then she'd feared.

03.13.13 3:45pm

"Sir," the Lieutenant greeted Amon in a stiff tone. "The men have been looking for you."

Amon waved him off and instead walked up to the wet bar they had stationed in the meeting hall. It wasn't much of a 'hall' but the room was longer than most and was able to fit the table they held meetings at.

Above the wet bar hung a large map of Republic City with thumbtacks indicating the locations they'd marked for the plan of attack. Amon glared at the bright red dots, which mocked him as he poured a glass of whiskey. He'd taken up drinking the liquor on his first day here and hadn't stopped since.

"Sir," his Lieutenant repeated, trying to draw his attention away from the glass in his hand.

Amon ignored him. He was exhausted and just wanted to rest for a moment without being haunted by Loh's voice or Korra's face. Leading the Equalists had been more taxing than he'd remembered.

"The men are growing restless. We've successfully seized the incoming water supplies but the men don't think it's enough."

Clenching the short glass, Amon closed his eyes and struggled to keep his breathing under control.

Damn the men and what they wanted. For weeks, Amon had been subjected to listening to their complaints. They wanted more beer, more women- loose women to be specific- more money, more answers, more results.

More, more, more! Haven't I given them enough?

Amon downed the rest of his whiskey in one large gulp. How could anyone expect him to go through with this war sober?

"Amon," the Lieutenant interrupted his thoughts once more. The man never left him alone. Amon had to travel to the darkest parts of the sewer system just to escape his relentless plans. It appeared to Amon that the Lieutenant wanted to rid the world of benders even more than Loh or Koh ever did.

"Tell the men we will meet tonight at seven o'clock sharp. Only then will I discuss the final details of the Revelation."

03.13.13 6:54pm

"Mako said he'd be here later tonight; said he wanted to talk to you about something?" Bolin shrugged on the hoodie he'd brought with him. Ever since the world had ended, the weather wouldn't make up its mind. Some days felt like summer yet the night felt like winter. People had gotten into the habit of traveling with a light jacket just in case.

"Oh?" Korra asked with a raise of her eyebrows. She'd been avoiding being alone with Mako. It didn't feel right. "When did he say he would be here?"

"After his shift. So, sometime around seven," Bolin replied with a grin before waving bye and leaving without another word.

"Great," Korra groaned.

She and Bolin had spent the afternoon watching movies while making fun of the poor acting. Bolin claimed he could do better if he'd had the chance but Korra doubted it.

Now, all she wanted to do was curl up into a ball and hide under a blanket until the morning came. Tenzin was sure to have more news from Lin though Korra had no way of knowing whether it would be good or bad. It would probably be more of Lin's negative comments on Korra's lack of responsibility. Lin felt the greatest threat to Republic City was the lack of a police force with proper training; she'd already asked Korra to assist in that department but Korra had refused.

It seemed Korra was the only one who feared the past repeating itself. Perhaps it was because she was the only one who truly knew Amon was back. Of course she'd told the others along with the events that had past between her and Tarrlok once she'd arrived in Republic City.

After people started to recall their past lives, they remembered Amon and what he'd done. But no one else besides Mako had seen Amon's face in their past life. They'd only ever seen him wearing the mask. It was hard to think of the man who had arrived in Republic City with the Avatar, wounded and helpless as the same masked villain who had destroyed their lives.

Lin had shrugged her shoulders at the news, claiming the Equalist couldn't possible have the same numbers as before and therefore they shouldn't worry about it and instead focus increasing the number of trained policemen and women. Tenzin had been the only one to disagree with her.

Mako wouldn't talk about it. Korra knew she was paranoid to think so, but she had a bad feeling Mako suspected more than what Korra had told them about the time she and Amon had spent together before arriving to the city.

"Damn it!" Korra yelled, slamming the apartment door shut and giving it a kick for good measure.

Why did everything have to be so complicated? What did the Spirits expect from her by sending her back here to deal with Amon again? She'd had her chance and blown it. That much was clear to everyone.

Korra's suicide hung like a black cloud above her head. Everyone could see it, knew about it, but no one asked any questions.

It wasn't like she wanted to sit down and discuss it with everyone in detail. But could people stop ignoring her big failure?

Mako had at least acknowledged it but barely. He didn't even say the word 'suicide'. And he never talked about Korra's death, just "after she was gone".

"Korra," The voice was followed by two soft knocks on her door, the door she was currently leaning her forehead against. "It's me."

Korra took a deep breath as she clenched and unclenched her fists to calm down. It was no use dwelling on the past. She was here, in Republic City now; she had to do her duty.

"Hey, Mako," Korra greeted him with a forced smile as she opened the door to let the young firebender inside.

"I'm glad you're here," Mako replied as he stepped into the small apartment.

Korra closed the door and locked it before following Mako into the living room. She flipped on the overheard light to illuminate the darkening room.

"What's up?" Korra remained standing behind the couch that faced the TV, which Mako was standing in front of. The look on his face had her on edge. He looked like whatever was on his mind was extremely important.

"I want to talk about us," Mako shrugged his hoodie off and laid it across the armchair in the corner of the room before sitting down on the matching ottoman in front of it.

Korra sighed. This was what she had been afraid of.

"Mako-"

"No, hear me out okay?" Mako motioned for her to sit down on the couch and Korra reluctantly obliged.

"I said I needed some time to-"

"To think. I know," Mako adjusted the red scarf around his neck and then leaned forward on his knees, looking down at the floor between them. "I just thought I would save you the trouble." He looked back up at her sheepishly.

"What do you mean?" Korra kept her face composed and her voice even.

Mako rubbed his hands up and down his thighs, straightening out any wrinkles in his pants. He seemed nervous and unsure of how to answer her question. "I've- I've met someone."

03.13.13 6:54pm

Amon poured a glass of whiskey from his private stash of liquor. He'd spent most of the day listening to his Lieutenant drone on and on about plans for the men and their families or changes that had been made to different areas of their headquarters.

It had been exhausting.

He'd finally stolen a few moments to himself by hiding away in his private chambers and ordering the Lieutenant to join the other Equalists for dinner.

The room he'd claimed for himself was small but sufficient with just the bare minimum. A desk and a chair sat against the wall opposite of his bed and nightstand. On the wall between those was a tall wardrobe to hold his clothes and his own wet bar next to that. Candles rested on the different surfaces to light the room. It was more than he could have expected given the circumstances and not to mention the location.

But it all came with a price.

Amon hung his head and closed his eyes, trying to block out everything but the liquor in his hands.

He'd made his choice. There was no way around that. Korra had kicked him out but he hadn't fought for her. Instead he'd found himself underground and accepting his rightful place as the Equalists' leader. Amon could have said no, could have gone back to Korra and fought for her love.

Love?

Did he really want love? After all he had done to her, could he ever expect to gain her love?

No. But he would settle for her forgiveness. If he could ask anything of her, it would be that.

"Oh, child," Loh's voice filled the room with a soft whisper, bringing a chill with it.

Amon clutched the bottle in his hands, tight enough for his knuckles to turn white.

"What do you want?" He growled.

"I bring you a gift, child. A gift for all the hard work you've done and for the deeds you have yet to do."

The words froze the blood in his veins. The last time Loh had given him a gift, his life was destroyed. The damn powers she thought would help him had only come between him and Korra.

"What is it?"

"A piece of you."

Amon whirled around, facing the poorly lit but empty room. Loh was nowhere to be seen but he could feel her cold presence, which was quickly fading away. His eyes darted for corner to corner, expecting to see some creature from the Spirit World sent to kill him.

His eyes fell to the nightstand that should have been empty but wasn't. Something was appearing. It looked like a mist forming into solid object.

Amon knew. He knew before he even walked over to pick up the smooth piece of wood. Every fiber of his being knew what it was. How could his body forget it when he had worn it for so many years?

The mask's empty eyes stared up at him, mocking him.

It was almost identical to the mask he had worn in his former life. Only instead of being cream colored it was painted black. The bright red dot looked like blood. The lighter toned gray that circled around the red dot and ran down the mask, highlighting the cheekbones and then the chin, was outlined with the same bright red.

"Why?" Amon's voice cracked as he spoke to the empty room. "Why me?" He didn't expect her to answer but when she did, the words chilled him to the bone.

"Because you are mine."
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19. Chapter 19
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03.14.13 6:45 am

"Amon, no!"

Korra lurched awake, sitting up in her bed with the sheets tangled around her. The dark, empty room answered her screams with silence. Her breath caught in her throat as she struggled to recall the dark images that had plagued her nightmare.

"Shit," she hissed, closing her eyes and falling back down onto the bed.

This wasn't the first time she'd woken up like this, crying out Amon's name; though she could never be sure if was in fear of him or in fear for him. The nightmares never stayed around in her mind for her to analysis.

The only thing she could ever recall was Amon's face, scarred and haunting. Her heart was torn between the fear he caused her and the love she once felt for him. She knew it was inevitable their paths would cross again and Korra would have to stop him. It was her duty as the Avatar. But she worried if she would be able to do it when push came to shove. After all, she'd hated herself for hurting him once before. Could she do it again?

Throwing back the covers, Korra forced herself to get up and walk on trembling legs to the bathroom where she showered and prepared herself for the day ahead.

Once she'd made it into the kitchen to fix a quick breakfast, the sun was already beginning to rise. It's warm rays spilled into the living room, illuminating each cold, lifeless piece of furniture.

Korra dragged herself over to a barstool and forced herself to eat the cereal she'd poured. She could have spent most of her morning there, eating soggy cereal while lost to depressing memories if it weren't for the phone call.

The shrill sound of the ring broke through the silence and into Korra's dazed mind. It was such an odd thing to hear after months of never hearing it. There hadn't been phones before Korra arrived at Republic City and since she'd arrived, there'd been no need for a person to call her. Usually if someone needed her, they just stopped by.

"Hello?" Her voice cracked from the lack of use in the past hours and Korra cleared her throat to prevent it from happening again.

"Avatar Korra," The voice greeted formerly.

"Chief Beifong?" Korra didn't even try to hide the surprise. Of all the people who she'd thought would call her, Lin was at the bottom of the list.

"You need to come down to the base camp. Now."

"Why-"

A click and a dead line was all that answered Korra's incomplete question.

Korra grumbled under her breath as threw on some clothes and stuck her apartment key into her pocket.

Was it impossible for her to have a normal morning in Republic City?

03.14.13 6:45am

"Amon, are you sure about this?" The Lieutenant's voice broke Amon's concentration. He'd been going through the paperwork, the plans, making sure every last detail was in place.

"Are you questioning my decision?" Amon asked without looking up. He made a mark, correcting the placement of the second wave.

"Of course not. I just-"

"Isn't this precisely what you wanted?" Amon sat his pen and paper down on the desk and swiveled his chair around to face his second in command.

"Not like this," the Lieutenant confessed in a shaky breath.

"This is what must be done to win the war," Amon replied. He stood up like a graceful lion rising from its perch. In three long strides, he crossed the room and began pouring himself a drink.

"You're killing countless innocent civilians with no regard to whether or not they are benders or non-benders!" The accusation burst from the Lieutenant as if the words had been eating away at his mind.

Amon dropped two ice cubes into the half-filled glass of whiskey. The clinking of ice on glass echoed in the tense, small space.

"Lieutenant," Amon addressed him formerly in a tired but firm tone. "Who is it that the Spirits have spoken to?"

Silence answered Amon's question. He was sure the Lieutenant would continue standing there, stunned, until at last he replied with a quick and short answer.

"You."

Amon nodded as he began to pace back and forth, feeling the Lieutenant's gaze watching his every move.

"And who is it the Equalists have asked to lead them?"

Again, his reply was spoken with voice that cut like glass.

"You."

Amon stopped pacing and faced his Lieutenant, eyeing him through the slits in his mask. He took a sip of the alcohol before asking his final question.

"And who is it that you swore your life to protect and obey?"

The Lieutenant dropped his gaze and let out a defeated sign. His fingers curled into fists but he made no moves of aggression.

"You, Amon."

"Then you will do as you are told," Amon growled. "You are dismissed, Lieutenant."

03.14.13 7:30 am

Korra lowered her arms as the rock bridge behind her disappeared into the canyon wall. She'd rushed over here fearing the worst. But what greeted her was far from the trouble she had expected.

"Korra!" Mako jogged towards her with a smile plastered on his face. After his confession the day before, Mako had seemed awkward and unsure of how to act around her. It was only after she'd reassured him that she was happy for him, did he ease up.

"What's going on? I got a call from Lin," Korra greeted him bluntly. Although she had promised to try and rekindle the friendship they had once had, it was difficult for her to pretend nothing had happened.

Mako suspected her but never pushed for details. Korra was sure it was because he didn't want to hear the truth that she and Amon had been intimate.

"Come on. I'll show you." Mako seemed to glow with excitement as he dragged her across the military style base camp.

"Can't you just tell me?" Korra grumbled. The camp around them seemed business as usual. Whatever it was, it surely couldn't have been important enough to warrant a phone call so early in the morning.

"Hey Chief!" Mako shouted as they rounded the corner of a tent, coming face to face with Republic City's Chief of Police. "Korra's here."

"I can see as much," Lin replied, eyeing Korra up and down as if she wasn't fit to be in the same tent as her. "Well, what are you waiting for?" Lin addressed Mako with a commanding officer's tone of voice. "Take her around back and get that thing out of my camp."

Korra's heart skipped a beat at her words but she had no idea why.

"Would you just tell me what's going on already?" Korra crossed her arms over her chest and stood with her feet apart, daring Mako to drag her around again.

"I'd rather see your face when I show you." Mako's eyes pleaded with her, asking her to trust him.

"If this is some lame prank then I swear…" Korra's voice trailed off with the unsaid threat as she followed a beaming Mako out of the tent to the rear of the camp.

Korra was just about to give Mako a piece of her mind for dragging her all the way out here when she saw the reason for all the fuss.

If Korra hadn't seen her with her own eyes, she wouldn't have believed it. No wonder she'd been called down here. She wouldn't have believed Lin even if she'd sworn on her mother's grave. The only thing that kept her from doubting her own eyes was the fact that Bolin was standing there as well, waving at them with a goofy smile.

"Is- is that-" Korra struggled to voice the question she already knew the answer to.

"Well, go on." Mako gave her a small shove of encouragement, forcing her to step forward.

"Naga?" Korra's bottom lip trembled as she reached out a hand towards the large, furry creature.

The polerbear dog jumped with joy and practically tackled Korra to the ground as she greeted her with licks on her face.

"I never thought- I never dreamed-" Korra coughed back a sob which threatened to break free.

Never in her wildest dreams did Korra imagine having her best friend in this lifetime. As far as Korra knew, polerbear dogs had been extinct.

Korra wrapped her arms around Naga's neck, squeezing so tight she was sure her arms would go numb.

"Oh, Naga!" Korra sobbed into the polerbear dog's thick fur. She didn't even care that people were surely watching. It didn't bother her in the least that Bolin and Mako were standing just feet away and could hear her crying like a baby.

For the first time in months, Korra was happy. Truly happy. For the first time since she had threatened Amon, Korra didn't feel alone.

03.14.13 7:30 am

"Welcome, ladies and gentlemen to our final meeting," Amon addressed the Equalists gathered at the long table. Each was seated in his or hers appropriate place while he stood at the head of the table, his hands braced on the smooth oak tabletop.

The Equalists looked at him with mixed emotions. Most seemed in awe, others seemed unsettled by his new appearance.

Good. Amon had missed being the source of a city's fear.

"Many of you have already been debriefed on what will occur tomorrow. I have called you here to ensure you all understand your roles."

Amon slid a stack of papers to the Lieutenant sitting next to him. He stood and took the stack, placing a copy in front of each Equalist present.

"Here is the latest updated map of Republic City. It includes the sewer system many of you will be using to navigate to your assigned places. Important locations are marked accordingly."

"Excuse me sir," a young woman spoke from further down the table.

What caught Amon's attention the most was the lack of uncertainty in her voice. Most would not be so bold in his presence.

"How can you be sure this is the Avatar's location?" She asked as she pointed to a highlighted section on the map.

"Because I have been there," Amon replied bluntly. He hadn't gone into the details of how he had spent his time in Republic City before joining the Equalists but rumors had a nasty habit of spreading like fire. He'd been spotted with the Avatar more than once. But he never gave any fuel to the rumors and instead ignored them.

"Would she not have moved already?" The woman persisted.

Amon stood straight and clasped his hands behind his back. He paced back and forth under the watchful eyes of his Equalists.

"What is your name?"

The young woman cleared her throat signaling she was thrown off by his question.

"Jin Lee, sir."

"And how is it that you came about joining our ranks, Jin Lee?" Amon turned to face her as each pairs of eyes in the room darted back and forth between them.

"I have had bad experiences in the- in the past," Jin Lee stumbled over the last of her sentence.

Amon didn't need to question further. Jin Lee recalled her former life. It wasn't unusually to encounter someone who had unlocked the memories of their past. Though it seemed to happen to a small handful of survivors. Those who had connections to people in power such as the Avatar, Tarrlok, or Amon himself.

He'd never met this Jin Lee before but it was safe to assume she had had an encounter with someone of power. If it wasn't with Amon himself, it had to be one of the two remaining people. Either way, Amon wanted to know.

"I can assure you, Jin Lee, the Avatar is residing there." Amon gave her a slight bow of respect before continuing on the discussion. "As I was saying, please make note of the areas of interest and the areas which are off limits."

The Equalists around the table busied themselves with studying the map as Amon continued to give instructs while occasionally answering a question. The meeting did not last as long as Amon assumed it would but then again, they had gone over the plan before.

"If that is all," Amon paused long enough for anyone to jump in with a final question. "Very well. You are dismissed, ladies and gentlemen. But prepare yourselves. We attack at dawn."
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03.14.13 9:03am

"Are you sure this is a good idea?" Bolin looked up at Korra with uncertainty. They were at the edge of town surrounded by abandoned warehouses. Korra had been sure to double check they were truly alone.

"I'll only be gone for a couple of hours. No one will miss me." Korra grinned and scratched Naga behind her ear.

"You know it's strictly forbidden to leave Republic City without permission."

Korra glared down at him. She'd only told him because she needed someone to cover for her on the off chance she was missed.

"I'm going either way. I don't want the Chief of Police on my ass about the hazards of going out by myself. A rotter hasn't been spotted within miles of the city for at least two months now. I'll be fine," Korra repeated the argument she had just stated only minutes before when Bolin first objected.

"Whatever you say, but when Tarrlok puts you under house arrest, don't come crying to me."

"Bolin, you're the best!" Korra grinned down at him.

"I know, I know," Bolin sighed but smiled back all the same. "Do you want me to make a bridge?"

"No, I've got this." Korra took a deep breath, raising her arms, tugging at the Earth below her with her movements. Soon, a solid rock bridge stretch over the canyon as her escape.

"Be careful!" Bolin called after her but his words were lost in the wind as Korra and Naga raced away from him and the looming shadow of Republic City.

03.14.13 9:03am

The Equalists filed out of the room in silence. It was only once they were past the threshold they began talking again. Their voices echoed back to Amon but he paid them no mind.

"Jin Lee." Amon's soft voice stopped her in her tracks before she had a chance to file out with the others.

"Sir?"

"Might I have a word with you?" Amon watched as the last few Equalists exited the room before turning his attention back to the young woman.

"Of course, sir." Jin Lee placed her papers back down on the table and stood at attention.

"Please, call me Amon. Care for a drink?" Amon inclined his head towards the wet bar. When Jin Lee replied with a nod, Amon made his way over to it and poured them both a glass of whiskey with two ice cubes each. "Have a seat," he ordered.

Jin Lee kept her face blank as she watched Amon's movements. She was a pale, small girl with bright brown eyes and long, dark hair she kept pulled back into a braid. The Equalist uniform she wore fit her well and the dark colors contrasted with her skin but highlighted her eyes and hair. She must have been easily in her early twenties.

"Tell me," Amon said as he took the seat across from Jin Lee, "who were you in your past life?"

Jin Lee's eyes widen just a fraction before she composed herself once more. "I'm not sure I understand what you're talking about, sir."

"Amon," he corrected. "Jin Lee, this is a private conversation. I can assure you whatever you tell me will not leave this room. Who were you in your past life?"

Amon watched the silent debate pass over her face but in the end she sighed in defeat, clearing her throat to speak.

"I was a farmer's daughter. Our family had always been non-benders, even throughout the hundred year war." Jin Lee paused long enough to take a sip of her drink as if to steady her nerves. "We lived peacefully and happily. Until- until a gang of benders attacked our farm."

The room fell silent as they each took a drink. Jin Lee was containing her emotions while Amon was respectfully allowing her to do so without added pressure from him.

"We were defenseless. I watched helplessly as they tied my brother and father up and forced them to watch as they- as they raped and beat me and my mother." Jin Lee's hand trembled as she brought the glass to her lips.

"Then what happened?" Amon pressed.

"The benders left, laughing as they did so. I untied my father and brother but they were too injured to go after the benders. When I checked on my mother she was," Jin Lee cleared her throat and blinked her eyes several times before continuing. "She was dead. They had beat her ruthlessly and she bled to death."

"Where is your family now?" Amon turned the glass in his hands where it rested on the table. It was the only movement in the room.

"Out there, somewhere. Walking around with no memories and no thought other than what their next meal will be." She refused to look at him as she spoke.

"When did you recover your memories?" Amon asked, moving the conversation on to a more stable topic.

"Just after I arrived at Republic City on New Year's Eve." Jin Lee squared her shoulders and looked at Amon dead in the eyes.

"I see. And then you decided to join our ranks?"

She nodded, "Yes. After it was clear I had a better understanding of the benders oppression, I soon rose up in the ranks and earned a place at your table."

"I see." Amon finished off the rest of his whiskey and placed the glass back down on the table. "What is your post for tomorrow morning?"

"I'm with the third wave, sir."

"Change of plans, Jin Lee. Report to the Lieutenant and tell him to find a replacement for you. I want you at my side. Understood?"

"Yes, sir."

03.14.13 9:25am

"Lieutenant, might I have a word with you?" Jin Lee announced her presence with a soft knock at his door.

The Lieutenant seemed startled as if she had found him while deep in thought. He placed the map of Republic City back on the desk he was sitting at along with his reading glasses.

"Of course. Please, have a seat," he said as he pulled around another chair.

"Amon has asked me to speak with you," Jin Lee stated, taking the seat he offered her. She eyed the map and his notes with mild interest.

"About?" The Lieutenant prompted when she was silent for a few minutes.

"You are to find a replacement for me in the third wave-"

"I thought you were in the first wave-"

"Do not interrupt me, Lieutenant." Jin Lee glared at him with ice-cold eyes. "You see, Amon wants me by his side when we attack."

"But Amon made it clear it would just be him and I taking the-"

"Apparently, Amon doesn't believe you to be strong enough to have his back in combat. If it should come to that." Jin Lee smirked at him as if there was a joke to what she was saying but he did not understand.

"What are you playing at?"

Jin Lee stood up straight with a quick look around the room before settling her gaze back on him. "If I were you, Lieutenant, I would watch my back. Someone else may be taking your place soon."

03.14.13 10:50 am

"Man, I'm exhausted!" Korra exclaimed, falling back to lie on the thick green grass. Even though the weather had been acting odd ever since the New World began, Spring had still come bringing its blooms and greenery.

Naga plopped down next to her and licked her cheek. They'd spent the morning running as far away from Republic City as possible without getting lost. At last, they'd found a large field just off a paved road and had then spent the rest of their time chasing each other around, just enjoying the feel of the wind in the hair and each others company.

"I suppose we should head back soon, huh girl?" Korra rolled over to face Naga, reaching out to scratch her behind the ear. "Yeah, I don't want to either." Korra's mouth stretched into a wide yaw as she nestled up against Naga's warm fur. "Surely, no one will notice if I'm gone for a bit longer," she mumbled to herself. Korra closed her eyes, promising herself just a quick nap before she returned to Republic City.


"Korra!" 

I groan, hating the fact that someone is pulling me from my deep sleep. It's been so long since I had a dreamless sleep, couldn't they leave me for a bit longer?

"Korra!"

Apparently not. Who would even be in my apartment? Mako and Bolin never wake me up when they see I'm asleep. They just hang out in the living room and wait for me to eventually wake up. 

"Korra!"

"What?" I shout back, sitting up straight with my eyes wide open. 

I expect to see my familiar room surrounding me but instead blank, gray mist greets me. 

"Not again," I groan. 

"Korra!" 

I whirl around, seeking out the source. 

Avatar Aang stands behind me with a grave expression pulling down his facial features. 

"What? What is it? What's wrong?" I ask, trying to take a step towards him but I can't move my feet. I look down but all I can see is the gray mist, blocking my own feet from view. 

"The Spirit World is in turmoil, Avatar Korra. I have been trying to reach you for some time."

"Not hard enough," I mumble to myself, crossing my arms defensively. Anytime I had to speak with Aang, he always acted like everything was my fault. At least, that's what it felt like. 

"This is no time to act like a child," Aang's words cut like glass as his eyes narrowed to slits. "The enemy is closing in on you, Korra. She's much closer than you think and she will hurt those you love."

"What am I supposed to do?" I leaned forward with my arms spread wide to emphasis my point since I couldn't actually move forward. "I don't know what I'm supposed to do!" I can feel myself on the verge of tears but I refuse to cry even if they're only tears of frustration.

"You must look within yourself. There is balance within you. There is light and hope. It is those things you will need. We are counting on you, Avatar Korra."

"Wait!" 

But it's too late. Aang is already fading away into the gray mist surrounding us. 

"That doesn't help! I don't know what you mean! Why can't you Spirits be more clear with your instructions?" 

Honestly, from the little connection I had with the Spirit World it was enough to make me want nothing to do with it. 

Aang doesn't respond. Just before he completely fades away a new emotion flickers in his eyes; an emotion I'm sure he had no intention of me ever seeing. 

Fear.

Avatar Aang is afraid. 

"Why are you counting on me?" I cry out as I fall to my knees in a pile of hopeless frustration. "I already failed you once!" 

The tears fall freely now and I don't try to hide them. There's no point. Aang has gone and I can already feel the pull of reality dragging me away. 

"I failed you all. Why are you counting on me? I can't do this." I cover my face with my hands as the muffled sobs escape. "I can't do this alone."

03.14.13 10:50am

"Hello, Amon," the female voices purrs into my ear. I can sense her presence like a dark shadow blocking out the sun. 

I must have fallen asleep while going over paperwork. Living underground these past weeks has taken a toll on my sleeping patterns. 

"What do you want, Loh?" I growl as I look around the barren wasteland she always visits me in. 

"You have been doing so well, my child." Loh simmers into view. Her body floats a foot off the ground. She's like a black hole, sucking in what little light is here. 

"What are you talking about?" I glare at her, mustering all of the hatred I feel for her into one deadly look.

"Your plan of attack on Republic City," she states bluntly with a hint of humor twitching the corner of her mouth. "It sounds positively," she pauses for dramatic affect. "Deadly."

I keep my expression blank. I don't have the protection of my mask to shadow emotions; Loh won't allow me to hide from her. 

"You're talking crazy once again." I stand up straighter and cross my arms across my chest, trying to act nonchalant. 

"Oh, but I forgot," she chuckles darkly as she waves her hands in the air. "You don't know, do you? You think this little plan of yours is just a simple- what is it those are called? Oh, yes! You think this is just a simple Recon Mission." Her eyes widen with false innocence but still I don't allow her to see the affect her words have on me. "See, there's something I forgot to mention about that mask of yours."

My fingers curl into fists and my jaw tenses. I wonder if Loh can hear how fast my heart is beating.

"That mask? It's gives me the power to control you without your knowledge."

The words fill me with a fire of anger and malice. Pure, white, boiling hatred and it's all aimed at her. 

"You bitch!"

Loh shrugs her shoulders, not at all surprised by my outburst of emotion. 

"The best part? You had no idea either. There are no hours of blank memory because I fill your mind with false memories. Isn't that simply genius?" She grins now. Her white, pointed teeth flash with joy. 

"Why are you telling me this now?"

"Because there's nothing you can do about it. The plans are already in motion." Loh sighs contently. "You see, I'm not stupid like my former partner, Koh. He only had one pawn on his side of the board. Me? I have the entire chess set."

I don't want to believe her but it's hard not to when she looks so fucking pleased with herself as if she's outsmarted even the best of us. 

"Plus, I want to watch you suffer. I want to watch as you helpless murder innocent people." A sadistic grin once again flashes those fangs at me and an image of them covered in blood flickers through my mind.

"You shouldn't have told me that; I'll just burn the mask and stop whatever it is you've planned." I feel better once I have stated this. It means I can still regain control; I can fight her.

"Oh," she pauses, mewling over my comment. "I suppose there's two somethings I forgot to mention. You can't take the mask off. Ever." 


Have I mentioned that I absolutely love Loh? Badass female villains are a weakness of mine. I just love writing them. Especially when they're batshit crazy like Loh. 
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21. Chapter 21


buriedalivee sent me a message on Tumblr suggesting a song for this fic: "Explosions" by Ellie Goulding. I've listened to it and the lyrics are perfect! Not necessarily for this chapter but for the fic as a whole. 

The song suggestion inspired me to make a playlist based on this fic. If you follow me on Tumblr, I've posted it there. Otherwise the link for it is on my ff profile. 

Enjoy!


03.14.13 11:15am

"You bitch!" Amon screamed as he woke up to find himself back in his room surrounded by plans he hadn't made. Plans to attack Republic City. Plans to murder innocent people.

The chair clattered against the floor as Amon stood and flung it behind him. His fingers clawed into his skin, pulling out clumps of hair as he desperately tried to remove his mask.

"You bitch!"

Blood caked under his fingernails but he didn't feel the pain. All he could feel was the burning desire to kill Loh and watch her suffer from his hands.

"Such drama," the haunting voice echoed inside his mind, consuming him.

"I'll kill you, you fucking bitch! I swear I'll kill you!"

Amon ran to the closest wall, bashing his head against the metal but it didn't even make a dent in the mask.

"Amon!" The Lieutenant's voice echoed down the walkway as he raced towards his leader's quarters. It was just enough warning for Amon to step away from the wall and straighten his clothing.

"Pull yourself together, child. Or else you will feel my wrath."

"Amon, are you all right? I heard shouting." The Lieutenant entered the room with labored breathing, his eyes searching for any signs of a threat.

"Lie."

Amon cleared his throat as he tried to focus on his present surroundings and not the voice inside his mind. "Yes. Yes, I'm fine. I thought- I thought I saw a rodent."

The Lieutenant drew back, confusion plastered plainly across his face. "A rodent?"

"Yes."

"You- you cried out because-"

"Was there something you needed, Lieutenant?"

"No," he shook his head and bit back a grin. "I was just checking to make sure there wasn't an assassination attempt playing out."

Amon rolled his eyes, thankful for a moment that the mask hid his expression. "If that will be all…" His voice trained off, implying the dismissal.

The Lieutenant gave him a quick nod of respect and then quickly left the room. Amon wouldn't be surprised if he was rushing off to tell some of his comrades the interesting bit of information he'd just discovered.

"Okay, Loh," Amon sneered her name. He could still sense her presence in his mind so he knew she could hear him. "You can play your little game of puppet master, but I refuse to let your plans of attack go through."

Loh chuckled darkly into his ear as if she were standing just behind him. "Oh, my child. You silly, silly boy. It's too late to stop me."

03.14.13 11:15am

Korra squinted her eyes against the wind. She was pushing Naga to the limits; trying to make it back to Republic City in half the time it took them to run out here. Naga seemed to understand the urgency, as if she sensed Korra's distress.

It wasn't as if she knew what she would do once she got back to Republic City; she just knew she needed to do something.

Korra had felt it in the air when she'd been training with Tenzin. Evil was closing in on her but she couldn't be sure where exactly it was coming from. Of course Tarrlok had a scheme to gain more power but the man was practically sitting on a throne; it wasn't like he was planning genocide. All he'd accomplished was training more and more benders.

Amon.

It always came back to him, didn't it? But that couldn't possibly be whom Aang had been talking about. Amon was too obvious of an answer. It was simply history repeating itself. Of course Amon would eventually attack Republic City; it was his destiny just as Korra's destiny was to defend the city and her people.

Before Korra had a chance to further explore that train of thought, Republic City jumped into view; its tall buildings stretching up towards the sky, highlighted by the bright sun at their back.

Korra raised her arms, pulling at the Earth below her. A rock bridge formed, allowing her and Naga to pass back into the city without breaking their stride. She quickly lowered her arms and dropped the rock back into place.

They didn't stop until they had made it to the entrance of Korra's apartment building.

"Er-" A man standing by the door looked up at the polerbear dog with unease. "I don't think you can have pets in this building."

Korra looked at the man, blinked, looked back at Naga, and then settled her gaze back on the stout man before her.

"Good. Naga would probably eat your pet if she saw it." Without glancing back, Korra opened the door and allowed Naga to squeeze in as the man gapped at their backs.

It wasn't very difficult to get Naga into the stairwell but the large creature had trouble navigating the steps. Once they reached the door to her apartment, Korra was worried Naga might not fit. But with just a bit of wiggling on Naga's part, she fit in easily enough. Once inside, Korra pushed the coffee table out of the way so the polerbear dog had enough room to sprawl out comfortably.

Bringing a large polerbear dog up into her apartment probably wasn't the greatest idea Korra ever had. But she needed to think and she didn't want to be alone. Plus, Naga could be in danger if left outside by herself. Who knows if some mad scientist had survived the apocalypse and was looking for his next test subject?

"Okay," Korra paced back and forth in the kitchen as Naga watched her. "Aang said the enemy was closer than I thought. But what does that mean?" Korra continued to mumble to herself, trying to work through it all.

She felt as if there was a huge puzzle and she'd only put together bits and pieces of it, not enough to see the whole picture, just fractions of it. What was she missing?

"Closer than I think? Obviously, I think Tarrlok and Amon are the main threats but neither of them have really acted yet," Korra paused; her mind raced over the words she'd just said.

It was true that neither powers had attacked but what were they waiting for? Tarrlok had several benders at his command and Amon surely had plenty of non-benders under his control.

Slowly, Korra put two and two together.

When she'd been training with Tenzin, they'd both felt the threat. At the time it hadn't made much sense. But now…

"Holy shit!" Korra raced to the counter where her phone was hooked up. She fumbled with the buttons before figuring out how to dial the number that had last called her.

"Base Camp One," the voice answered on the second ring.

"Get me Chief Beifong! Quick!"

"Who's calling?" The officer asked in a bored tone, unfazed by Korra's frantic voice.

"The Avatar. Tell her it's urgent." Korra's fingers dug into the phone as she impatiently waited for the officer to connect her call.

"What?" Chief Beifong snapped.

"There's going to be an attack on Republic City!" Korra yelled into the phone.

"Really? And what evidence to you have to support this claim?"

"I-" Korra paused. She didn't want to admit it was just a hunch because it was more than that. She could feel the threat in her bones. "I just know."

"When will the attack occur?" Lin didn't sound like she believed Korra but was humoring her anyways.

"I don't know exactly when but sometime soon. You needed to send in more troops to prepare for it."

"What do you propose I do, Avatar?" Lin's voice cut through the phone like ice. "I have barely enough officers to patrol the base camps. Rotters are closing in on us and we're losing men everyday."

"Wait. What? That's not-"

"Oh, no. You wouldn't know anything about that because Tarrlok keeps it all quiet. He doesn't want to scare people." Lin spoke about Tarrlok as if his name left a bad taste in her mouth. "My men are dying too fast for me to do anything about it and you want me to send them into the city to protect against an attack you just know will occur?"

"But it's not-"

"Enough!" Lin interrupted her before she could speak in defense. "You've wasted my time already, Avatar. Call me when you have cold hard evidence and then maybe I'll listen."

The line went dead.

"Son of a bitch!" Korra screamed, flinging the phone against the wall where it bounced from the wall to the floor. Korra fumed for a few minutes before picking it back up and placing it on the charger.

An attack was coming. Korra knew it without a doubt in her mind. But whom could she turn to? The only one who could really help her didn't even believe her.

"Fuck!" Korra balled her hands into fists and punched the wall. It stung but she didn't feel the pain. Even as the skin on her knuckles broke and blood poured out, Korra continued punching her frustrations into the hard wall.

03.14.13 4:50pm

In the late afternoon sun, Republic City was teeming with life. Shoppers mingled from shop to shop, trading and bartering goods with shop owners. Children ran around the streets, chasing one another as their laughter filled the air. Bars had their doors wide open with men and women alike coming and going as they pleased. Benders showed off their skills to anyone willing to watch.

Amon watched it all through narrowed eyes from where he perched on a building's rooftop. It had been several months since he'd last ventured out of the sewer system.

The past few hours, Loh had been silent. She'd left him alone probably to deal with other matters concerning her big plans. Either way, Amon was grateful for the time to himself.

He'd spent most of it traveling through Republic City by shadows. Everything he'd seen only made him dread tomorrow morning. How many innocent people would die because of him?

Amon was just about to stand up and go back to his place underground when a big white blur caught his attention.

The Avatar was racing through the streets of Republic City riding on the back of her large polerbear dog. Even from this height, Amon could see the look of determination that creased her brow.

Amon chased after her, jumping from rooftop to rooftop, making sure to keep her in sight.

Pedestrians leapt aside as Korra raced by. Amon struggled to keep up with them while still keeping his eyes on the path ahead of him. The only reason he was capable of doing so was because the crowds below prevented Korra from having her polerbear dog run at full sprint.

At last Korra drew up, pulling the animal to a stop. They were on the outskirts of town where tall buildings gave way to abandoned warehouses and houses that were already falling apart.

Two figures stepped out from the shadows and came up to meet her. Amon instantly recognized them as the brothers, Mako and Bolin.

Amon lowered himself down a fire escape on the side of the building, being sure to stay hidden in the shadows.

"…us out here," the firebender was already talking to Korra before she had even dismounted. "What's going on?"

"Republic City is going to be attacked," Korra stated bluntly.

Amon's blood froze in his veins. It wasn't possible that she could have found him out. Was it? Had Loh been in contact with her?

"Whoa. What? Are you sure?" the other brother's voice was full of concern as usual.

"Well," Korra paused as she shifted from foot to foot. "I know something is going to happen. I just don't know the details. But it's going to happen soon."

"That's helpful," Mako jumped in. He shook his head and crossed his arms, clearly already frustrated with the conversation.

"Look," Korra snapped. "Believe me or don't but something bad is going to happen and I'm going to need all the help I can get. Will you guys help me?"

"Of course," Bolin said, sounding too cheerful for the situation. "We've got your back, Korra."

"Thanks," Korra smiled and then turned her attention to the firebender. "What about you? Can I count on you too?"

Mako sighed before shrugging his shoulders. "You know you can. What do you want us to do?"

"Right. We're going to need to make regular patrols around the city and keep an eye open for anything suspicious."

"Like what?" Bolin asked.

"Like anything from the Equalists or one of Tarrlok's benders. I don't know which will strike first but both groups have had time to plan an attack. Tarrlok has had more time. He hinted at the fact that he's been making plans for Republic City long before the apocalypse happened."

"When did he do that?" Mako interrupted as the officer inside of him took over.

Korra seemed taken aback by the question but answered anyways. "When he had tea with me awhile ago."

"What exactly did he say?"

Amon had to stop himself from jumping down to tell them the truth. The temptation to help Korra and her friends was almost overwhelming.

"That's not the point," Korra said. Her voice broke through Amon's thoughts and brought him back to reality. "The point is either Amon or Tarrlok are planning something and we need to be prepared or innocent people will get hurt."

Amon smiled despite the situation. Korra was standing up straighter and speaking with conviction. The woman standing there wasn't the woman who had kicked him out and threatened him; it was the woman he had fallen in love with.

03.15.13 12:03am

Korra opened the door to her dark and empty apartment. The street lights from the city below cast a dim glow to her surroundings. She didn't bother to turn on a light; she wasn't going to be here for long.

Bolin had agreed to take the first watch, making his rounds through the city. Then Mako had taken the second shift and Korra agreed to watch overnight. She'd told Tenzin to keep an eye out as well but he was busy working close to Tarrlok so he wouldn't be able to watch Republic City.

It didn't bother Korra. She hadn't been sleeping well anyways so she might as well be doing something productive. And it was nice having someone close to Tarrlok to keep an eye on him.

Korra grabbed some water bottles and granola bars from the kitchen and placed them next to the door to grab on her way out. Naga was waiting downstairs behind the building for her but she needed to grab a jacket along with a couple other items she might need throughout the night.

She almost didn't see it; she was in such a hurry. But it was there, in the corner of the living room. A dark shape hidden among the shadows, only visible because it was a shade darker than its surroundings.

Korra froze in her tracks as her body shifted into a defensive position, preparing for the impeding fight.

"Welcome home, Avatar Korra," the dark voice purred.

Korra's fingers curled into fists as balls of flames ignited in each hand. The light lit up the room and made her intruder visible.

She recognized him instantly despite the mask concealing his face. She narrowed her eyes and growled his name like a curse.

"Amon."
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22. Chapter 22


Trigger Warning for this chapter: there is mild discussion of a suicide. It's mentioned a couple times but the characters don't go into detail about it. 


03.15.13 12:10am

"What are you doing here?" Korra spat the question at him as she ignored the way her body responded to his presence.

Her heart did not pound and heat did not pool between her legs. If her blood was racing in her veins it was because of the mask he wore, not because he was the man she once thought she loved.

"I'm here to see you," Amon replied calmly. He stayed in the corner, watching her. His body seemed relaxed as if he didn't feel threatened by her or the fire she held in each fist.

"What are you planning?" Korra asked. Her body relaxed just a bit after Amon didn't try to attack though she still kept the fire burning.

"I'm not planning anything, Avatar. But someone else is."

"Tarrlok," Korra stated, repressing the urge to roll her eyes. She'd already known he was another threat.

Amon shook his head slowly. "No, not Tarrlok."

"Then who?"

"I would much rather discuss this without the heat of your fire bringing back old memories." Amon's eyes flickered to the flames.

Korra blushed though she wasn't sure why. Yes, she'd hurt him but what about everything he'd done to her? If anything, she had the right to hurt him even more.

"Fine," Korra extinguished the flames and stood up straight once more. "But I'm warning you, I have knives on my person and I know how to use them."

Korra turned away from Amon to make her way back into the kitchen. First things first, she put a kettle on the stove to boil water for tea and then picked up the phone and dialed a number she had scribbled down weeks ago with the intention of never actually using it.

"Officer Mako," he answered, sounding completely professional and calm.

"It's me," Korra replied, matching his tone. "I'm going to be late taking over your shift." She wanted to keep it as vague as possible. It didn't seem like the greatest idea to tip off Mako that Amon was currently in her apartment. Who knew what he would do with that information.

"What's happened?" Officer Mako certainly was on the case.

"Nothing. I just need to do a few things before I take over, okay?" Korra made sure to be vague enough that Amon wouldn't be able to discern anything from her words either. The last thing she needed was the enemy hearing part of their plans. Even if their plans weren't exactly battle plans.

"Fine. But I expect some answers later."

"Sure. Whatever." Korra hung up without waiting for his response; she could deal with him later.

The kettle whistled and Korra turned her attention to making two cups of tea. It wasn't necessary but at least it gave her hands something to do while she thought of what she was supposed to do with Amon.

When the tea was ready, Korra picked up each cup and carried them into the living room where Amon still stood, never bothering to turn on a light. She knew her way around the apartment better than Amon. If it came down to that, at least she was sure she'd have one advantage over him.

"You can sit down," Korra said harsher than she had meant to be.

"Thank you," Amon murmured as he took the tea from Korra's outstretched hand and then sat on the edge of the chair diagonal from the couch Korra sat on.

"Where's the attack going to come from?" If Korra focused on the impending war, she wouldn't have time to think about the fact that it was Amon sitting in her living room, drinking her tea.

"Me," Amon stated bluntly in a dark but dead serious voice.

Korra's eyes narrowed at the single word confession. "I thought you said you weren't planning anything," she growled. The more he spoke, the easier it was to remind herself she was supposed to hate him.

"I'm not," Amon paused to blow on his steaming tea before taking a sip. "I have no control over what is going to befall Republic City."

"Get to the point, Amon," Korra sat her tea down on the floor since the coffee table was still off to the side from when she had moved it earlier.

"Have you heard of the spirit, Loh?"

Korra shook her head.

"She is the other half of Koh. Do you remember him?"

"You mean the Spirit that gave you the power to take away my bending and rid it from the world? Yeah, I remember him."

Amon shuffled in his seat, uncomfortable with Korra's words.

"Yes, that's him," Amon cleared his throat before continuing. "Well, Loh is very unhappy that the other Spirits punished Koh and are now planning to bring bending back to this world."

"Why does it matter to her?"

"I don't know, to be honest. She claims to avenge Koh but I don't think that's the true reason behind her actions. Too many humans are going to die at her hands. If she wanted revenge, she'd go after the Spirits."

Korra nodded as he spoke. It made sense but bothered her that they didn't know more about the enemy they were facing.

They?

What was Korra even thinking? There wasn't a 'they' anymore with her and Amon.

"She's using me as a pawn in her game, Korra. I can try to stop her but I don't have the power to do it alone," Amon's words pulled Korra from her thoughts.

"Why are you telling me all this? Don't you want to end bending and the oppression of benders?"

"I will not deny that history is repeating itself again. President Tarrlok is doing nothing to aid the non-benders starving on the edge of his precious Republic City. All he cares about is training more and more benders and keeping you under his thumb," Amon paused.

"But?" Korra prompted after a few moments of silence.

"But what Loh is planning…" Amon shook his head, looking down at his hands. Suddenly, his gaze found hers. His bright golden eyes were striking behind the dark mask he wore. "Innocent people will die, Korra. Non-benders and benders alike. I don't know the details of her plans but she is coming. The first wave is at dawn."

"Dawn!" Korra leapt to her feet; her movements knocked over the cup of tea at her feet, spilling the hot liquid but neither of them paid attention to it.

"Yes, at dawn. That is all I know. There will be six waves-"

"Waves of what?" Korra's body began to tremble but she was sure it was in anticipation and not fear.

"Equalists, of course."

"How is it that your Equalists are going to be attacking Republic City yet you don't have the details of what they'll be doing? Are they not under your command?" Korra was practically shouting but she didn't care. From what she'd seen, she didn't have neighbors up on the top level of this apartment building so there wasn't a risk of someone overhearing her.

"I don't have control," Amon growled from deep in his throat as if he hated speaking the words.

"Who does? Tarrlok?"

"Have you not been listening?" Amon shouted, jumping to his feet to glare down at her. "Don't you see? Loh! It's Loh. She's controlling the Equalists through me!"

"How?" Korra asked, not a bit thrown off by his temper.

"I- I can't tell you." Amon looked away as if to compose himself but Korra couldn't be sure since his face was concealed.

"Fine, don't tell me." Korra shoved past him to walk towards her bedroom. She needed space from him. His scent was starting to fill up the room and her lungs, making it difficult to remember why exactly she hated him.

"Korra, wait." The two words sounded like a plea, stopping Korra in her tracks.

"I need to go warn the others, we have to be prepared."

"Korra, wait!" Amon repeated in a more stern tone.

She turned slowly, facing him with what she hoped to be a blank expression.

"You know- you must know, I still love you."

The room went as silent as the grave. Even if a pin had dropped, it wouldn't have made a noise for fear of breaking the silence. Korra couldn't even hear her own breathing; she didn't know if she even was breathing.

The minutes ticked by on the clock as she watched Amon watching her through the shadowed slits of his mask.

"Even after all this time," Amon spoke as if to fill the canyon of silence that separated them. "Korra," his voice caught in his throat, forcing him to cough. "I know I'm not the man you deserve; I've done terrible things and when the sun rises on this day, I'm sure you will hate me even more. But…"

Millions of thoughts raced through Korra's mind. All the reasons why she should hate him were there. He'd taken her bending. He'd hurt thousands if not millions of people when he rid the world of bending. He'd hurt her so badly, she'd been pushed to her breaking point. Because of Amon, she'd lost everything and everyone she held dear.

And yet…

"Say something," Amon commanded without any authority in his voice. "Please, say something."

"Amon," Korra tested the name and how it felt on her tongue. It should have left a nasty taste in her mouth. It should have tasted vile and repulsive.

It wasn't possible. What was wrong with her? What kind of masochistic person was she? The man was her sworn enemy. He was evil!

"I should hate you," Korra looked back up at Amon, studying the curves of his mask, too afraid to look into his eyes. "I should despise you for what you did to me. I should blame you for my suicide."

Amon nodded, "I know. I do not blame you for doing so-"

"I don't." As Korra spoke the words she felt how true they were. She didn't blame Amon for her death. Yes, he'd taken her bending but it was Korra that had given up on herself. She was the one who had decided to end it in hopes of another Avatar coming along and cleaning up her mess.

"You- you don't?"

Korra blinked back tears. "No, I don't."

"Korra," Amon breathed her name and it made her knees shake. He closed the distance between them but didn't touch her as if he was afraid to. "Do you mean it?"

She nodded because it was all she could do. Her throat was too dry to speak.

"Can I touch you?" The question sounded so innocent that Korra couldn't deny him. Amon wrapped his arms around her and Korra thought she would burst from the sense of nostalgia the feeling gave her.

"I'm so sorry, Korra. I'm so sorry," Amon breathed against her neck.

Korra held onto him like they were adrift at sea and he was the only thing keeping her afloat. They stood in silence for countless minutes. Korra wanted to say something, to explain herself, explain why she was allowing herself to do this, to love him. But no words came to mind. She wasn't even entirely sure why she could look past all he had done and continue to love him.

They pulled apart and Korra could have sworn she saw tears in Amon's eyes.

"What a pair we make," Korra said with a lifeless laugh. "Amon, will you take off your mask?" Korra asked suddenly. Her brow creased as she realized what had been bothering her. She couldn't see his face, only his eyes. It felt wrong, like there was a wall between them.

"Why?" Amon stepped back, dropping his arms away from her.

"Because I want to see your face." Korra reached for the mask but Amon ducked away. "What is it?"

"Don't," Amon warned in a low voice.

"Don't what?" Korra dropped her hands to her side and glared up at him. "Don't ask questions? Don't touch you? Don't try to take of the mask? Don't get to close? What is it you don't want me to do Amon?

"Don't put me into a compromising position!" Amon glared back at her but there was a hidden emotion in his eyes that Korra could have sworn was fear.

"What are you talking about?" She kept her tone hard, not wanting to back down.

"There are things I can't tell you, things that would put you in danger."

A sarcastic remark was on the tip of her tongue but Korra hesitated. Amon must have taken a risk just coming here and warning her about the attack. Why would he lie? Unless…

"You're not playing me again, are you?" Korra asked, taking a step back.

"What are you-" Amon seemed genuinely confused by the question but still Korra couldn't be sure of his intent.

"Tarrlok once told me a believable but false story that I fell for," Korra explained, reminding him of the scheme he and Tarrlok had planned in their past lives.

"Ask yourself this," Amon raised his hands with the palms up as if to show her he meant no harm. "What would I gain from this? If I'm lying about the attack then the worst possible outcome is that you and your comrades are on edge for the next few hours. If there is an attack, and there will be one, then I've warned you so you can be prepared and my Equalists have lost their element of surprise. What could I gain from it?"

Korra wasn't sure it was smart to believe him but her instinct told her he was telling the truth and she'd always trusted her instinct.

"I need so badly to find a reason not to believe you," Korra confessed; her voice was just a whisper.

"I know," Amon closed the distance between them once more, placing his hands on her shoulders. "I know," he repeated as he leaned the cool, smooth forehead of the mask asks hers.

"Because then," Korra kept speaking as if Amon hadn't said anything; she needed to get the confession out in the open before she lost her courage. "Then I have a reason to hate you, a reason to tell my heart it feels nothing for you." A tear leaked out of the corner of her eye. Before she could blink it away, Amon's thumb reached up and caught it. "But- But I-" Korra's voice caught in her throat around the words she found herself terrified to speak.

"Tell me, Korra," Amon's voice sounded gruff behind the mask. His breath hit her skin in soft, warm caresses.

"Kiss me, Amon," Korra demanded in hard words as her fingers curled around the edges of his mask. She couldn't speak the words but she desperately wanted to show him how she felt.

Amon's hands grasped hers in a tight grip, preventing her from taking off the mask.

"Stop," Amon ordered but it sounded more like a plea than a demand. "I can't, Korra. Believe me, every fiber of my being wants to kiss you but- but I just can't."

"Amon, tell me what's going on. Let me help you."

"You can't. This is bigger than you. This I bigger than me and it's bigger than us!" Amon's fingers clawed into Korra's hands as he held onto her with desperation.

"Let me in, Amon. Trust me," Korra whispered. She stood up on her tiptoes, bringing her lips even with the slit on his mask that kept her from touching his lips. She kissed the mask and for a moment Amon didn't move. But his lips pressed back where she could feel just a hint of them through the cut out.

Korra pulled back but kept her hands on either side of the cold, hard mask. "I'll win this war. I swear to you. I'll win it and save you from whatever it is you're afraid of."

Amon chuckled but it held no hint of humor. "Because I love you, I'm obligated to tell you to stay out of this. All of it. Run away from Republic City."

"But-"

"But I know you better," Amon continued, ignoring Korra's protest. "Nothing I say will stop you from fighting."

Korra nodded and Amon's head moved with hers. "You're right. I must fight. People are counting on me."

"Korra, I need to ask one thing of you."

"Anything," Korra said breathlessly.

"No matter what happens at dawn, remember me as this man standing before you. Remember me as I am in this moment. Remember me as the man you love. Swear it to me." Amon eye's bored into hers with a mixture of fear, determination, and love. For her.

"I swear it."


This chapter was a bit of a filler chapter. But I really wanted to give Korra and Amon a scene together before shit hits the fan. And trust me when I say, hold onto your butts. The next chapter is when, well, shit hits the fan. 
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23. Chapter 23


I'm updating a bit early. This chapter started to get too long so I cut it off, which means shit isn't going to really hit the fan until the end. Hope it doesn't disappoint! 


03.15.13 12:50am

"What's this? An officer caught off guard?"

Mako froze, his foot caught in midair as he was about to take another step. He'd know that voice anywhere but it was out of place. She shouldn't have been out in the streets at this time of night.

"What are you doing here?" He asked the shadows where her voice had come from. He could just barely make out the light reflecting on the goggles that were a part of her Equalist uniform.

"Looking for you," she purred as she detached herself from the darkness and stepped into the circle from the streetlight above them.

"This isn't part of the plan, Asami." Mako's eyes darted from building to building to insure no one was around to overhear them.

"Plans change." Asami shrugged, placing her hands on her hips. "We've got to talk."

"What is it?"

"The Equalists are planning an attack."

"I figured. Why did you risk blowing your cover just to-"

"At dawn."

"What?" Mako shouted. The word bounced off the buildings surrounding them.

Asami waited until it was quiet once more before she answered. "We just got briefed on it about an hour ago. The whole thing was being kept hush hush; only the higher ups knew about it."

"I need you to tell me everything you know."

03.15.13 1:10am

The ringing of the phone sounded deafening; the loudness caused Korra to jump away from Amon as if whoever was on the other end knew she was in a compromising position with an enemy of the city.

"Who-"

"I should get that," Korra raced to the phone and answered it before it had completed its second ring. "Hello?"

"Where the hell are you?" Mako growled into the phone and Korra was sure that somehow he knew.

"I'm at my apart-"

"Get down here!"

"Where? What's going on?" Korra's heart pounded in her chest though she couldn't be sure if it was from the loud ringing of the phone, the fear of being found out, the tone of Mako's voice, or a mixture of all three.

"I've got some information you're going to want to hear."

"About wh-"

"Fourth and Lewis. Now." Mako hung up.

"Korra?" Amon asked from the living room.

Korra could feel him watching her as she placed the phone back into its cradle. If she was honest, she didn't want to leave this room. Not until Amon had held her in his arms long enough to rid her of all her fears and doubts.

"I have to go," Korra stated in an even tone.

Despite what she desired, Korra's number one priority was protecting Republic City. Amon had to come second.

"Then this is goodbye." His words sent an arrow straight through her heart.

"For now, yes." Korra tried to stay positive but it was hard when Amon was so hopeless and wouldn't tell her why.

"Korra-"

"I have to go," she said before Amon had the chance to break her already fragile heart. Korra brushed past him and went into her room to pull out the clothes she would change into.

"No matter where dawn finds us, know that I love you," Amon whispered just loud enough for her to hear.

Korra turned to look at him, to say her goodbyes. But he was gone.

"Amon!" Korra shouted, running back into the living room. "You bastard!" She punched the wall closest to her. He'd taken the easy way out, leaving her before she could say goodbye herself.

Had it been any other time, Korra would have chased after him, tracked him down and given him a piece of her mind. But she couldn't. She'd already decided that Amon came second to Republic City and right now, the city needed her. Dawn was only a few hours away and they had to be prepared.

03.15.13 2:21am

"Where is she?" Korra heard a female voice hiss from around the corner and pulled Naga up short. She was supposed to be meeting Mako and he hadn't said anything about another person being there.

"Give her a minute," Mako replied calmly.

"They'll notice I'm gone before too long," the voice replied back, annoyed. It sounded familiar as if Korra had heard it long ago.

"Don't go back. You've done your part. Mission accomplished."

Korra dismounted and directed Naga to follow her to the building's edge so she could creep around it. She didn't want to be caught off guard by whoever was around the corner.

"I have to go back."

"Why? What's there to go back to?" Mako paused and waited for her answer. "Unless you've decided to join their cause."

"Of course not!" The woman sounded angry and defensive at his suggestion.

"Then what is there to go back to?" Mako repeated his question in a harsher tone than before but still she didn't answer. "If you don't tell me, I can't allow you to go back."

"What will you do? Arrest me?"

"Yeah, if I have to!"

Silence followed Mako's outburst. Korra waited for them to speak but they didn't. Curiosity got the better of her. Cautiously, she peered around the corner of the building.

Two figures stood in the circle of light the streetlight above casted; both with their arms crossed and not looking at one another. Korra could clearly see Mako but the woman's back was to her. All she could see was long, dark waves of hair and an Equalist uniform.

"Look," Mako sighed and ran a hand through his hair. "I'm sorry, but you know I can't let you go back without an explanation. Lin would have my head."

The woman dropped her arms and turned to face Mako.

"I just- you'll think I'm being ridiculous," she confessed.

Mako stepped forward and embraced her. Realization dawned in Korra. Mako had said he met someone else but never clarified whom. This must have been that woman.

"Tell me." Mako voice had softened causing Korra's ears to strain just to hear him.

"I think there's something else they're not telling us," she spoke in quick, hushed tones. "I can't be sure if the higher ups know or if maybe Amon isn't telling them either but my gut says something else is in store for all of us at dawn."

"That's all the more reason for you not to go back!"

"I have friends there, Mako! I can't let them get hurt!"

"They're criminals," Mako growled.

"Not all of them," she defended; pushing against Mako's chest to look up at him with what must have been a glare. "A lot of them are there so they can sleep in a warm bed and have food in their stomachs. Some of them don't even want to fight but they have no other choice."

"And you want to protect them." It was a statement, not a question.

Korra saw the woman nod her head in response. She waited for the conversation to continue but neither said anything. Deciding it was time, Korra stepped around the corner with Naga following close behind.

"There you are," Mako said as he pulled away from the woman who then turned to face her. Korra recognized her instantly.

"Asami!"

03.15.13 2:45am

"Good of you to finally show your face, Amon," the Lieutenant greeted him as he emerged from the shadows of the sewer system into the main area where several Equalists were mingling, discussing the upcoming attack they'd just been informed of.

"I had business to attend to," Amon replied evenly.

"It required several hours of attention?" The Lieutenant's question sounded more accusing than curious.

"If it was any of your concern, I would have informed you." His words were ice daggers, warning the Lieutenant to back off.

Without another word, Amon pushed past the man and went into his room where he wouldn't be disturbed.

His encounter with Korra had been emotionally draining. He'd walked around Republic City, hoping the cold air would help clear his mind of thoughts of her but it had done no such thing. In fact, quite the opposite. The crisp air had reminded him of cold evenings he and Korra had shared before coming to Republic City.

"Have you had your fix, now?" The words echoed in his mind, bringing dread and fear.

"Leave me alone, Loh," Amon growled to the empty room.

"I only allowed you to visit that whore of an Avatar because I hoped you would see the evil in her."

"You have no idea what you're talking about." Amon poured himself a drink and took a gulp of it. The fire burned his lungs but it was a welcomed pain.

"Do not try to defy me." Her voice was a scream in his head.

"What will you do? Kill me?" Amon let out a sarcastic laugh. "You won't kill me. You need me, don't you?"

Loh didn't reply but Amon could still sense her presence so he knew she was listening.

"That's it." Amon took another sip before continuing. "You need me for some point or purpose. Otherwise you would have killed me by now."

"I won't deny it. I have need of you, child," Loh replied in a clipped tone. "But once I have used you, I will not hesitate to kill you."

"I'm not afraid." When Amon spoke the words, he realized how true they were. He didn't fear death now that he knew Korra still loved him. Death was nothing. "Your plan rides on the hope of you winning the war."

"Make no mistake, child," Loh's voice was like a cold grip on his heart that squeezed it with each word. "Whether or not I win this war, I will still kill you. Even if I must do so with my dying breath."

03.15.13 2:45am

"I can't believe you're here!" Korra exclaimed. She ran forward and pulled her former friend into a tight hug. "I had the base camps looking for you. How long have you been here?" Korra left go of Asami and took a step back.

"She got here the same day you did," Mako supplied the answer before Asami could speak. "But it was before we had our memories. By the time you made the request, Asami was already working undercover as an Equalist."

Asami gave him a sideways look of annoyance before turning her attention back to Korra. "I got my memories back not much longer after Mako and Bolin did but I made them swear not to say a word to you because- because I didn't want to chance it."

It was in the way she stumbled over her words and gave another sideways look to Mako that Korra knew Asami knew about Amon and her even if nobody knew the details. They'd been given an apartment with one bedroom; it wasn't hard for people to assume based on that fact alone.

The concern had been that Korra might, whether intentional or not, tell Amon about Asami and her cover would have been blown. No one had known whether or not Korra and Amon were still in contact. Korra hadn't been very forthcoming with details.

"Right. Of course." Korra grinned and acted as if she hadn't noticed the wordless exchange. "Now, tell me what's going on."

Korra listened as both Mako and Asami told her what she already knew: the Equalists were planning six different waves of attack beginning with the first at dawn. Asami didn't have very many more details than Amon, which worried Korra. It seemed like a whole group of people were involved with a large-scale assault on a city yet were barely prepared.

"What did they tell you was the main objective?" Korra asked with a frown.

"To take control of the city by force if necessary," Asami replied calmly like they weren't talking about war.

"But what's the point of the six different waves?" Korra pressed.

Asami shrugged. "They say it's to cause confusion and chaos. No one, besides the higher ups, is fully aware of when or even where exactly each wave will hint. But there are two areas that are completely off limits for the attack."

"What?" Korra was completely taken aback. Amon hadn't said anything like this earlier. "Where?"

"Tarrlok's center of command and your apartment building."

"Wh- wh-what?" Korra stammered like an idiot.

Asami nodded, "Amon apparently made it clear that those two locations are not to be entered by an Equalist. It's rumored that he and his Lieutenant are planning a personal attack on one of those buildings but didn't want the Equalists knowing which one." Asami looked at her like she wanted to add more to her explanation but she kept silent whatever it was.

"Well, I won't be in my apartment building if they strike and hopefully they'll leave anyone else that lives in there alone. I couldn't care less if that plan to strike Tarrlok's command center. The enemy of my enemy is my friend," Korra added in a sing-song voice.

"Right," Mako jumped in. "We need to focus on Republic City. I'll go and talk to Lin, see if she can spare some men. Korra, you go get Bolin and bring him up to speed and Tenzin too. While I'm at the base camp, I'll have someone radio out to the officers in the city to prepare for the fight."

"This is really happening then?" Korra shook her head; she couldn't believe that this day was finally upon them. She'd been worrying about it for so long but now she could actually do something about it. She could fight.

"It is. But we're ready for it." Mako placed a reassuring hand on her shoulder and gave it a quick squeeze. As he dropped his hand away, he turned his attention back to Asami. "Go back to the Equalists. Try to talk to those who don't want to fight and get them to join our side in the end. I don't care what Tarrlok does afterwards; we'll make sure those that fight for us are given shelter and food after the battle. Convince them that fighting for the Equalists isn't worth it."

Asami nodded as tears collected on the brim of her eyes. "Whatever happens, Mako," Asami broke off the sentence with a sheepish look in Korra's direction.

Korra cleared her throat and struggled to find some excuse. "I um- I'll just go and find Bolin. Get in touch if anything changes," she said to Mako. "And Asami, I'm really glad you're here." She gave her a quick hug and then pulled away.

"After all of this is over, you and I will have some time to catch up." Asami smiled though it didn't quite reach her eyes.

No one wanted to say it but the threat was looming above them like a dark cloud. Would they all survive? Was this the last time they would see each other?

"Sounds like a plan." Korra returned the smile before jumping up on Naga's back. "Until then," Korra nodded at them both and pulled at Naga's reins, turning her to race down the street towards the building Mako and Bolin had been living in.

The city blurred in her visions and it took a few moments for Korra to realize she was crying. The moment she did, she brushed away the wetness on her cheeks. This was no time for tears.

Dawn was coming with the promise of war.

03.15.13 6:13am

Lin Beifong hadn't gotten a bit of sleep all night. She'd felt it in her bones even before the firebender had radioed in to say he was coming. But that was when she knew. His voice had been filled with urgency and when one of the officers made a bridge for him to pass over, he hadn't slowed down until he saw her. The screeching of the brakes had been ominous all on their own.

As soon as he'd confirmed her fears, Lin went into action. She radioed into the city, telling the men on watch to wake every officer they had and prepare them for battle. They didn't know where the Equalists would attack but they'd stationed a group of officers on every main intersection across town. After sending extra arms back with Officer Mako into the city, they were stretched thin and the base camps were left with a fifth of the officers they needed to keep the camp up and running.

That was the only reason she was still here. She needed to make sure the few officers that were left to protect the base camp from Rotters were adequately armed and ready.

Dawn would bring causalities. And many of them.

Her men were going to die all because Tarrlok didn't care enough to train up a military force instead of just benders. He only sent them a third of the numbers he was supposed to. Only Spirits knew what happened to the other benders he took under his watch.

Goosebumps raised across Lin's flesh. She could feel the sun's approach like it was Death riding in on a black horse.

Dawn was just minutes away. She had to get to Republic City before the attack could begin.

"Officer Markl," Lin ordered the young man over to where she was standing by the ammo.

"Chief," he saluted her and waited for his orders.

"I'm leaving you in charge. We've had to take most of the ammo, leaving you guys with a short supply. You are still to protect this base camp from Rotters. No one has been bitten under my watch and I expect you to uphold that standard. Make. Every. Shot. Count." Lin growled out each word of the command as its own sentence, knowing it would have the desired affect on the young officer.

"Y-yes ma'am. We won't let you down!"

"Chief Beifong!" A young female officer ran towards them. Her face was flushed and her eyes were wide with fear.

"What is it?"

"Rotters!" She pointed behind her towards the entrance of the camp. "They're coming!"

Lin's eyes snapped to the high fence that was the only thing which protected the base camp from the outside. It had barbed wire wrapped around it at the top but that wasn't what Lin looked at. No, what she was looking at was far more gruesome.

A solid black line on the horizon was fast approaching. Lin blinked once and it was as if the mass moved forward several feet so that everything was in more detail.

Hundreds of Rotters were running straight towards the base camp and her officers. Already she could smell the stench of death and decay in the air.

"TO YOUR POSTS!" Lin shouted, her voice traveling around the entire camp. "GRAB YOUR FIREARMS!" She shoved a rifle into each officers' hands and then raced to the front gate, yelling orders as she went. "ON YOUR FEET! SHOOT THOSE BASTARDS AND DON'T YOU FUCKING MISS!"

The few remaining officers leapt into action. The sound of gunfire filled the air over the roar of the hungry monsters.

"DO NOT LET THEM INTO THIS CAMP!"

Lin raised her hands and formed a deep trench in the Earth. She brought the rock up as a wall to reinforce the wire fence. Her eyes traveled over the moving mass of rotting bodies and she wondered if this was the last thing she would see before she died.

Just above the bodies, the sun could be seen rising through the thin clouds.

Dawn is here.


Like I said, I hope this wasn't disappointing! I promised shit would hit the fan but the story and characters got a little carried away from me so I had to add in more details and delay the more major stuff. Please let me know what you think!
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24. Chapter 24


In honor of Valentine's Day I decided to go ahead and post the next update. Since my last update, views/visitors on the fic have greatly increased and I don't know why but thanks everyone for reading!
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03.15.13. 6:24am

Korra watched the sun rising on the horizon. The bright orange and red rays cut through the gray sky and lit the world around them. A light breeze brushed her ponytails around her face.

It's too peaceful.

Bolin and Mako stood on either side of her. They'd chosen a building just next to Tarrlok's center command though theirs wasn't even close to as tall as Tarrlok's. It still provided them with a good view of Republic City.

A gust of wind whipped their clothes and brought dust to their eyes. Korra raised her arms to shield them from the dirt.

"Wait," she paused as the wind died down and then inhaled deeply. "Do you guys smell that?"

It was a metallic scent like iron with rust but there was something else, something just underneath.

"It smells like," Bolin inhaled again. His eyes widen with realization the same time Korra said…

"Death."

"That's not possible!" Mako whirled around and grabbed binoculars from one of their knapsacks. He tossed a pair to both Korra and Bolin as he joined them once more on the edge of the roof.

"Where's it coming from?" Korra asked, frantically searching the streets below. All she could see were armed soldiers spread too thin throughout the city.

"Over there!" Bolin pointed towards the edge of town, near the entry tunnel. Korra followed his finger and saw the gruesome image.

Base Camp One was under attack.

It was hard to tell just what was going on but there was no denying the large mass of Rotters closing in. Chucks of rock were being flung through the air along with bullets. If she strained her ear, Korra could just barely here the pop! pop!

"But that doesn't make sense," Korra mumbled to herself. "The wind is coming from the-"

"Over there!" Mako shouted and Korra's heart stopped.

The base camp had been in the wrong direction. It was down wind; there was no way that had been the source of the smell.

Korra turned her attention to where Mako had pointed. The sight was enough to almost make her fall forward, over the edge.

"Fuck!" Korra hissed.

Several blocks away, a large mass of Equalists was bursting out of a building that had once been a local dinner. The faded sign "Bob's Burgers" could still be seen above it.

"I don't understand." Bolin leaned forward and his arm brushed against Korra's.

The Equalists ran forward with no sense of point or purpose. Several tripped but none of the others would stop and help. Instead them trampled over their fallen comrades as if they weren't even there.

"Don't you see?" Korra lowered her binoculars to her side and turned to look at Bolin beside her.

Below her, she could hear the footfalls that sounded more like the beat of a war drum to her ears. It was so early in the morning but soon people would be waking up to a horror they had all believed to be protected from.

"They're Rotters," Mako said.

The three benders stood in silence as the screams of the officers rose up to them.

03.15.13 6:24am

"Amon," the Lieutenant announced his presence with a voice full of fear. Amon didn't like the tone coming from his Lieutenant. The man was weak. He should have disposed of him long ago.

Jin Lee and Amon stood at the edge of town, surrounded by abandoned buildings, waiting for the signal.

The sun was just beginning to rise. They couldn't see it but its rays were lighting up the streets despite the harsh shadows of the buildings.

"I assume the first wave has started," Amon replied. He stood with his back to the Lieutenant but could hear his cautious approach.

"We've lost contact."

"What?" Amon turned to look at the Lieutenant over his shoulder.

"Just before dawn, all radio signals were cut off. We don't have communication between us or any of the six waves." The Lieutenant came around to bring Amon the portable radio he had and offered it to him so that he might check for himself.

"These things happen," Jin Lee said calmly. "In the chaos of war, radios are broken or the men manning them die. It is a part of war."

Amon took the radio into his hand but didn't try it yet. "All six radios at the same time?" He turned to Jin Lee who stood facing forward with her shoulders back and her hands clasped behind her back. "And only the first wave has go into battle. The other five should still be waiting."

Jin Lee shrugged but didn't respond.

Amon tested the radio and tried each different channel to insure there hadn't been any confusion over which one to use. But channels one through five were as silent as the grave.

"Something's not right." Amon shoved the radio back into the Lieutenant's hands. "I'm going to go check on them."

Her hand shot out too fast for Amon to register the movement. One second he was stepping forward, the next her fingers were digging into his sleeve.

"That is not part of the plan."

"Remove your hand," Amon ordered through clenched teeth.

"We must stick to the plan or risk losing this fight."

"My men may be dying out there and you expect me to stand here and wait around for it?" Amon grabbed her wrist and tried to force it free.

"You are not to go out there. The risk is too high." Her fingers dug in like claws. Amon was surprised she didn't tear straight through the thick fabric.

Amon narrowed his eyes at her. The plan had been foolish in the first place. They were to wait until all hell broke loose and then head straight towards Tarrlok's command center. The idea was to lure the benders Tarrlok had trained out into the city, leaving the President with little or no security in order for them to take him as a hostage.

"I'm willing to risk it in order to save my men."

"I cannot allow you to endanger yourself, sir." It was a warning; a threat for him to do as he was told. But where she got the balls to talk to him in that way, Amon didn't know.

"Let. Go." He spat out the order and tugged on her wrist but her grip was too strong even for Amon.

"Don't make me put you down in front of your lieutenant, Amon." Jin Lee smiled in what was supposed to be innocence but came across as a beast smiling at its prey.

"You wouldn't-"

Jin Lee's other hand lashed out, grabbing hold of Amon's shoulder and pushing him forward. She used the momentum to bring her body over his with a knee pressing into his chest, pinning him to the ground.

"You are to stay here," Jin Lee hissed into his face as she wrapped a hand around his throat. Her other hand reached out behind her like a claw.

Amon watched in horror as his Lieutenant was raised up into the air like a rag doll on strings.

"What- what are you?" He choked out.

As she leaned forward over him, a necklace slid out from the collar of her uniform. It was a small pedant and simple in design. But it was the colors that stuck out most to Amon. The edges were the same dark gray of his mask and the blood red circle in the center matched the one on his forehead.

"I am the savior," Jin Lee's voice cut through his thoughts. "I am darkness but I am the light. I bring light but I am death."

"Enough with the dramatics, child," Loh's voice echoed in Amon's head but it appeared that Jin Lee could hear it as well. "Let him go."

Jin Lee released him instantly and crawled away from him. His throat stung from where she had clawed her fingers into his skin.

"What of the mortal?" Jin Lee asked Loh as she glared at the Lieutenant she still had suspended in the air with unseen power.

"He's of no importance to me," Loh replied evenly as if they were discussing the weather and not a person's life.

"No! Wait-"

Amon lunged towards his Lieutenant but it was too late.

Jin Lee's clawed hand squeezed shut and the Lieutenant's body dropped to the ground with a thump.

By the time Amon reached his side, blood was leaking from the Lieutenant's eyes, mouth, and nose.

"You're a- a-"

"Bloodbender." Jin Lee grinned with pure delight as Amon stared at her in horror.

03.15.13. 6:30am

"We need to get down there. Now!" Korra shoved her pair of binoculars into Mako's gut to free her arms. She raised her limbs and pulled at the Earth below them. It broke through the concrete sidewalk and flew up to them, stopping at the same height as the building.

"Wait, Korra," Mako placed a hand on her shoulder to stop her from racing forward. "We can't just rush in without a better understanding of what's going on."

"People are dying, Mako!" Korra shouted as she pushed him off.

"Korra," Bolin interrupted in a calmer voice. "Mako's right. We won't be helping anyone if we run down there and get ourselves bit."

"We need to radio down to the officers and let them know what's coming for them and then we need to find the source," Mako ordered in his officer's tone of voice.

"The source? The source of what?" Korra crossed her arms, unwilling to admit it out loud that they were right.

"The Rotters," Mako stated as if it should have been obvious. "Those Equalists didn't just all the sudden turn. In all the time that Republic City has been here, there hasn't been one case of someone falling ill and catching the disease and we're completely cut off from the outside world. There's no way a Rotter got in here and started turning them."

"Then where did they come from?" Bolin asked with a frown.

"That's the question. I suggest we backtrack to wherever it is they came out of. We should be able to find some answers."

"But that won't stop them from infecting the entire city!" Korra flung her hands up in frustration.

"If we can track down the source, it just might give us the cure!" Mako shouted back. "Think of it, Korra. We could stop the Equalists and the Rotters. We wouldn't have to stay in Republic City."

Korra stared at him as the debate waged war in her head.

Looking at the bigger picture, they needed a cure. No one could survive in this city for much longer. Food and water would run out. Those that were deemed lower class by Tarrlok were already living in poor conditions. The Equalists were a problem before. But now that they were tearing through town, biting people and turning them, they were a huge problem.

What were they supposed to do though? Kill every last Rotter in town? They'd wipe out over half the remaining population and even then that was only if they were lucky enough to survive the battle themselves.

"You're right," Korra said at last. "If there's a chance to find a cure, we have to go after it."

03.15.13. 6:30am

"You lying bitch!" Amon lunged for Jin Lee's throat. Before he could even place one foot in front of the other, she raised her hand and stopped him in his tracks. He felt his body leave the ground as the blood in his veins exploded with pain. It was as if his heart was pumping fire through his body, burning everything.

"I won't deny that I lied to you," Jin Lee replied evenly. "It was easy. You're such a sucker for a damsel in distress. And my story matched yours so closely that you wanted to believe it. You felt sorry for me." She grunted and tightened her grip at the word 'sorry'.

Amon groaned but didn't cry out; he wouldn't give her the satisfaction.

"Jin Lee," Loh's voice was a warning though it didn't sound very threatening; more like she was bored of the situation but didn't want Amon to die.

"I'm not going to kill him," Jin Lee said through her teeth; her concentration on Amon's blood caused a sweat to break out on her forehead, the drops of perspiration glistened in the morning sun. "You just need him to be alive, right?"

"Jin Lee! Enough!" Loh snarled.

Amon slammed back down to the street below them. He gasped for air and struggled to clear his vision. His body still felt like it was burning but the feeling was fading.

"Why?" Amon choked out. "Why do you need me alive?"

"You mean you haven't told him?" Jin Lee giggled like a small child. A small child that wanted to commit genocide. "Don't you know, Amon? It's because of you that all of this is possible."

Amon glared up at her as he struggled to his feet. "What do you mean?"

"You're the reason the dead are coming back to life. You're the reason they're dead in the first place."

"Jin Lee," Loh warned again but it was an empty threat as if she didn't mind that Amon was discovering the truth even if she wasn't the one to be telling him.

"How?" Amon managed to ask the one worded question despite the pain in his throat and the throbbing in his head.

"Loh has been using your heart to control the Rotters, as you mortals have taken to calling them." Jin Lee shrugged. "They don't call her the Heart Stealer for no reason."

"I still don't understand. How can my heart give her this kind of control?"

"It wasn't solely you. Koh helped as well."

"It's a fantastic story," Jin Lee said as she practically bounced on the balls of her feet. "The Spirits were hunting Koh for helping you to rid the world of bending. But Loh knew if they discovered him, he would tell them the truth and then they would come after her." Jin Lee's face darkened with sick excitement as she spoke. "So, Loh tricked Koh into trusting her, promising to help him. Instead she absorbed his powers and destroyed him in the process."

"That's impossible!" Amon breathed. It was all too much. Too much information for his brain to take in all at once.

"But all she could do with his power was steal people's faces. She needed more. With your heart, she was able to harness the power she needed. Not only could she steal people's heart but now she could steal their hearts and their entire bodies. It's how she controls them." Jin Lee seemed on the verge of bursting with pride.

"You created an army of the undead?" Amon shouted the accusation.

"They're not undead. They simply appear dead because by stealing their heart, mind, and body, it creates a disease inside of them. The disease eats away at the body causing it to rot. Because they don't have a heart, instinct tells them to find one. This causes the bite that spreads the diseases."  Loh explained in a dark but gleeful voice, though the words didn't make sense to Amon. "It was because of you, my child, that all of this was possible."

"Why?" Amon snarled like a caged beast. "Why me?"

"Because you are mine. You are my son." 

"I am not your son!" Amon shouted to the empty air. "I will never be your son!"

"Do you truly believe that a poor farmer's son would really achieve greatness? And who were you in this lifetime? The son of a whore; the product of a broken condom."

"No- no, I have a brother! I had a family!"

"I had to give you to a mortal family to raise you in this world but they weren't good enough. So I had them killed."

Amon stumbled backwards until he was braced against a brick wall. He clawed at the mask. If he were able to remove it, perhaps Loh would leave him alone.

"The Spirits wouldn't allow me to raise you in our world because you had the heart of a mortal. You had your father's heart."

"Who?" Amon choked on a sob. "Who was my father?"

"Some non-bender who pleaded with the Spirits to avenge his death; he'd been killed by a fire-bender back when Aang was still the Avatar. The wrath that man held in his heart was what I had been waiting for."

"Is that why- why I've-" Amon struggled to voice the question.

"Is that why you've felt like there was a beast inside you your entire life?" Loh supplied the question for him. "Yes."

Amon thought he would pass out from seer shock.

All his life he'd been filled with unexplainable hatred and anger. It felt as if there was a caged monster living inside of him, too massive for his skin. And the beast was always trying to escape, trying to fulfill its bloodlust. Even in his former life he'd been filled with such rage that he'd led an entire army to wipe out a group of people. And why? Because benders had killed his family? That fury should have died when he killed the benders responsible.

"You children have always been a part of two different worlds. It has taken a toll on your mental and physical health. You've the hearts of mortals but the wrath of Spirits."

"Children?" The word stuck out and made Amon's blood run cold.

"Of course." Jin Lee stepped forward with a masochistic grin spreading her lips apart. "You didn't think you were the only special one. Did you, brother?"
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03.15.13. 6:52am

"Keep looking!" Korra spat in a low tone.

They'd made it into the old dinner the Equalists turned Rotters had been hiding it. There had been too many of bodies for them to have just waited inside the building. There had to be some kind of hidden entrance.

Screams and gunfire could be heard just outside the door though the fight had been moved several blocks over. From the loud volume, Korra guessed that wave two had already hit and if it was anything like the first one, they were in trouble.

"I've got something!" Mako shouted just loud enough for them to hear without drawing attention from anyone who may have been lurking outside.

Korra ran over to where Mako was in front of the large freezer door. He was knelt down looking at the muddy footprints that hadn't had the chance to dry. There were so many footprints that they couldn't tell just how many different sets there were. Whoever had made them had had dirty feet when they'd come out of the freezer room, collecting ice that had melted, making the muddy prints.

"Let's go!" Korra swung open the thick door and shouldered past Mako. The freezer was dark and smelled like mold. Towards the back, the wall had been cut out, leading to a long tunnel that went into the earth. The only way down was a metal ladder that had been bolted to the wall. Korra rushed down into the darkness, not bothering to check that the brothers were following her.

"Korra!" She heard Mako growl from above but the ladder jolted under her, letting her know that he was following.

She reached the end of the tunnel and jumped down, landing a few feet below with a soft thud. From the smell and the sound of water, she knew they must be in the sewer system. It made sense; the Equalsts had used a similar hide out before. They had needed a large enough place to hide their numbers.

Mako landed next to her and lit a ball of flame in one of his hands, holding it up to light the metal walls surrounding them.

"Nice," Bolin mumbled as he landed in the murky, swallow water on the floor.

"Well, we've only got two options," Mako said as he directed the light down either side of the tunnel.

"Is no one else going to state the obvious?" Korra said, looking up above them.

"What?" The brothers asked at the same time.

"If there's six waves, there's five more tunnels then the one we just came down. The Equalists have been planning this for a long time," Korra explained her train of thought.

"You mean you think they've been planning this since before the apocalypse," Mako stated bluntly.

Korra looked back down at the two brothers who both appeared as worried as she felt. "Someone was. Someone who knew this city would be where it all went down."

"You can't mean-"

"Tarrlok. It only makes sense." Korra nodded as if the puzzle in her head was finally coming together. "He had been preparing this city before anyone else even knew about the Rotters. Amon didn't have any of his memories until after the world ended."

"But why would Tarrlok help the Equalists!" Bolin sounded angry for the first time. It shocked both Mako and Korra and they stared at him with wide eyes. "Tarrlok wants to control Republic City through bending. Why would he help the Equalists to attack it?"

The three friends were silent for several long minutes. The only sound was the dripping of water echoing from somewhere in the tunnel.

"I think there's more to this," Mako said cautiously, as if he were forming his own puzzle in his head. "But right now we need to focus on finding where the Equalists came from."

"This way," Korra said, pointing to the left.

"Why that way?" Bolin asked.

"The water is coming from that direction. I assuming there's some kind of tank that filters out this crap and sends the cleaner water back up to some water reservation for it to get filtered to use again."

"Where there's a tank room, there's space for the Equalists to hide," Mako grinned at her. "Nice work."

"What happens when we reach their head quarters and there's Equalist turned Rotters waiting for us?" Bolin asked as they headed down the tunnel with Mako's flame lighting their way.

"I doubt they'll be very many if there are any at all," Korra replied. They kept their voices low but they still seemed to echo back to them in the tight space.

"Yeah," Mako agreed. "Why leave man power hiding below the city you're trying to overtake by force?"

"I suppose," Bolin replied with a frown. If he disagreed, he didn't voice it.

They walked in silence. Occasionally, they passed fresh-made tunnels with ladders leading up to the city above. Each time, one of them would climb up and take a quick look around but it was always the same: an abandoned old building where the Equalists had gone through but there was no sign that any of them were still there.

"So, that's it then," Korra sighed as she came down the sixth and final tunnel. "Each wave has already made their move on Republic City."

"Do you think they're all Rotters?" Bolin asked.

"Smells like it." Korra shrugged past the fear coursing through her body. She didn't want them to see that she was afraid. She was the Avatar; she couldn't be scared.

"Let's keep going." Mako stepped forward into the darkness, raising his hand up higher to better light their way.

Bolin and Korra followed him but stayed back a few feet.

"He's worried about Asami," Korra whispered low enough that only Bolin could hear her.

"Yeah, but he's also worried about the other officers. A lot of them are his friends." Bolin rubbed the back of his neck and kept his eyes forward, not looking at Korra.

"We're going to win this," Korra replied a bit louder. "We're going to find a cure and then deal with the Equalists." She sounded confident even to her own ears but there was something nagging at the back of her mind. Something that Amon had said.

"Don't you see? Loh! It's Loh. She's controlling the Equalists through me!"

"Oh, shit." Korra stopped suddenly as if the thought had physically slapped her in the face.

"What is it?" Mako turned around, his eyes searching for any signs of a threat.

"I can't believe I forgot! The most important piece of information he gave me and it completely slipped my mind."

"Who gave you what information?" Mako growled, annoyed there was even a chance he didn't know everything.

"Amon!" Korra growled back before returning her concentration to the train of thought that had hit her out of nowhere. She paced back and forth, mumbling to herself.

"You mean to tell me you've had contact with the Equalists' leader and you didn't think that information was important enough to tell us until now!" Mako shouted but Korra didn't listen to him.

How was it that she'd forgotten?

Who knew what they would find now? If they continued to the head quarters, they could be walking into a trap. If this spirit, Loh, was controlling the Equalists then was it possible she had been the one to turn them into Rotters? But how? It didn't make any sense.

"I knew it! I knew you still had feelings for him!" Mako threw his hands up in the air with exasperation, causing the light to flicker around them. "All this time you've let your emotions cloud your judgement!"

"Bro," Bolin said in a warning tone.

"No!" Mako shouted back. "We could be walking into a trap right now all because Korra fell in love with the enemy!"

Korra froze in her tracks as Mako words bounced back at them off the metal walls.

"You have no idea what you're talking about, Mako." Korra narrowed her eyes at him, her voice low and menacing.

"I know exactly what I'm talking about!" Mako yelled. "You arrived in Republic City with him attached to you at the hip. You moved into a one bedroom apartment together! I saw the way you looked at him; you love him!" Mako spat out the accusation.

"Are we really going to do this right now? You really want to-"

"Yeah, Korra. We're doing this right now because for all we know, your blinded judgment is going to get us killed any minute now!" Mako didn't give her a chance to respond. "Let me guess, Amon visited you and told you some bullshit story about how he needs your help. He gave you just enough information so you would believe him and then he told you where to find him after the attacks began!"

"Um, guys-"

"Stay out of this Bolin." Korra shoved past him so that she was toe-to-toe with the heated firebender. "You have no idea what you're talking about. There are forces at work here that you can't even begin to understand-"

"Oh, and you do!"

"Yeah!" Korra shouted back. "I understand a hell of a lot more than you do."

"All you understand is how good his dick feels!" The insult came out loud and hard like a gunshot.

Korra stood stunned for several long heartbeats. When she finally spoke, her voice was a growl from the back of her throat. "You jealous asshole."

"Jealous?" Mako shouted back, not caring how loud his voice was in the small space. "Jealous of what, Korra?"

"Guys, I really don't think-"

"Even in our pasts lives, you wouldn't be honest when it came to your feelings. All you did was play games and I let you. I was blinded by feelings for you. So blinded that I let you play with my heart."

Mako stuttered as he tried to counter Korra's accusations but he couldn't think of anything strong enough for an argument.

"And now? Now, I have someone and you just can't stand the thought that I don't want you. You hate that I don't feel one ounce of jealousy over your relationship with Asami."

"You're crazy!"

"You're a liar!"

Their shouts echoed down the tunnel as their heavy breathing filled the air between them. Korra's heart was beating so fast with fury that she thought it would jump right out of her chest.

"Guys-"

"What Bolin?" Mako snapped, turning his attention to his brother to avoid Korra's furious glare.

"There's a seventh tunnel." Bolin cleared his throat and shuffled from foot to foot, clearly uncomfortable with their confrontation.

"What?" Korra whirled around to glare at him even though her anger wasn't his fault.

Bolin pointed his finger above him and they all three raised their eyes to look at the tall tunnel stretching up above them. The opening looked further than the others and the light coming from it was dull, which explained why they hadn't noticed it at first.

"That-s- that's not right."

"What? Did your boyfriend not give you all the details?" Mako asked in a dry voice.

Korra cut him a glare but didn't respond to the comment. "I'll go up and check things out. You guys wait here."

"I think I-"

"I've got this, Bolin." Korra rested a hand on his shoulder, trying to reassure him. She pulled herself up to the ladder and began climbing. She didn't look back.

03.15.13. 7:15am

"Brother?" Amon gasped as his brain refused to catch up to the words Jin Lee was saying. He'd just found out his mother was a psycho Spirit and now he was supposed to believe he had a sister? A blood bending sister? No.

"Once I realized the potential of having a half-mortal son I thought, 'why stop there?'"

"Isn't it wonderful?" Jin Lee bounced with excitement. "My father was a blood bender but he wasn't very powerful. Loh's power enhanced mine and now I can blood bend whenever I want."

"Why are you doing all of this? What are you hoping to accomplish?"

"Power," Loh replied as if the answer were obvious. "I desire power."

"I can see you take after our mother," Amon said dryly to Jin Lee as he slowly pulled himself back up to his feet, using the wall behind him as support.

"And you must take after your father; weak and bitter. What a great combination."

"Children!" Loh snapped. "Do not make me come to your mortal world because you two can't get along."

"Sorry, Loh," Jin Lee replied in a hushed tone. She stared at her feet like a child being scolded by her mother. And, Amon realized, she was just that.

"Now, Amon," Loh spoke in a softer tone but it was still harsh with command. "You are to stay here while Jin Lee and I see to it that the plan is carried out entirely."

"Why the fuck would I just stay here and let you?" Amon spat out the question.

"Because we have company."

"What are you talking about?"

But before Loh could answer, Amon heard it. Shouts coming from behind them, towards the entrance of the tunnel they had used to connect the sewer system to an abandon building where they could come and go without risk of being seen. The building had all of its windows broken but the concrete walls echoed the sound and carried it to them.

"Shall I deal with them?" Jin Lee asked, raising those claw like hands of hers.

"No, no," Loh said gently. "Amon will wish to handle this himself."

"We're not through here, Loh!" Amon shouted.

"Oh, but we are. You see, your lover is down in those tunnels looking for you. Shall I show her the truth of what you are or will you let me go in peace?"

Amon stood still for several long minutes as the sound of an argument carried up through the tunnel but the voices were too muffled to understand the words.

"Just tell me one thing, Loh."

"What is it my child?"

"You mean to tell me, all of the Rotters you control because you control my heart?"

"I thought we already went through this. I have your still beating heart in my hands. By connecting the Rotters' hearts to yours, I simply use your heart to control theirs. It's amazing how inhuman mortals are without their hearts."

"Why am I not a Rotter then? If I have no heart, why am I still human?"

"Because part of my power flows through your veins. It is because I am your mother that you are not subjected to that state."

Amon nodded as if he had been expecting her answer. "Very well. Leave me here and I will deal with the Avatar."

Jin Lee chuckled under her breath. "Why the sudden change of heart, brother?"

"It was never my heart to change in the first place, sister."
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26. Chapter 26


Trigger Warnings for this chapter: Strong discussion of suicide. Possible character death by suicide.


03.15.13. 7:30am

Korra poked her head above the tunnel's opening. Turning slowly, she searched the building around her with narrowed eyes.

The morning sunlight drifted in through the exposed warehouse. The large broken windows allowed her to see through to the alleyway.

"Shit," Korra mumbled under her breath.

A few yards away, Amon stood alone in the alley. His back was to her but he looked tense, ready to fight.

"What is it?" Bolin called up, his voice echoing around them.

Amon's head cocked to the side as if he had heard Bolin's question but he did not turn around.

"Sh!" Korra hissed down at the brothers. As quietly as she could manage, Korra pulled herself out of the hole, staying low to the ground. She crawled over to the large, garage door size entrance along the wall that separated her from Amon.

The hair on the back of her neck stood on end. Though she wanted to run to Amon something told her to stay back. There was something different about him. It was like he knew she was there but wouldn't face her; he was waiting for her to come to him.

Was this a trap? Had Amon been leading her here this whole time?

No. That didn't make sense. If he had wanted to hurt her, he could have done it back at the apartment.

Korra scanned the alleyway once more before stepping out into the light.

"Amon?"

"Korra," Amon greeted in a soft voice but he didn't turn to look at her. Instead he stared straight ahead towards the end of the alley.

"What are you doing here?" Korra stepped forward but still he wouldn't turn.

"Waiting for you." His answers were short and they sounded apathetic. It was night and day compared to how they had last talked to one another.

"Tell me what's going on," Korra demanded. She reached out to place a hand on his shoulder but hesitated.

There was something wrong.

Amon dropped his head and released a long sigh. "There's not much time, Korra."

"What are you talking about?" Korra grabbed his shoulder and forced him to turn around and face her. Her voice was on the verge of sounding hysterical but she didn't care.

Grasping both her arms, Amon's eyes darted around them, searching to see if anyone was watching them. He pulled her to the side, in the shadow of the closest building.

"I don't have much time to explain but you must be prepared. I don't know what will happen after- after..." Amon's voice trailed off and once more he glanced around them.

"After what? Tell me!" Korra growled. She was tried of being kept in the dark.

"After the Rotters are cured," Amon replied. He tried to keep a blank expression but Korra saw the fear in his eyes.

"How will they be cured? What is the cure?" Korra's asked the frantic questions in low, hushed tones, matching Amon's voice.

"It's me, Korra. I'm the cure."

03.15.13. 7:40am

"Maybe I should go after her," Mako said again for at least the tenth time.

Bolin rolled his eyes but otherwise ignored his brother who was currently pacing back and forth.

"Something's happened. She wouldn't be taking this long if the area was cleared."

Bolin sighed. They'd already had this argument once. "If she needed our help she would have called out."

"But what if she didn't have a chance to? What if someone was waiting up there for her and they've covered her mouth so she can't cry out for help?"

"Mako," Bolin gripped his brother's arm to stop his worried pacing. "Have you ever known Korra to go down quietly? Even if there was someone up there, she would have put up one hell of a fight and we would have heard. She doesn't exactly have skills in stealth."

Mako shook his head but didn't say anything. He clearly knew Bolin was right but didn't want to admit to it.

"If we don't hear from her in the next five minutes, I'm going up."

"Okay," Bolin agreed with a shrug of his shoulders. "And I'll be right behind you."

03.15.13 7:40am

"What the hell do you mean you're the cure?" Korra's heart pounded in her chest. She had an uneasy feeling she couldn't quite place.

"It's a long story and I don't have much time."

Korra opened her mouth to make a comment but Amon hushed her with a gentle hand placed over her mouth as his other hand wrapped around her waist, pulling her closer.

"Loh is using my heart to control the Rotters. But the heart needs to be alive, still beating. If there's no heartbeat, there's no Rotters."

Korra's eyes grew wide in realization. Her hands shook and she felt as if she would pass out. The only thing keeping her standing was Amon's arm around her.

"I don't know what else she's planning but I have to stop her. I'm the only one who can."

Animatedly shaking her head, Korra tried to pry Amon's hand from her mouth in order to protest.

"I have to do this, Korra. And nothing you say will be able to stop me. I will always love you," Amon whispered the words into her ear as he leaned in close. The mask he wore rubbed against her cheek.

Releasing her, Amon stepped back.

"Stop!" Korra shouted but it was too late.

In a flash, his hand shot out. Amon's fingers hit a chi in her shoulder, hard enough to force Korra to black out.

The last thing she saw was the fear in his eyes through his darkened mask.

03.15.13. 7:48am

"Korra! Wake up!" Rough hands grabbed her both her shoulders, shaking her back into consciousness.

"What happened?" A second voice, lower than the first, asked.

"I don't know. She was like this when I climbed up." Another shake jolted Korra's body. "Korra, are you okay? Are you hurt?"

"There's no sign of injury. And we would have heard a fight like you said."

The one holding onto her muttered a string of cuss words under his breath as he again tried to get Korra to open her eyes. "Korra, we need to know what happened."

Korra's fogged mind tried to recall the last few minutes and why she had blocked out.

"Ugh!" She groaned. Her head felt like a ton of bricks had slammed into it.

"Korra! You must wake up. There's not much time left. You can still save him!"

"Aang?" She asked past the haze. Her eyes fluttered open and for a moment she thought the saw the older Avatar standing there in the street.

"You can still save him, Korra."

"Amon!" Korra shouted as she bolted upright, searching for the man she knew she wouldn't find still standing there in the alley.

"I knew it!" Mako said, already pissed off at the situation before he even had all the information.

Korra ignored him and instead brushed Bolin off of her as she stood up.

"I have to find him."

"Who?" Bolin's eyebrows drew down with concern.

"Amon." Korra supplied the answer in an apathetic voice as she checked herself to make sure she wasn't hurt. She needed to be at full strength.

"What are you thinking?" Mako shouted at her. "He's tricking you!"

"You guys can come with me or not; I'm going after Amon."

Without a look to either of the bending brothers, Korra headed towards the end of the city. There was only one place Amon would be. And if she hurried, perhaps he'd still be there, standing on the edge.

03.15.13. 8:03am

A warm breeze was drifting in from across the canyon surrounding the city. It brought with it the smell of a green forest and the scent of the cool Earth's dirt. Though Amon could have been imaging the fragrance, it was still comforting.

"What are you waiting for?" Amon whispered to himself.

Just one step. One step was all it would take and thousands of innocent lives would be spared. The people of Republic City would have control of their hearts again; they would be human once more.

Amon closed his eyes and inhaled the warm air into his lungs.

It's just one step. All it takes is one step.

What was wrong with him? How could he be so selfish? What was stopping him from saving all those lives? It would cost him is own but that shouldn't matter.

"Amon!"

Of course he would hear her voice. It was her that was holding him back. But it was because of her he had to go through with this. He had cost her so much pain and suffering in both this life and their last life. But he could end it all. He could bring back the people she loved if he would only take that one step.

"Amon stop!"

Her voice was too loud, too close, too real for it to just be in his head.

Amon whirled around and saw her running towards him at full speed with a look of determination on her face.

"Don't do it!" She screamed as she waved her hands to insure she had grabbed his attention.

"Korra! You shouldn't be here," Amon replied in a raised voice.

"Neither should you!" Korra stopped just a few feet from where he stood. Her breathing was labored and she took a few minutes to calm it. "What the actual fuck do you think you're doing?" She growled, glaring at him with her blue eyes. They were darker as if the anger she felt was a storm clouding up the normally bright blue of her eyes.

Amon sighed and turned back around to face the outside world. He didn't answer her because how could he explain it to where she would understand?

But maybe...

"It would appear, young Avatar, that history has indeed repeated itself. Though we find ourselves on the opposite sides as before." Amon looked down to the darkness of the canyon that stretched below him. "But I am not as brave nor as strong as you were."

"Brave?" Korra shouted and Amon turned back around to look at her. "You think that was brave of me! You think that made me strong?" As she yelled at him, her face flushed and her eyes narrowed. Around them, the wind picked up, whipping their clothes around their bodies. Korra's hair blew in her face but she brushed it aside.

"You did it because you thought it was right. Because it was what you believed to be necessary to save the world." Amon called out. The wind was so strong; they had to shout to hear one another.

"I did it because I was afraid!"

The words where like a gunshot. They came out fast and hard; they seemed to explode in Amon's ears and deafen him.

Korra choked back a sob. Behind her, dark clouds were brewing in the early morning sky. "I jumped off the cliff because I was scared. Not because I was brave or strong, but because I was weak."

"But you-"

"I hoped the next Avatar would be better than me but look what my cowardice did!" Korra swept her arms out to draw his attention to the city behind them. Smoke was rising from streets miles away; gunshots and screams could be heard rising with it.

"Don't you see, Korra? I can end this. It has to be me!"

"Why?" She screamed. Her voice was horse and it caught in her throat. "Why does it have to be you?"

"Because Loh is my mother and only I can stop her."

"Wh-" Korra took a step back as if the words had hit her like a slap in the face. "Loh's your mother?"

Amon nodded. "My father was human but Loh is my mother. She uses the human part of me to control the hearts she's stolen from the people that have turned into Rotters."

Korra stared at him with wide eyes but her face did little to betray the thoughts going through her mind.

"I have to do this Korra. It's the only way to stop Loh. Without the power she draws from me, you'll be able to stop her. The people of Republic City will be saved. The people you died to save will at last be free."

"At what cost, Amon?" Korra cried out.

Thunder rumbled on the distant horizon. It was as if the weather was responding to Korra's emotions.

"It is but a small price to pay, Korra."

"You're talking about your life!"

"My life for thousands!" Amon shouted before she could continue with whatever argument she wanted to make.

It was too late. Amon had made up his mind.

"What about me? Did you stop to even consider me?" Korra sounded desperate, as if she knew Amon wasn't going to change his mind.

"I am thinking of you, Korra. I'm dying so that you may fulfill your destiny as you should have in our past life."

"You think this is honorable? You're doing this- you're dying for-for me?" Korra clenched her fists at her side.

The storm rolled in behind them. Already rain could be seen falling down on Republic City. It was just a matter of minutes before it hit them.

Amon didn't respond but his silence was enough of an answer for Korra.

"There is no honor in this death, Amon. I don't see this as noble or strong. What would be strong is living. Live for me!" Korra choked on the words but no tears fell from her stormy eyes. She pointed to her chest to reinforce her words."That is what is truly brave. Living for the person you love. Anyone can die. Dying is easy!"

"Korra, please-"

"No!" Korra screamed above the howling wind. "Don't you dare ask me to understand. Maybe I would have at one time but not now. Don't you dare ask me to-to give you my fucking blessing to kill yourself!"

"Korra!" The shout came from behind them, further into the city. Both Amon and Korra turned to find the source. Moments later the bending brothers came into view as they raced towards them.

"I'm sorry, Korra," Amon said softly but somehow she heard him and faced him once more. But she was too far away. She wouldn't be able to reach him in time. "We can argue but we'll never agree. I'm sorry." Amon took a small step backwards. He could feel the edge of the Earth waiting for him to fall backwards, to swallow him whole.

"Amon! Wait!" Korra raced towards him with her arm outstretched, reaching for him.

Amon leaned back just as the raindrops fell from the sky and splattered onto the face of his masks.

"I will always love you."

"No!"

Amon twisted his body in mid air in order to face the oncoming darkness. A rock plate flew from the Earth wall but he dodged it before Korra's bending could catch him, before Korra could save him.

Amon fell into the darkness. His pulse pounded as his blood raced through his veins but he found comfort in it. He found comfort in the sound of his heartbeat.

As the Earth reached up to swallow him, Amon closed his eyes and pictured Korra's bright blue eyes filled with the love she had once felt for him.
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"You bastard!" Korra screamed.

"Korra stop!" Strong arms wrapped around her waist and prevented her from running to the edge of the cliff after Amon.

"Let me go!" Korra struggled against the hard muscles. She flung herself backwards, trying to head-butt him but he easily dodged it.

"There's nothing you can do! He's gone!" Bolin shouted above her animalistic cries of pure rage.

"That son of a bitch! You son of a bitch!" Tears streamed freely down her cheeks, as her struggles against the earthbender grew less and less desperate. "I would have helped you! I would have- I would have saved you. If you would have just let me!" Korra collapsed to the ground, bringing Bolin with her as he held her back to his chest.

"Fuck," Mako let out the word in a single breath as he joined them. Cautiously, he walked towards the edge and looked over but Korra had no idea what he was trying to see.

Amon was gone.

He had jumped off the cliff and easily dodged her attempt to stop him. If she had just been a bit quicker with her reaction, the earth plate would have reached out and stopped him. Amon would be alive with just a few bruises.

"Fuck!" Korra clawed at Bolin's arms in an attempt to free herself but he wouldn't let go.

The sane part of Korra knew it was for the best. Everything in her screamed to run after Amon, to follow him down the cliff. But she would only end up hurting herself.

"This is all my fault," Korra mumbled under her breath as she let her arms fall limp against Bolin's. In response, he eased his hold on her but still held her in his arms.

"Don't say that," Bolin said with a voice full of concern.

Concern? Pity's more like it. 

"I should have stopped him. I should have saved him."

"He didn't want to be saved, Korra," Mako slowly approached them but then thought better of it and kept his distance.

Korra shrugged off Bolin's arms and forced herself to stand up. "Aang!" She shouted looking up at the darkened sky. The rain was beginning to fall hard but she didn't care. Let it fucking hail for all she cared.

"Uh, Korra-"

"Aang, you better get your fucking ass down here! You lied to me! You said I still had time to save him!"

"Korra," Mako said in a soft voice, trying to draw her attention.

"And you!" She turned on him with an accusing finger pointed at his chest. "Don't you dare say a word. Do you hear me? Not one fucking word!"

Mako's eyes filled with sympathy but he didn't say anything.

"You- you wanted this!" Korra continued shouting. She hated the look on his face. He looked so sorry for her. It wasn't right. Nobody should be feeling sorry for her! That would mean there was no hope. That Amon really was dead.

Korra dropped to her knees, sobbing into her hands that hide her face. "You wanted this!" She screamed again but her voice was muffled. Strong arms encircled her bent form. "You wanted him dead. And now- now-" Her voice broke off as she struggled to hold in the tears.

"I'm so sorry, Korra," Mako whispered into her ear as he held her against him. "I'm so sorry."

Korra cried until the tears ran dry. She let Mako hold her but she didn't cling to him. She didn't hold him back. It would have felt like a betrayal. Amon was the only person she wanted comforting her. Amon was the only person she wanted to cling to.

"I'm going down there," Korra stated in a horse voice as she pulled away from Mako. Wiping her eyes, she looked back and forth between the brothers, prepared to defend her decision against their protest. But neither one said anything. They simply nodded.

"Do you want me to...?" Bolin's question trailed off. He inclined his head towards the edge of the cliff, as if to offer his assistance.

"No," Korra shook her head. "This is something I need to do on my own."

"We understand," Mako rested a reassuring hand on her shoulder and gave it a small squeeze then let it fall away.

"Will you wait here for me? I won't be long."

Both brothers nodded in reply.

Korra closed her eyes and took a deep breath to center herself. There was a war raging on Republic City; she needed to be mentally prepared. But first, she would recover Amon's body.

He'd sacrificed himself for the people of Republic City. Not only would Korra make his mother, Loh, pay for it, she would be sure that every citizen of Republic City knew who had truly saved them from their horrific fate.

She would pull herself together and win this war just as she had promised.

Opening her eyes, Korra raised her arms and pulled at the Earth below her feet. At the edge of the cliff, a rock plate jutted out, waiting for her to step on it and ride it down.

With one last look to the concerned brothers, Korra stepped onto it and lowered her arms. The rock slid down the cliff's edge at a slow pace. A few different times, Korra's breath would get lodged in her throat and she would have to pause in order to collect herself once more.

Soon, the darkness swallowed her. Lighting a flame in her palm, Korra held it up to light the cavern.

Minutes after she first began the descent, Korra saw him.

His body lay broken and bantered on the floor of the canyon. But the mask was still intact as if at any moment his haunting voice would call out from behind it to tell her this was all just a nightmare.

Silent tears slide down Korra's cheeks but she didn't bother to wipe them off. There was no one down her to see her mourn.

Raising the flame in her hand up high, Korra walked over to Amon's body. She leaned over him, looking into the dark eyes that held no life. Cautiously, Korra reached out her free hand and gripped the mask. She wanted to see his face once more. It had been so long since she'd see his straight nose, full lips, or his high cheekbones and the strong jaw that seemed to always have a 5 o'clock shadow dusting it.

Korra tugged at the mask but it wouldn't come off. For some reason, this made her cry harder. Again she tugged at it but it wouldn't even move. She felt around the back of his head to see if there was a tie she was missing but all her searching fingers found was the thick hair she used to tangle her fingers in to hold him closer.

"Fuck!" Korra shouted, letting out the word with one defeated gasp of air. She punched the hard ground beneath her with the fist holding the flame. The fire went out and left her sobbing in the dark.

"You bastard," Korra whispered between sobs. "You fucking bastard. Why didn't you let me help you?"

Amon was dead.

There was nothing let of him. She would never again see him in the shadows or feel his warm breath on her skin. She'd never be able to hold him or fight along side him. There would be no more nights spent under the stars as they once had before coming to Republic City.

Why had she been so stupid? So foolish?

Was it really only a few months ago that she had found him wounded in the streets? When she had even thought to leave him for dead for fear of having someone be a burden and risk her survival?

How wrong she had been. Without Amon she would have never made it to Republic City. She might have never even made it longer than a week. He had been her anchor. He had been the rock she could lean on. Someone she could rely on. And never once had he treated her like a damsel in distress. That had been one of the reasons she'd fallen in love with him. Korra had always been his equal.

Why had she kicked him out of her apartment? Even as she was yelling at him, she knew she was wrong. Whoever Amon had been in their past life, he had never been that man in this one.

She had wasted so much of the precious time they'd been given. She should never have pushed him away.

This was all her fault. If she had kept him close, he would have never been pushed to this.

Korra leaned down over Amon's body. She could just barely make out the red lines on his mask. Running her fingers over the dips and curves of his mask, Korra bent down and kissed the cool surface that prevented her from touching his lips. With gentle fingers, Korra reached through the two openings to close his eyes.

Death wasn't fair. It played the game by the rules but somehow always ended up cheating all those who were on the board.

Korra didn't know what Republic City would hold for her now. If what Amon said was true, there shouldn't be any Rotters left. They should all have regained control of their hearts.

With some difficulty, Korra wrapped her arms around Amon large and lifeless body. She held him against her but it didn't feel right. His body still held heat but his arms didn't wrap around her; his breath didn't cause her hair to flutter against her cheek.

After several long, silent moments spent in the dark, Korra decided it was time to return to the world of the living. Or what was left of it.

By the time she had Amon's body on the rock plate with one of his arms wrapped around her shoulders for support, Korra felt like all her will power had been drained from her. She felt mentally and emotionally exhausted.

And yet, she soldier on. Not because Republic City needed its Avatar. No, she'd be lying if she said that was the reason.

But because she had promised Amon. She had promised to win this war. And win it she would. Even if it cost her life.

03.15.13. 9:13am

Korra let the rock plate she rode to the top of the cliff stop when it was even with the ground. She still held Amon's body against her side with one of his limp arms wrapped around her shoulders. She had wrapped her own arm around his waist and held onto his wrist with her other hand. Amon was large in build, which made it difficult to carry, or rather drag, him alongside her.

"You know, one of you guys could give me a hand." Korra blew a stray hair out of her face as she looked up to give the bending brothers an annoyed look.

But they weren't there.

"Bolin? Mako?" Korra called softly.

Something was off. She could feel it in the air around her. It was too quiet. She looked towards the city but it was a ghost town. No movement gave away any signs of life. Not even gunshots or sounds of fighting could be heard among the fog that had descended on the streets of Republic City. The rain had given way to a silent drizzle that was more of a sticky mist than anything else.

Korra's eyes narrowed as she scanned the shadows of the buildings surrounding the area but nothing jumped out. No dark shapes emerged from the shadows to solidify into a human form.

Gently placing Amon's body on the hard ground, Korra raised her arms and bent her knees into a fighting stance.

The hair on the back of her neck stood on end and goose bumps raced across her flesh.

"I know you're there," Korra called out just loud enough for her voice to carry a few feet in the dense fog. She didn't know who she was speaking to. It could have been Mako or Bolin but her gut told her someone else- something else was out there.

"Oh my," a dark female voice chuckled from just a few yards away. Her evil laugh sent a chill down Korra's spine. "What do we have here?"

Korra kept her eyes strained on the street before her. As she watched, the fog appeared to become even denser, obscuring her vision.

It was the smell that hit her first. A rotten stench of death. There was only one source of the smell that Korra knew of.

Rotters.

"You poor dear; you have no one to turn to." Again the woman's voice chuckled darkly.

The sound of feet dragging against the pavement reached Korra's ears and her eyes darted to the left to find the source.

"Mako?" Korra breathed out the name with a mixture of shock and disbelief. "No!" She shouted when she saw the bright red of his scarf wrapped around his limp neck. At the sound of her voice, Mako's head snapped up.

Korra didn't have to wait for his body to clear the fog surrounding him. She already knew.

"Who are you?" She shouted at the mysterious woman who still remained hidden. "Show yourself!"

More dragging footsteps came from her right and Korra turned her attention to them. Her heart dropped at the sight.

His body looked contorted and unnatural as he limped his way free of the fog.

"Bolin." The name came out as a plea from her lips and hung in the air with the weight of the world.

What had happened? Why had they turned? The whole point of Amon taking his own life had been to stop the Spirit's control over the Rotters.

Clenching her jaw, Korra spoke through her teeth to the woman who continued to laugh at Korra's loses. "You must be Amon's mother." Korra opened her fists to ignite two flames, one in each palm.

The laughing abruptly stopped. There was a long pause as Korra waited for the reply.

"Oh, so you have heard of me."

A dark shape formed within the mist a few feet off the ground. It floated towards Korra until at last breaking free.

The woman was slender but her limbs too long for her body. She appeared to be human but somehow not. Her angular face glared down at Korra with eyes that glowed red. When Korra looked directly into them, she swore she heard the cries of hundreds of souls being tortured. Dark robes hung from her body but did little to conceal her curves. Two large, round clasps held the robe closed; the color of them matched the color on Amon's mask: blood red.

"You're Loh," Korra bluntly stated in a hard voice. "You let your own son die." The accusation hung between them for several long minutes as Loh regarded her with an emotion Korra couldn't quite read.

"Let him?" Loh asked in a flat voice and then paused. "Ha!" The empty laugh burst from her lips and echoed around them like a gunshot. Loh grinned down at Korra, revealing sharp, pointed teeth. "I didn't let him die. I wanted him to die."
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The world is dark and cold. I can't see anything in front of me. Or perhaps my eyes aren't open and that is why it is so dark. 

I blink.

No, the world around me really is that black.

Is this the afterlife then? I thought it was supposed to be better than this. Maybe there is no afterlife for someone like me. Maybe I'm cursed to spend eternity in this void.

"Amon," a deep voice speaks to me but I can't discern the source. It sounds as if it's coming from all around me. "You have made a very grave mistake."

"Grave indeed," I mumble under my breath. This must be what the inside of a grave looks like after all. "Where am I?" I ask the voice. It's too masculine to be Loh. And the voice isn't pissed off at me, which means it's definitely not her.

"You are in the realm between worlds. You are neither in the mortal world nor the Spirit world," the voice replies in an even tone.

"Why am I here? Aren't I dead?"

"Yes," he states bluntly and I'm taken aback. I'd been hoping that was the case, but it is still a shock to hear I am in fact dead. "But you are also alive."

"What? How is that possible?" I demand.

"The Spirit Loh still holds your heart in her hands. It ties you to the human world." The words echo around me as if I am standing in a small space and they're bouncing off the walls surrounding me. "Soon she will realize the truth and destroy what is left of your heart. Then you will truly be dead."

"But I heard my heart! I heard it beating in my chest!" I try to reach up to run my fingers through my hair but nothing happens. It's as if I have no body. 

"Loh gave you a false heart, a heart that belonged to another. It was her plan from the beginning for you to take this path." The man's voice remains even as if none of this is a surprise to him.

"Why?" 

"She wants to trigger the Avatar State in Korra," he says calmly.

I have a sickening feeling in my gut but I have to know. 

"What happens if she is successful?"

"Loh will take Korra's heart while she is in the Avatar State. Korra will die, the Avatar Cycle will be destroyed, and Loh will be unstoppable."

"Oh, is that all?" I ask in a dry voice. 

"You must return to your body and fight Loh. Only you hold the power to defeat her. You are the only one more powerful than she." He ignores my sarcasm.

"Isn't the Avatar supposed to be the one to save the world?" If I had a body, I would cross my arms and roll my eyes at the ridiculous situation I've found myself in. Dying is supposed to be easy. Why did I wind up here with Mr. Know-It-All lecturing me?

"Avatar Korra is responsible for bringing balance to the world. The Avatar is not always able to do this on his or her own. She will need you to bring down Loh. Once Loh has been drained of power, Avatar Korra will be able to fulfill her part of this war and its aftermath." The man is growing impatient.

"This is great and all, but I don't exactly have a usable body to return to. If you didn't know already, my body was broken by my jump."

"The Spirits will heal your body for a limited time period. You will have thirteen hours and once those hours are up, you will return to the Spirit World where the Spirit part of you will remain. But the human part of you will have perished."

"Thir- thirteen hours?" I don't know whether to be thankful for the hours or worried. Forcing Korra to experience my death once was bad enough. If the voice talking to me was correct in the fact that my death could send her into the Avatar State, then what would happen when she had to experience my death again in thirteen hours?

"There is more." The man interrupts my thoughts.

"What more could there be?" I grumble.

"Your body will still be connected to Loh through the mask bound to you. Break that connection and Loh will not be able to stop you."

"How the fuck do you expect me to do that?" I wasn't able to take the mask off before. I doubt my death would have changed that. 

"You can't. But Avatar Korra can."

I am growing increasingly tired of the man's cryptic messages. Just tell me how to defeat Loh, let me do it, and save all this bullshit. I'm about to give him a piece of my mind when I feel myself fading back away. His last words slip into my mind before I can fall back into the void. 

"You must get Korra away from Loh. If Loh takes Korra's heart, we are all doomed."

03.15.13. 9:13am

Amon took a shallow breath, not wanting to draw attention to himself. He could feel Korra's strong arm wrapped around him but something wasn't right. Her body felt tense against his and he could feel her hands slightly shaking as she held him upright.

"You know one of you guys could give me a hand." Korra grumbled but then her body froze.

Amon tried to open his eyes to see what it was that troubled her but he didn't quite have control over his body yet.

"Bolin? Mako?" Korra's voice filled with concern. Amon tried to move his arms but he couldn't even lift a finger yet.

Amon felt Korra lower his body to the ground.

"I know you're there," she called out. Her voice sounded a bit harder but there was still worry there, just under the surface.

"Oh my," the voice stilled the blood in Amon's veins. "What do we have here?" Before Amon had a chance to fret over the fact that Loh had arrived, the smell hit his nose like a punch to the senses.

Rotters.

Mentally, Amon groaned in frustration. Korra was about to face Rotters not even five feet away from him and he couldn't lift a hand to help her.

"You poor dear; you have no one to turn to," Loh chuckled.

Dragging footsteps approached them on both sides.

"Mako?"

Amon heard the grunt of a Rotter responding to the sound of her voice. A sweat broke out on his forehead as he struggled to gain control of his muscles.

"Who are you?" Korra shouted. "Show yourself!"

The other footsteps grew closer. Amon heard the hitch in Korra's breath as she saw who it was. "Bolin." It was a word filled with agony.

Korra hadn't gone into the Avatar State over Amon's death. She'd pushed past the pain but Loh wasn't giving up. Now, Korra had truly lost everything.

"You must be Amon's mother," Korra growled through her teeth despite the pain that she was clearly holding in.

"Oh, so you have heard of me."

Amon's finger twitched. But it wasn't enough. He still couldn't move his body. His breathing quickened as he felt Loh's presence draw nearer.

Why the hell couldn't he control his body? Had the man lied to him? Was Amon paralyzed? His finger had moved but maybe it was his imagination. Was this his punishment? Forced to listen to the woman he loved fight to the death against the Spirit?

"You're Loh." Korra's strained voice broke through Amon's panicked thoughts. "You let your own son die."

A long pause stretched out but all Amon focused on was trying to move one muscle.

"Let him?" Loh replied in a flat tone. "Ha! I didn't let him die. I wanted him to die."

The words were like a bucket of ice-cold water being dumped over Amon's entire body.

He had already known the truth but hearing it from the lips of the woman who was supposed to be his mother was an entirely different experience.

She's no woman. Amon reminded himself. She was an angry, manipulative Spirit that only desired power. Loh knew nothing of motherly love.

"You- you wanted him to die..." Korra's voice trailed off as if she couldn't believe what she was hearing. "You bitch," the name came out like an animalistic growl. "You fucking bitch!"

Suddenly the wind shifted around them. It was as if the sky inhaled the air, leaving them all breathless for one heartbeat and then whirled back in with an energy Amon had only felt once before.

"You have taken everything from me!" A blast of heat flew back at Amon and though he couldn't see her, he knew Korra was lashing out with her firebending. "Why? What have I ever done to you? What is your problem with the Avatar?" With each question a blast of heat light up the backs of Amon's eyelids.

Loh laughed above the howling wind. "You are in my way. And I destroy all those who oppose me."

Thunder rumbled high above them and lightening flashed. The energy in the air caused the hair on Amon's arms to stand on end as it popped and sizzled.

Amon's leg twitched and his fingers began to move in small spurts.

"You are nothing!" Loh shouted above the storm. She laughed gleefully as Korra growled in response.

Loh was pushing Korra to her breaking point, forcing her into the Avatar State.

"K-Korra," Amon tried to call out to her but his voice got picked up by the wind and lost long before it could reach Korra's ears.

Amon moved his arms and was able to prop himself up to look at the scene playing out before him.

Loh was floating in the air with her arms outstretched. She was grinning up to the sky as the dangerous storm raged on. Korra blasted fireballs at her but it was as if Loh had some kind of protective shield around her. The fires never reached her.

"My life was good before you came along! You fucked everything up!" Korra's back was to Amon but he could hear the tears in her voice.

"It wasn't I that destroyed your life. You did that all on your own." Compared to Korra's voice, Loh sounded calm. "It was you who gave up and ended your life the first time. And it was you who pushed away the man you loved. Pushed him until he took his own life-"

"That's a lie!" Korra's voice thundered upon the wind and storm. It echoed around them with the voices of the past Avatars.

"That's it," Loh urged in a soft voice. "That's it, Avatar Korra. Call upon your past lives."

"No!" Amon roared. His body launched through the air and wrapped his arms around Korra.

"Impossible!" Loh hissed. "You're dead."

"Korra look at me!" Amon whirled her around so that she was flush with his body. His hands grasped her face on either side, forcing her to look at him. But her gaze was distant and as he watched, her eyes turned white. "NO! Korra you must fight it!"

"You're too late!" Loh cackled, quickly getting over the shock of Amon's return from death. "You're too late!"

Loh reached her arms out towards the couple. From her fingers sprang blood red vines that appeared to have a life of their own. They pulsed as they wrapped around Korra's form. But Korra didn't appear to even notice. Her face was set in a snarl and she didn't respond to Amon's pleas.

"You're mine Avatar Korra," Loh said through clenched teeth as she concentrated on controlling the living ropes tightening around Korra's body.

"Korra, listen to me!" Amon clung to Korra's body, fighting to keep her in his arms as the ropes pulled back on her. "I'm alive! I'm right here! LOOK AT ME!"

Korra's head snapped towards Amon.

"Amon," she said in an even tone, her voice echoing. "The man who destroyed benders." Her hand latched onto his throat and squeezed, her nails digging into his skin.

"No," Amon choked on the one word protest. "No, Korra. It's me. It's the man you love." As he cried out to her, Korra's body began to slip from his grasp.

"A-Amon," her voice sounded closer to her own but it still echoed as if the other Avatars still spoke through her but were fading away. Her grasp on his neck loosened.

"Yes," Amon grinned behind his mask. "Yes it's me."

"Amon?" Korra's eyes began to fade. Even now, Amon could see the bright blue color returning to them.

"No!" Loh snarled. The blood red ropes tightened around Korra's body and lurched her backwards. She fell to the ground with a loud gasp escaping from her parted lips. "The Avatar is mine!"

"Let her go!" Amon roared as he rushed to Korra's side. Taking her into one of his arms, Amon pulled her against his side.

"How-how are you..." Korra's voice trailed off as her strength drained.

"She belongs to me," Loh growled from deep in her throat. Amon felt the tug of Loh's power trying to overtake his body. It was like a black fog invading his mind with dark fingers creeping through his thoughts. For a brief moment, his hand slide from Korra's body and she inched towards the angry Spirit.

"NO!" Amon's body reached on instinct. He tightened his grip on Korra and raised his free arm towards Loh with his hand curled like a claw.

Loh's cries caught in her throat and her eyes widened.

"She belongs to no one," Amon snarled from behind his mask. Amon waved his arm and Loh vanished with a pop. The wind stilled.

"A-Amon?" Korra's weak hands clung to his shirt. "Is it really you?"

Amon's narrowed eyes darted around. With Loh gone, Mako and Bolin were no longer under her control and they had turned their attention to Amon and Korra.

"Ugh!" Mako's body groaned as it shifted its feet on the ground and shuffled towards them at a slow but steady pace. Bolin followed his brother's lead.

"Is she gone?" Korra's voice cracked from the dryness of her throat. "Did you defeat Loh?"

"No," Amon shook his head as he studied the Rotters' movements. "She'll be back. I simply forced her back into the Spirit World. She's weakened but not dead." Amon backed them up a few steps.

There was nowhere to go. The Rotters were trapping them, standing between them and an escape into the city. The only place to go was back down the cliff.

"Korra," Amon spoke softly, trying to remain calm for them both. "I know you're exhausted but you need to bend the Earth."

"I-I don't think I can."

Fighting wasn't an option. Amon couldn't kill Korra's best friends. She would never forgive him. Even if they weren't themselves, there was still hope of bringing them back.

Korra flatted her feet to the ground but continued to lean against Amon. She raised her hands and for a brief moment the ground beneath them shook and raised an inch. But the bending was too much for Korra in such a weakened state. She collapsed against him and the earth fell still.

"Fuck," Amon hissed under his breath.

Mako's and Bolin's bodies continued their approach and Amon desperately searched for an escape but their options were narrowing with each second that passed.

Amon shook his head, knowing he would pay for this later. Throwing Korra's limp body over his shoulder, Amon barreled forward at full force like a linebacker going in for the block. His shoulder rammed into Mako's chest, knocking him backwards. Mako reached out for him, clawing at his leg. Turning from his grasp, Amon stomped his boot into Mako's face. The nose broke with an audible crack but Mako's body didn't notice. He struggled to regain his feet, reaching for Amon. But he was too far away.

Amon ran as fast as his legs would carry them. After only a few blocks into the city, he was out of breath and sweating like a pig despite the chilly air. But he pressed on, dodging through back alleyways and keeping to the shadows to conceal them from prying eyes.

It was only when Amon was satisfied that they were safe, did he slow down. He lowered Korra's body to cradle against his chest. He walked down two more empty streets before kicking in the door of an abandoned building.

The building was at one point an old salon. Rows of broken mirrors with rusted chairs lined two walls of the large room. The place smelled of mold and somewhere in the back room, water dripped from a hole in the ceiling.. Storm clouds concealed the sun from letting in enough light.

Placing Korra on the first empty chair that wasn't completely falling apart, Amon searched the back room and a few storage closets to make sure they were alone.

When at last he was satisfied, Amon sat down on the floor next to the chair Korra was in and waited.
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"Amon?" Korra murmured as her body slipped into the state between sleep and consciousness. She was sure it was just part of the dream but she could swear she smelled him in the room with her.

"Korra?" His voiced called her back to her dream and she was so tempted to follow him into a blissful fantasy world where Rotters and Loh didn't exist.

"Come back to bed." Korra breathed out a contented sigh and rolled over to make room for him. But her thigh hit something hard like metal and she realized that she wasn't in a bed. She was curled upright in an old, smelly barber chair. "Wh- where..."

"Korra, wake up. We haven't much time."

Korra's breath caught in her throat as his voice spoke to her. He was standing behind her, out of sight but she would have known that voice anywhere.

"It's really you." Korra's hands clung to the metal arm of the chair so hard her knuckles turned white. She felt light headed and she couldn't quite catch her breath. "You're really here." Her voice was just a whisper.

"I'm here," Amon confirmed in an even tone. He spoke as if he were trying to tame a wild animal. "It's okay. I'm here."

Strong arms wrapped around Korra's shoulders and pulled her against his hard chest.

Korra twisted around until she was facing him She knelt on the chair with her feet dangling over the edge. Cautiously, her hands reached out to cup the mask hiding Amon's face from her.

"Amon." The name escaped from her lips in a half sob as she clung to him. "You're alive. You're alive!" She cried over and over as she sobbed into his shoulder. The two lovers clung to each other for several long moments.

"Korra, we don't have much time," Amon repeated as he pulled away from her but kept a hand on either of her shoulders.

"What do you mean?"

Indecision flickered in Amon's eyes as he hesitated with his answer.

"We don't have much time before Loh returns. There is something you must do before then." His hands squeezed her shoulders as if to reassure her it wasn't much.

"What is it?" Korra asked with a guarded voice.

"You must break the connection between my mother and I."

Korra leaned back. Whatever it was she thought he was going to ask of her, this wasn't it.

"I- I don't know how."

"You can do it." Amon cupped her face in his hands, tilting her head up so she had to look at him. "I believe in you, Korra."

Korra fingers curled into the edges of Amon's mask as if by sheer willpower, Korra could force the mask off of him. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes, leaning her forehead against the cold, smooth surface of the mask.

A soft breeze blew through the room and circled around them. Energy buzzed between them but it wasn't as powerful or out of control as it had been when she was attacking Loh.

"I can feel the connection," Korra whispered in a voice that held just a hint of the Avatar State. It was as if she wasn't fully in the Avatar State but was using its power.

Amon wrapped his hands around her slender arms, holding onto her as she held onto him.

"It's like a virus, corrupting your body, mind, and soul." Korra's brow wrinkled as she concentrated on the dark energy.

Amon inhaled sharply as Korra probed at the link between him and Loh. He held his breath as Korra worked away at it, trying to cleanse it.

"This- it's not the same as the energy Aang bent in Fire Lord Ozai," she said in a strained voice. Mentally, her fingers reached into Amon's mind, trying to find the source of the virus. But it didn't appear to have one. It was just there, seeping throughout his body.

"It's because I'm part Spirit," Amon grunted out the words as if Korra was hurting him. His breathing became sporadic.

"Amon," Korra said calmly but her fingers tightened their hold on the mask. "I'm going to absorb the dark energy-"

"No," Amon growled, squeezing her arms in his hands. "We don't know what that will do to you."

"It is the only way. Just hold still-"

"Korra, no."

"Do you trust me?" Korra's eyes snapped open. They were glowing slightly but Amon could still see the bright blue of her irises. The light from them lit up the openings of Amon's mask so that Korra could look directly into his eyes.

"Of course," Amon breathed.

Korra gave the mouth of the mask a quick kiss and closed her eyes once more to concentrate. Her body began to glow as she reached out to the dark energy inside Amon with the light inside her. The dark energy shrank back from her like a snake coiling in on itself, waiting to lash out.

"Korra," Amon's voice reached through to her but if it was out of concern or pain, Korra couldn't tell.

Korra's light latched onto the darkness and they wrestled for control. The energy felt like poison and for a moment, Korra feared she had been greatly mistaken in her ability to cure it. But then the darkness began to recede.

When Korra opened her eyes, they glowed brightly as she entered into the Avatar State fully. The blood red markings on Amon's mask started to fade, the color draining down the curves of the mask. Once it drained away, the mask cracked and fell to the floor in two pieces. The blood red markings traveled from Amon's body to Korra's and up her arms. She felt it clawing at the skin of her face but her light fought back, extinguishing the dark energy.

Korra collapsed against Amon's body as the wind died down around them. After a few moments she realized the buzzing in her ears was actually Amon crying out to her. He shook her body and her head flopped back and forth.

Korra reached out to Amon to still his movements.

"I'm all right," her voice came out horse but the assurance was still there. "I'm okay."

"Korra, look at me!" Amon ordered in a fierce tone. His fingers clawed at her chin and forced her face upwards. "Oh, Spirits! What have I done?"

"I don't understand," Korra mumbled and twisted her body away from his grasp. His hold on her chin was too tight.

"I'm so sorry, Korra. Please forgive me. I-I had no idea-" Amon struggled for words but the words that left his lips didn't register in her mind.

Her hands sought out his face, desperate to hold him as she hadn't been able to for months.

"Kiss me, Amon." Korra raised her lips to his but Amon pulled back.

"Korra, are you sure you're okay? How do you feel? Speak to me!"

"What's the matter with you?" Korra grumbled half-heartedly. "Kiss me, you idiot."

"Korra, your- your face..." Amon's voice trailed off.

Korra focused her gaze on him and saw the worry and concerned that etched itself onto his scarred face.

"You're so handsome. Why did you ever cover up your face with that mask?" Korra asked as she ran her fingertips along the scars. "I'm so sorry for what I did to you," she whispered with regret. Though the scars covered almost half his face, he was still just as handsome as he had been before.

Amon shook his head and clenched his jaw. "Do not apologize for it appears we are even." He closed his eyes and released his hold on her chin, running his hand down to rest on the dip between her neck and shoulder.

"What do you mean?" Korra asked. Her energy was returning to her, making it easier to focus.

"You weren't left untouched." Amon's gaze darted over her face and then went back to meet her eyes. "I'm so sorry."

Korra lurked up, pushing Amon off. He let her go and didn't try to stop her. Digging her fingers into the counter in front of her, Korra stared in horror at her reflection in the cracked and dirty mirror.

The blood red markings had drained away from Amon's mask but they had not disappeared. When they'd fought to control her, they'd left their mark on her skin. Her face was now scarred with the markings from Amon's mask.


I was actually pretty excited about this chapter. And I hope you guys enjoyed it as much as I did!

Let me know what you guys thought!
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"Shit," Korra hissed as she stared at herself with wide eyes. "Shit." The word seemed to be the only thing that could properly express the strange mix of emotions coursing through her.

"Korra," Amon reached out for her, resting his hand on her shoulder. Korra meet his gaze in the mirror.

"What was the word you used?" Korra mumbled. She wasn't making much sense, yet who could blame her. " 'Ironic'? That's it. Isn't this all so ironic? I gave you the scars on your face and now, you've given me mine." Korra dropped her head as she leaned heavily on the dirty counter.

"Korra, if I would have known, I'd never-"

"I don't blame you," Korra shook her head but didn't bring her gaze back up to his. Instead she stood there, taking slow, deliberate breaths. It really wasn't so bad. Was it? They were just scars.

Bright, blood red scars from a crazy bitch of a Spirit.

"How much time do you think we have?" Korra asked with her eyes still closed. She rocked back and forth on her heels.

"Until?" Amon asked, unsure of where she was turning the conversation.

"Until Loh regains her strength. Until she attacks again."

Amon paused as if considering his answer before he spoke. He kept his voice low and even, still unsure of her state of mind. "Minutes, hours. It's hard to tell. With her plan foiled, she may not come after us right away. She'll want to ensure that Republic City is still full of Rotters."

"What do you mean?" Korra's breath caught in her throat as his words sunk in. What plan was he referring to? Amon's death?

"She wants control of the city. Having the Rotters-"

"No, no." Korra shook her head and turned around to look at him. "What was her plan? "

Amon sighed and took a step back to lean against the chair Korra had been sitting in. "Her plan was my death would send you into the Avatar State and then she could steal your heart. With it, she would be unstoppable."

"Shit," Korra hissed once more.

"But that's over now. She didn't count on me coming back-"

The memory of watching Amon dive over the cliff's edge flashed through her mind.

Korra's glare cut off Amon's voice in mid sentence. "You son of a bitch!" Korra lunged at him with her fists raised. Just before landing a right hook, she pulled back. Taking a large step to the side to land the hit on the chair. The chair groaned and then fell apart, too rusted to handle the force of her punch.

Amon's face fell into an apathetic expression but his eyes held fire. "I had not choice." His voice was a low warning.

"You did! You had a choice and you made the wrong one!" Korra shouted, her breath coming out in short, angry bursts.

Amon closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of his nose between his fingers. "I'm sorry for what I put you through, Korra. And for what else I am bound to put you through."

"But?" Korra asked when his pause dragged out. There had to be a 'but'.

"But, I have a duty. There is a bigger picture. A much bigger picture than just you and I." Amon gestured between them to emphasize his point.

"Duty be damned!" Korra shouted. She tugged at her hair, resisting the urge to take a swing at Amon again. She paced back and forth, feeling Amon's eyes following her movements. "What about your duty to me!" Korra whirled on him, stopping before him with her chest heaving. "Love is- love means you have a duty to someone else!"

"Korra," Amon reached for her but this time Korra withdrew from his touch.

"Don't 'Korra' me!" She spat out each word. "You died, Amon. You were dead. And I had to- to carry..." Korra's voice broke off in a sudden sob. As hard as she tried, she couldn't hold it in. Through her blurred vision, Korra saw Amon close the distance between them and wrap her up in his strong arms.

"It's okay," Amon murmured over and over again as she sobbed into his chest. He rocked them back and forth at a slow, steady pace to help calm her.

"How?" Korra asked, pulling back to wipe her eyes and look up at him. When he looked confused she explained. "How are you alive? Your body was broken. How are you here?"

Amon hesitated. Taking a few steps back, he turned to look out the broken front windows to the quiet city outside. The smell of death and decay filled the air. Rotters where still roaming the streets but they hadn't come into this abandoned part of town.

"He must have been a Spirit," Amon confessed after several minutes. "He spoke to me while I was in a void, a place between words. Dead but yet not dead. He said the Spirits would heal me for a time and then he sent me back to this world. To you." The last two words were spoken so softly, Korra wasn't sure she had heard him correctly at first.

Water continued to drip from somewhere in the dark room as the couple stood in silence. Korra was about to make a comment when Amon's words echoed back in her mind.

"A time? What do you mean 'a time'?" She demanded with a panic note in her voice.

Amon turned back to face her with a grim expression.

"I don't have much longer, Korra," he confessed in a soft tone. His brows pulled down low over his worried eyes and his lips etched into a frown.

"How long?"

Amon shook his head as if he knew the answer but refused to tell her.

"How long?" She growled. It was easier to have this conversation if she let anger take the front seat of her emotions. Otherwise, she might fall to the ground in a broken pile of sorrow.

"I was told thirteen hours. Now, maybe ten hours left."

Korra backed up until she hit the counter she had leaned on before. Now, she gripped the edges of it until they dug painfully into her skin.

"I was only returned so that I could help you defeat Loh." Amon continued to speak in an even voice as Korra struggled to mentally comprehend having to face his death- his permanent death- once more.

"No," Korra said with determination. "No!" She repeated in a harsher tone as she looked back up at Amon with wide eyes. "I will not lose you. Do you understand me? I will not let them take you from me. Not again."

Korra released her grip on the counter and strode forward, ignoring the look of pity in Amon's eyes. She hated that look. No one would look at her with pity. She wouldn't let him die.

Once she'd closed the distance, Korra clawed her fingers into the fabric of Amon's shirt and pulled him towards her, covering his mouth and silencing any words of pity he had on the tip of his tongue.

Amon's body tensed but Korra persisted, pressing her curves into his hard muscles until he gave in with a deep growl. His hands gripped her hips; his fingers pressing painfully into her skin and leaving bruises. But it was what Korra wanted. What she needed.

She wanted him to mark her as his own.

Korra bit down on Amon's bottom lip as he pulled her legs up to wrap around his hips. His arousal pressed into her core, igniting a flame she hadn't felt since the last time he held her like this.

There was no one else. There would never be anyone else. If Korra couldn't have Amon, she couldn't have anyone. She didn't want anyone else.

"You are mine," Korra growled into his ear as his lips lit a fire down her throat.

Amon bite down on Korra's sensitive skin in response, earning a moan from Korra's lips. He didn't waste anytime. Slamming her back up against the wall, Amon groped her chest, tugging at the fabric that was in his way.

"I swear, if you leave me-"

Amon cut off her remark with a hard kiss to her lips; his teeth grated against hers but neither cared. Korra's fingers clawed into his back. She tried to focus her attention on removing his clothes but Amon wouldn't give her the chance. His actions were too distracting. All she could focus on was the way he made her feel. It was almost unreal. So wrong but somehow right. He made her feel...

Alive.

There was no other word for it. She'd been too afraid to face his death. It had done a number on her sanity and so she had pushed it aside, never wanting to deal with it but knowing she would one day have to.

And now, here they were. Tearing at each other's clothes like none of it had happened.

No. No, that wasn't right. Amon's death was fueling their passion. Korra had been left thinking she would never see him again. It was a horrible fate that no one should ever have to face. The loss of a lover was as if someone had torn out half your heart, expecting you to live without the rest. And now he was here, in her arms. And she was being told he would have to do it again?

No. Korra wouldn't allow it. Her heart had been returned to her and she had no intentions of giving it up without a fight. Amon may have given up before, but she wouldn't let him give up this time. If she couldn't convince him with words, her actions would have to do it.

"Make love to me, Amon," Korra breathed out in a husky voice as his lips sucked at the sensitive spot on her throat, the small dip between her neck and shoulder. His teeth pinched the skin before he soothed the pain with a lick of his warm tongue.

Korra's fingers fumbled with the buttons on Amon's clothing. It was only when he placed a gentle hand over hers, she realized she was shaking.

"Are you sure?" Amon asked, his concerned eyes holding her gaze. Korra nodded in response but it wasn't enough for him. "I need to hear you say it. Give me permission. Are you sure?" his voice was heavy as if all of his worry was coming out in one long breath that caressed her skin.

"I'm sure," Korra whispered as she steadied her hands against his chest. "I want you, Amon. Only you. Make love to me." As she spoke, Korra circled her arm around his neck and pulled him back to her, covering her lips with his. The kiss was slower but deeper. It expressed the words they were both too afraid to speak. It held the fear they didn't want to show one another. But most of all, it showed the love they so rarely spoke of out loud.

Amon's hands ran down her sides, hooking a thumb on either side of her pants. As he slipped them down, Korra tore open his shirt, not even bothering to try to unhook the buttons this time. Amon stepped back slightly, allowing Korra to kick her pants and boots away and tug Amon's trousers down as well. Stepping back up against the wall, Korra allowed Amon to run his hands up underneath her shirt. His fingers brushed the undersides of her breasts causing Korra to arch towards him in response. His thumbs moved in slow, agonizing circles, following the motions of his lips on her neck.

"Fuck!" Korra hissed, clinging to him. Her need for release grew with each stroke, each flutter of movement. "I can't- Amon." She pleaded with him.

He hummed into her throat, waiting for her to ask and driving her crazy. She was too stubborn to beg but Amon was pushing her to her limits.

"What do you want, Korra?" He whispered against her skin that felt as if it were on fire. Amon pressed his hips into Korra's causing her to gasp out loud. His hands continued to knead her breasts and Korra thought the feel of that alone would send her over the edge.

She didn't answer. Or rather, she couldn't answer as his knee had just spread her legs apart and Korra was shameless rubbing herself against him, countering his movements.

"Korra," Amon breathed into his ear in a taunting voice. "Tell me what it is you want or I'll have to stop."

Korra bit down on her lip, finding it difficult to even concentrate on his words. Her brain processed one single word: 'stop'.

"Don't -don't stop," Korra stammered as she clung to him.

There was nowhere for her to escape from his actions. The hard wall pressed into her back as Amon pressed himself against her.

"I-I-" Korra was on the edge and about to spiral over but suddenly Amon stepped back, leaving her feeling cold and empty. He winked at her but didn't offer any explanation. Korra hungrily watched him remove the remaining pieces of fabric from his body before reaching over to discard the remainder of hers as well. Her bare chest rose and fell with each shaky breath she took; something that did not go unnoticed by Amon.

Amon's greed filled eyes skimmed her body but then narrowed as if he saw something that upset him.

"What?" Korra asked. She'd never been very self-conscious about her body and having had sex with Amon before, she felt completely at ease in his presence except when he looked at her like that. "What is-" Korra's question cut off as she glanced down at herself and then did a double take.

The red scars where not just limited to the skin on her face. The markings ran down the length of her body in three lines. On her arms ending in a circle on her palms, down her legs ending in circles on the top of her feet. Turning and looking over her shoulder into the mirror, Korra saw the markings that ran down her legs, traveled from her thighs around to her buttocks and up her back. The style was very similar to how the monks had once tattooed the arrows on their bodies.

Mixed emotions coursed through Korra's body: confusion, fear, anger. But last: acceptance.

"They don't hurt," Korra said with a small shrugged, continuing to look at her reflection. Amon stepped behind her to have a better look at the image in the mirror.

"I would take it back. If I could, I would take it back."

"Don't say that." Korra turned around and reached up to hold his scarred face in her hands. "They don't bother me. At first, it was a shock but now?" Korra cocked her head to the side slightly. "Now they are just a testimony of my love. I broke the connection between you a Loh, not to save the world, but because I selfishly wanted you for myself and I refuse to share any part of you with anyone else."

Amon's eyes remained hard, hiding the emotions coursing through him.

"These scars remind me of what I hold most dear in my heart." Korra swallowed back the lump in her throat. She'd never been one to express emotions such as these easily, but with Amon she knew the words mattered. Her actions may have spoken clearly to all those around her, but Amon had doubts. "You."

Amon leaned forward; closing the distance and delivering the most passionate kiss that they had yet shared. It started slow and soft, building up the flames in her core. But when his arms wrapped around her and their bare flesh pressed together, the sweet air of love quickly faded to make way for the heat of their passion.

Amon lifted Korra's legs and wrapped them around his waist. The tip of his firm cock pressed into the folds between Korra's legs. He carried them over to an empty chair and sat down. His hands holding her thighs prevented Korra from joining their bodies.

"Look at me, Korra," Amon ordered in a husky voice. "Look at me as we join as one."

Korra's eyes flew open, her gaze latching on to him. But when his large cock pressed through the folds and filled her completely, Korra threw her head back and let out a long, deep moan.

They made love quick but with a passion they had never experienced. Korra tried not to think that this may be the last time Amon held her. She tried to solely focus on the fire roaring with life between their joined bodies.

It was only when she collapsed against Amon's chest feeling sated and satisfied that she realized she was crying.

Amon kissed her cheeks; his tongue darting out to wipe away the fallen tears.

"I won't lose you, Amon," Korra whispered as she curled up against his chest. "Not again. I won't lose you."
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"So, that's the plan then?" Korra asked. She watched Amon's movements from where she was leaning against the counter on the opposite side of the room.

"It is," Amon stated bluntly as he tore stripes of fabric from what was once his shirt. In their earlier passion, Korra had torn it beyond repair.

"And after?" Korra swallowed. It was the question she wasn't sure she wanted the answer to but she had to ask.

"We've discussed this, Korra," Amon sighed. He took the stripes of fabric and began wrapping them around his palms and knuckles like a boxer preparing for a fight.

"Fine," Korra growled defensively as she shoved past him to retrieve her boots. "Go off a die again, see if-"

"Do you hear that?" Amon interrupted her before she could repeat the rant she had already gone off on earlier.

"Wh-"

"Sh!" Amon tilted his head to the side as if listening to a distant sound that was too far away for Korra to hear. "There it is again." Amon discarded what was left of his shirt as he stood and made his way towards the front door of the old salon.

Korra shoved her boots on and then followed his lead. The two narrowed their eyes as they looked out to the foggy streets. It was still deserted but the smell of death hung in the air almost as thick as the fog itself.

"I don't hear any-" Korra's voice cut off suddenly as she heard the noise Amon was referring to.

She had expected to hear the footfalls of Rotters approaching but what she actually heard troubled her. There was an occasional ping followed by a noise that sounded like metal sliding across metal.

"Is that- is that what I think it is?" Korra leaned out one of the front broken windows, trying to find the source.

"Metalbenders," Amon spat the word out like a curse. His hands curled into tight fists at his sides.

"That's impossible!" Korra leapt over the window frame and jogged a few feet into the abandoned street but she still couldn't see anything.

"Korra," Amon's voice sounded muffled from the dense fog. "I don't like this. Come back."

"But don't you see?" Korra whirled back around to face him. "We were wrong! Loh didn't turn everyone into Rotters!" She grinned with pure excitement and what appeared to be hope.

"Korra-" Amon was cut off by a different sound, a new sound. Korra heard it as well and turned to where it was coming from.

A single pair of running footsteps was approaching fast. As whoever it was drew closer, Korra and Amon could hear the exerted breathing.

Suddenly, a shape formed in the mist and quickly solidified into a person.

Korra was the first to react. "Asami?" Her voice was full of confusion and concern. "What the hell are you doing here?"

Asami stopped just feet away from where Korra was standing. She took a few moments to try and get her breathing under control while the other two waited for an answer.

"Th- the Rotters. They're coming," Asami said between gasps of breath.

It was Korra's turn to stand stunned as Amon reacted first. In one fluid movement, he was out the window and at Korra's side, grabbing her wrist and steering her in the opposite direction that Asami had come from.

"Hey!" Korra shouted, trying to force him to let her go. "Wait. We-"

"If the Rotters are coming, so is Loh. You need to get out of here." Amon didn't stop or turn to face her. Instead, he kept pulling her forward with Asami following closely behind.

"I'm not going anywhere!" Korra dug her heels into the ground, bending it so that the rock helped to stop any forward movement. The sudden force of it pulled back on Amon and forced him to let her go.

"We've discussed this, Korra!" Amon snarled as he turned to face her. "You are to wait until I've confronted Loh myself."

"Yeah, about that." Korra crossed her arms over her chest and stood up straight with her chin held high. "I've given more thought to your plan and decided that it's not going to work."

"Oh, and why is that?" Amon asked sarcastically.

"Because I'm not going to wait around for you to get yourself killed. Again."

Amon let out a long sigh though he didn't appear to be surprised by Korra's actions.

Asami stayed quiet but her eyes darted around, searching for anything that appeared out of the ordinary.

"Things are different now, Amon," Korra pressed. "There's metalbenders on the way. They'll be able to-"

"Korra," Asami spoke up, interrupting what was bound to be another long argument.

"What?" Korra turned to face the other woman who was still dressed in the Equalist uniform but she looked as if she'd been through hell. The fabric was torn in different places and dried blood covered a good portion of her body, though Korra couldn't be sure if the dried blood belonged to Asami or whoever it was that had given the woman the cuts and bruises which tainted her skin.

"The metalbenders are the Rotters."

03.15.13. 11:45am

"The metalbenders are in place and in route," Jin Lee spoke with absolute glee. Her time had finally come and she was going to make her mother proud. Or die trying.

"Good," Loh replied in a clipped voice. She was still pissed that somehow Amon had bested her.

When she'd returned from her unexpected trip to the Spirit World, she'd sought Jin Lee out in order to properly let out her aggression. Jin Lee had quietly taken the punishment, knowing her time would come. In just hours, she would make her mother proud and never again would she have to fear the pain.

"Where is Tarrlok?" Loh asked, distracting Jin Lee from her thoughts.

"He's waiting for you in his office on the top floor. I made sure a guard was posted in case he got any ideas." Jin Lee grinned up at her mother, hoping the Spirit would look down at her with just a hint of pride. But Loh didn't even glance her way before vanishing to go visit Republic City's former president.

Jin Lee repressed the emotions rising up inside her. She knew it was petty to let them affect her. She was only half mortal. She didn't need to be tied down with the emotions that were the weakness of the human race. It was unacceptable. Jin Lee was strong and powerful. Soon, she would take her rightful place and Loh would fulfill her promise.

Jin Lee would be rid of the human half of herself. Loh would purify her and allow her to rule the human realm once Loh was in control of the Spirit World.

Their plans were all falling into place. Amon's return from death was just a minor set back. They would take the Avatar's heart soon enough.

"I am not weak," Jin Lee growled to the empty room. "I am not human."

03.15.13 11:51am

"Ah, Tarrlok. It is so delightful to see you once more." The voice sent a chill down Tarrlok's spine. He tried to suppress his fear but it was difficult when the Spirit's mere presence darkened the room.

"Loh," Tarrlok greeted. He could feel her at his back but he didn't know which would be worse: to leave his back exposed, or to face her and see those haunting, red eyes.

"I trust you are not disappointed with the sudden turn of events."

"You lied to me!" Tarrlok growled, turning on her with his teeth bared. He felt like a caged animal. He hadn't been allowed to leave his office for days, not even to shower or change clothes. His hair was disheveled; the usual three ponytails he wore had all fallen out and left his hair a matted, tangled mess.

"I did no such thing," Loh said evenly, shaking her head slowly back and forth. "I merely kept certain things from you that I did not believe important enough for you to know."

"You bitch!" Tarrlok shouted. His anger fueled his words, shadowing any of the fear he felt. "Those are good men and woman, good soldiers that you sacrificed!"

"Sacrifices must be made-"

"You told me my army of benders would be safe!" Tarrlok shouted over her. "You said you would keep them safe in exchange for me training them to be powerful benders!"

The room fell silent as Loh stared down at the shaking waterbender with an empty expression.

Tarrlok's heart pounded in his chest as he waited for her to react. His adrenaline slowly faded away, leaving the fear and panic to overtake his mind. The blood pumped faster in his veins and his heart felt like it would burst in his chest.

"I have been very generous with you, human. But you've tried my patience." Loh's voice remained eerily calm as she played with his heart, keeping his life in the palm of her hand.

"N-no!" Tarrlok gasped. He fell to the ground in pain, clutching at his chest. "Please!"

Loh held up an empty hand as if she held something in it. As her fingers curled inward, Tarrlok felt as if claws were tearing into his heart.

"Fortunately for you," Loh continued to speak as Tarrlok cried out in agony. "I may still have use of you." She dropped her hand and instantly the pain receded. "But do not defy me again, mortal. Or your life will be full of pain and misery until I decide to have mercy upon you and kill you instead." Without another word, Loh vanished.

03.15.13. 11:51am

"Jin Lee!" Loh barked as soon as she appeared by her daughter's side. "Make sure that mortal is kept under constant supervision. And reduce his food rations."

"Of course," Jin Lee replied quickly.

"Meet me in the town's center in less than an hour's time. I'll have the Avatar and your brother with me."

"But I thought the metalbenders were-"

"I grow tired of waiting!" Loh shrieked. "If I want something done right, I must do it myself!"

"Let me go with you," Jin Lee pleaded. "I'll help you-"

"No! You stupid child!" Loh hissed at her. "I do not need your help. Do as I say or I shall eat that pathetic heart of yours."

03.15.13. 11:51am

"Th-they're what?" Korra struggled to grasp what exactly Asami was implying.

"The Rotters, they've- they've evolved or something. They're smarter now. They targeted the metalbenders and turned them."

"Excuse me?" Amon turned to give Asami his full attention. The noises of metal sliding on metal that they had heard earlier drew closer but Amon didn't take notice.

"Not just the metalbenders. All the benders were targeted. A non-bender would be surrounded by Rotters but as soon as someone started to use bending, the Rotters turned on them and bit them."

"The Rotters that were formerly Equalist?" Korra asked.

Asami nodded before continuing. "As soon as the benders went through the transformation, they took off, leaving the other Rotters to sort through the remaining citizens and police force."

"Why did they start chasing you?" Amon asked but Korra spoke over him and Asami didn't hear him.

"What's left of the city?"

"Nothing," Asami stated bluntly. "The Rotters destroyed everything. The police were no match. Not even Tarrlok's benders were able to stop them."

"Tarrlok's benders?"

"He had a task force that came running out of his tower, intent on saving the day, but the Rotters were too much for them."

"We need to get out of here," Amon said. He wrapped his fingers around Korra's wrist and tugged at her, trying to will her to follow him.

"We can't keep running! Amon," Korra turned to face him and spoke in a softer voice. "You don't have much time. We have to defeat Loh before the hours are up."

"I thought you weren't going to let me go," Amon challenged half-heartedly. He knew it was pointless to hope.

"I won't." Korra freed her wrist so that she could take ahold of his hand and entwine their fingers. "But I know that I can't do anything until after Loh is gone."

Amon nodded but didn't argue. If Korra wanted to hold onto hope, he couldn't stop her.

"But we can't fight Rotters," Amon replied with instead. "If defeating Loh is the cure, those Rotters are people we cannot kill."

"You're right," Korra sighed. She was quiet for a minute as she struggled to think of a solution. "Wait!" She looked up at Asami and Amon with a grin. "I've got a plan."
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"Are you sure this is going to work?" Asami looked down at where Korra knelt on the ground, studying the thickness of the asphalt.

Korra shook her head slowly. "No."

Amon let out a heavy sigh from behind them. He'd been against the plan from the beginning. He felt he should be the one to face Loh. Alone.

"Perfect," he mumbled under his breath.

"Oh! And your plan was so much better!"

"Guys! Enough!" Asami shouted with a hint of frustration tainting her tone of voice. "We chose this plan and we're sticking to it." She cut a sideways look at Amon, daring him to disagree with her.

"I apologize for my unpleasant behavior," Amon said between clenched teeth, sounding as if he didn't mean a word of it.

"Korra," Asami turned back to Korra and ignored Amon's comment. "What do you need us to do?"

"You guys will need to wait on either side of the road. Hide behind a building if you have to. Wait for my signal."

"And what are you going to do when Loh shows up?" Amon snapped. "Because she will show up. The Rotters are her puppets. She won't like the thought of you trapping them."

"Good!" Korra shot back at him, turning on her heels to glare up at him. "I want her to show up! I want to strip her of her powers and watch her be just as helpless as her little puppets."

Korra and Amon stared at each other for several long moments as silent words passed between them. Words they refused to voice with a third party present.

Amon didn't want Korra to fight Loh even though he knew she must. He didn't want to risk losing her despite knowing that when his thirteen hours were up, they would be lost to one another forever. But if he could just know that she would still be alive, living on without him, he could handle it.

Korra didn't want to live on without Amon. She would fight with every fiber of her being to keep him here with her. Loh was just the first obstacle in the road. The first hurtle she had to get over in order to keep him.

"They're coming," Asami said in a hushed voice, breaking the connection between Amon and Korra.

"Go!" Korra hissed, waving them away with her hands.

The scent of death and decay grew stronger as the sound of dragging footsteps and the growls of the undead filled the air.

With one last look to Korra, Amon darted behind a building and peered around the corner at where she stood, waiting for the approaching Rotters. On the other side of the road, Asami mirrored his actions.

"Why, Ms. Avatar Korra," a female voice chuckled from the heavy fog. Not long after her words reached their ears, Loh floated out of the mist. She wore dark robes that barely hid her womanly curves but it had a hood that she kept low to cover her bright glowing eyes from view. "This is a pleasant surprise."

Everything around them disappeared. It was just Korra and Loh. Nothing else mattered.

"Pleasant isn't exactly the word I would use to describe this," Korra growled between clenched teeth.

As they spoke, figures began forming in the mist and making their way forward. Their heads snapped up as the scent of fresh meat hit them. Hundreds of Rotters walked out of the heavy fog. They stopped within ten yards of Korra as if waiting for a command.

Korra's attention snapped down to the walking corpses. And suddenly she remembered the plan.

"Oh, Avatar, don't be so pessimistic." Loh shook her head slowly from side to side. Once she had cleared the fog, she stopped moving forward. As she raised her head the hood fell back and revealed her glowing red eyes. "You and I have so much to discuss."

"I have nothing to discuss with you!" Korra shouted, raising up her arms. As she moved, the ground below them shook with her power. The road cracked and groaned as Korra forced the Earth below it to break through to the surface. Rock walls burst from the ground, reaching skyward. They circled around the Rotters and closed in on them like a giant dome. The dense fog prevented Korra from seeing how far back she had to go but her bare feet were able to track the vibrations of the moving Rotters.

The dark clouds above rumbled with thunder and the promise of more rain. The still air around them stirred as the storm came back to life.

"Trapping them won't stop me, Avatar," Loh hummed. She sounded as if she had already predicted their plan and knew what to expect from them.

Sweat dripped down Korra's face and her breathing came out in short gasps of air. "No, but I'll stop you," Korra mumbled to herself. She already felt exhausted and knew she needed to get the battle over as quickly as possible or risk losing all her energy.

Loh threw her head back and laughed as if she had easily heard Korra's soft words. "You don't stand a chance against me, Avatar." Her head snapped back down to look at Korra. "However, stand with me, and you will be more powerful then you could possibly imagine."

Her words caused Korra to pause. She had been about to give the signal, to call Amon and Asami over and to end it once and for all. But now, with her heart pounding in her chest and her lungs gasping for air, Korra listened. After all, what harm was there in just listening?

"You see, young Avatar, I can tap into your true power, the power that the Avatar Spirit keeps locked away from you. It is a power that the Avatars have all feared. For generations, they have kept it secret, hidden from the present Avatar. They know that if you were able to unleash this power, they could not stop you. Humans and Spirits alike would be no match for you." As she spoke, Loh lowered herself to the ground, her bare feet touching down to the dirt but it did not stir, as if she weren't really touching the ground at all.

Korra watched her movements as if in a trance. The Spirit approached her, bringing darkness with her. Soon, the only light Korra could see was the bright red of Loh's eyes.

"Give me your heart, Avatar Korra," Loh whispered. Her hand slowly reached out towards Korra, inch by agonizing inch. When her fingers touched Korra's chest, it felt as if her skin had caught fire. The pain coiled around her heart, squeezing on it with fiery fingers.

"T-take-" Korra struggled to form a coherent sentence. Her mouth tried to form the words "take it" but her brain refused to carry out the action. She couldn't recall why but something held her back. Something in a dark corner of her mind told her to stop Loh.

"Enter the Avatar State and the power will be yours," Loh command in a low, dark voice. Her words entered Korra's mind, clouding up her train of thoughts, reaching out towards the corner that still resisted.

"LET HER GO, YOU BITCH!" Amon's roar broke through Korra's mind and pulled her back into the presence.

Loh's fingers had clawed through Korra's shirt and dug into her skin. Blood stained the bright blue fabric. Korra stared in horror before raising her eyes up to gaze at the Spirit in front of her. But Loh wasn't watching her. Instead, she had her narrowed eyes on Amon who was running towards them; Asami followed close behind with a look of determination.

Amon slammed into Loh with the force of a typhoon, knocking her to the hard ground. Once she was free of her touch, Korra's mind cleared completely. She struggled to recall what exactly had happened in those moments before Amon intervened. But it was like the memories were lost to her.

What had Loh done to her? Korra remembered her coming forward and speaking to her but she couldn't remember the words. The harder she tried to recall it, the more she seemed to forget.

"Get Korra out of here, now!" Amon shouted at Asami.

Korra's hand rubbed at her head that felt as it a brick wall had crashed down on top of her. There was a ringing in her ears that blocked out the sound of the raging storm but her clothes and hair whipped around her body from the force of it.

Asami knelt down next to Korra and it was only when she helped her stand that Korra realized she had fallen to her knees.

"Come on, Korra," Asami said as they rose to their feet. "Let's get you out of here."

"No. No!" Korra shoved Asami aside with little force. The woman let her go with a shocked expression. "This has to end here. Now."

Amon and Loh were locked in battle though it appeared to be more mental than physical. Their hands were clasped together and their feet dug into the ground as they struggled to fight the other for leverage.

"Korra, maybe you should sit this one out. You look like complete hell."

Shaking her head, Korra focused all her remaining strength on the battle before her. "I won't leave him."

Above them, lightning flashed and thunder roared, reinforcing Korra's statement. The clouds opened and rain pelted down on the city. When the drops hit Korra's skin, they simmered.

"K-Korra? Are you okay?" Asami's hand reached out towards her but then she thought better of it and drew back.

Fire rose up from Korra's core, fueled by the anger she felt. Everything was Loh's fault. It had been Loh that had caused the end of the world. It had been Loh who had unleashed the disease that wiped out million. It had been Loh who killed her mother and then pushed Amon, the only man Korra had ever truly loved, to kill himself.

And now it was Loh who was trying to take her last bit of hope, of strength, anyway from her.

Loh's words slammed back into her.

Power.

What power did Loh have that she could possible offer the Avatar? Loh was nothing more than a slithering snake, seducing people with her empty promises. Korra had seen what she'd done to Amon.

Korra was the Avatar. It was her duty to protect innocent people. If she gave herself over to the power lust that Loh offered, the world would be thrown completely off balance and Korra would have no one to blame but herself.

"Loh!" Korra shouted above the raging storm.

Both Loh and Amon's attention snapped to Korra. Loh's eyes boiled with the adrenaline of battle.

"It's me you want!" Korra raised her arms up as if she were offering herself. Lightning flashed above, illuminating them all for a brief moment. Korra waited until the answering thunder quieted down before continuing. "Come and get me!"

It was the opening he needed. The brief moment Loh was distracted by the tempting offer of Korra's heart. With her attention on Korra, Loh wasn't able to see it coming.

"Fuck you, mother," Amon growled as he drew his fist back. Using the full force of his body, he swung his fist at her, landing the hit square on her sharp jaw. The sound of crunching bone filled the air before Loh released a piercing wail.

"How dare you!" Loh cried out, clutching at her jaw. The force of the punch had pushed her backwards and she stumbled, trying to regain her footing. "You ungrateful child!"

Amon didn't wait for her to continue but instead acted on instinct. He wasn't sure how he had done it before. It had just been a knee-jerk reaction. His body had acted on impulse and now he needed it to do it again.

Darting forward, Amon grabbed ahold of Loh's face between each hand. He fingers dug into her skin, refusing to let go even as she clawed at him. Power surged within him, boiling to the surface and filling him completely.

Loh screamed in agony and her bright red eyes flashed. "No! I beg of you! Don't do this to me, your mother!" Loh pleaded but her words fell on deaf ears.

With a flash of lightning, the light in Loh's eyes shot out, like two beacons glowing from her body. Amon's limbs twitched but he held on.

Korra stood frozen as the scene played out before her. She had hoped Amon would knock Loh away from him and leave her for Korra to deal with. But this? This didn't make any sense. This wasn't what she had expected at all.

Their energy glowed from their bodies in bright, blinding lights. Loh's was an eerie blood red while Amon's was a white as pure as fresh snow. The lights shot out, towards the sky, breaking through the dark clouds and continuing onwards. Like a hissing snake, Loh's darkness penetrated Amon's light and spread like a disease.

"Amon!" Korra's body reacted before her mind could. The wind pushed her forwards, towards the battle of wills. Fear and anger built up within her until she felt as if she would burst. When Korra reached them, Amon's light only had a sliver left before it would be completely corrupted by Loh.

Korra latched onto Amon. Her fingers dug into his muscular shoulders. "Listen to me!" She shouted above the howling wind. "You are strong!"

Energy in the air popped and simmered. It caused the hair on the back of Korra's neck to stand on end. She felt the energy reach for her, filling her body with it's power. When Korra looked down at her hands holding onto him, the scars that ran along her arms were glowing white. She opened her mouth once more to speak and her words echoed with the voices of her past. "Amon, you must find the strength within you. Do not let her destroy your light."

Korra's palms glowed as the light from her Avatar State traveled to Amon's body. Before her eyes, Loh's darkness receded, crawling back towards the pit of her eyes. As it withdrew, the storm above calmed down until the rain turned back into a mist. In a matter of a few heartbeats, Loh's blood red had been pushed back until only her eyes pulsed with it.

"Finish it, Amon. Cleanse her of the corruption." Korra's voice echoed around them, bouncing off the walls of the abandoned city.

"Goodbye, mother."
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"Is that it then? Is she dead?" Korra gasped for air as she questioned Amon, taking a few steps back to give him some space. He stood with his back to her, looking down at what was once his mother.

The wind and storm calmed down and Korra felt a sense of relief flow through her.

Amon slowly shook his head from side to side. "No. I cannot kill her. I do not think she can be killed. But she is powerless now."

"Wh- How did you do that?" Korra's hands trembled as she looked down at them. Somehow, she had assisted Amon using her Avatar powers.

"I absorbed her powers." Amon's vice sounded distant and shocked as if he were still trying to process what all had just occurred.

"But I thought only the Avatar could do that." Korra summed up her courage and walked around Amon to face what was left of Loh. The Spirit was curled in on herself, lying on her side with her arms wrapped tightly around her legs.

"I am part Spirit," Amon murmured as he watched for Korra's reaction.

Korra regarded the Spirit with an apathetic expression. Now that Loh was powerless, she could do nothing to Korra or her loved ones.

"What about the Rotters?" Asami asked as she joined them with a grim look on her face. She seemed tired and uneasy about what had all just passed. When her gaze fell on Amon, a shudder passed through her.

"I suppose I can free them but," Korra turned and faced the great dome that trapped most if not all the Rotters in Republic City. "How can we be sure it's safe?"

Amon knelt down and grasped both Loh's shoulders in his hands, giving her a sharp shake to force her to look at him. "What have you done with my heart?"

Loh chuckled. It was as if the sound gave her strength. Slowly, she unfolded herself and sat up, laughing the entire time. "Your heart?" Loh's white fangs flashed at them as she spoke. Her bright red eyes looked sunken in and this time, when Korra looked at them, she didn't hear screaming. "You want your heart?"

"I'm only going to ask politely once, Loh," Amon growled in warning.

"Why would I listen to you?" She sneered. "You have already taken my powers. There is nothing left for you to do. You will never get me to talk."

"You bitch!"

"Amon! No!" Korra leapt forward and grabbed ahold of Amon's raised arm, preventing him from striking the Spirit.

"She's a monster, Korra!" Amon continued to glare at the sickly woman at their feet. "She deserves worse than this."

"Hurting her while she is powerless will only make you a monster too. Don't you see? It's what she wants."

Loh smirked up at them, her fangs just barely visible between her dark lips. "Come now, Amon. I took everything from you."

Amon lunged once more but Korra held him back. "Enough!" Korra shouted. "This is exactly what she wants. To corrupt you, Amon. Don't play into her hands."

At last, Amon looked back to Korra. His eyes were wide with mixed emotion. Underlying them all though, was fear.

"You don't have to do this," Korra whispered. Her hand that grasped his wrist, released him only to rest on his face, gently cupping his jaw.

"Ha!" Loh barked. Her slender body shook with the force of her laughter. "What a load of bullshit!"

"Don't listen to her, Amon."

"What the hell is going on here?"

Korra lurched forward as someone bumped past her, reaching out towards Loh. The girl was small and young, probably around Korra's age. Her dark hair made her look like Asami from behind.

"Who the hell are you?" Korra huffed, annoyed that someone had slammed into her at a time like this.

"Get back, you disgusting excuse for a Spirit." The girl turned on her with venom in the words she spat at Korra. "You shouldn't even be alive."

Korra narrowed her eyes. The girl was dressed in Equalist clothing which gave her even more of a striking resemblance to Asami. But her dark eyes were the giveaway. Never before had Korra seen such hate and malice in one look.

Amon sighed. "Korra, this is my half-sister, Jin Lee."

"You have a half-sister?" Korra turned on Amon, welcoming the distraction of starring down the girl that was now cradling Loh to herself. "And you didn't tell me?"

"It wasn't like I had many chances to sit down and tell you my recently discovered family history!" Amon shouted back. He rubbed his temples and closed his eyes as he inhaled deeply.

"Yeah, well-"

"Guys!" Asami shouted, pushing herself to stand between the two of them. "Bigger picture here. Republic City is still full of animated dead bodies. Could we try to focus?" Asami nodded and pointed down to the two women at their feet.

"They're your family," Korra said to Amon as if telling him the decision was up to him.

"Yes, but their actions have caused the world to be unbalanced. As the Avatar-"

"I know, I know." Korra waved him off before kneeling down to speak with them at eye level. "Loh," she addressed the sickly Spirit first with an even tone. "You are going to face judgment for your crimes regardless of any further information you give us. The Spirits will deal with you but I do have a connection to them. If you help us out perhaps-"

"What? You will talk the Spirits into going easy on me?" Loh sneered. "I'm dead either way. I owe you mortals nothing!"

"No, you don't," Korra growled between clenched teeth. She leaned in closer, dropping her voice so Asami and Amon couldn't hear her. "But you owe it to your son. How much pain and suffering have you caused him in both this life and the last? Give him his life back, give him his heart back and die knowing you were capable of one good deed despite your wicked heart."

"I am truly sorry my dear, but I have never cared about being a mother. Amon can live in agony." Loh smirked at her own words. "My children were only ever used for my own gain. And look where that left me."

"B-But-" Jin Lee stared at her mother with wide, watery eyes. Her mouth hung open as if she couldn't believe what she was hearing. "But you told me we were in this together. That we would rise to power and I could stand by your side, always. We were in this together!" Jin Lee flung Loh away from her, pushing the wasted Spirit down onto the cold ground.

It happened so suddenly, Korra was unable to react. One moment she was staring up at Jin Lee in shock, the next, Loh was withering in the air, crying out.

"Hey!" Amon darted forward but he wasn't fast enough. In the blink of an eye, Asami tackled Jin Lee to the ground, breaking her concentration. Loh fell down in a crumpled lump.

"Nice family you've got, Amon," Asami huffed as she wrestled with the bloodbender. Jin Lee tried everything to break her hold, even biting down on Asami's wrists.

Asami firmly secured Jin Lee's hands behind her back and pulled her up to her feet.

"You foolish child!" Loh spat as she tried to recover herself. "Did you truly think I would ever love you? You are a half-blooded disappointment. You are worse than your brother!"

With a shout, Jin Lee tried to attack Loh once more but Asami was braced for it and held her firmly in place.

"What do we do now?" Amon asked, ignoring her words. "Without my heart we don't know how to release the Rotters."

"We could-"

"I'll tell you," Jin Lee spoke softly with a smirk tainting her lips. She spoke to them but kept her eyes pinned on Loh.

"Ungrateful child!" Loh screeched.

"She's had it with her the whole time," Jin Lee grinned at the look of terror in Loh's eyes. "She wouldn't trust something that powerful with anyone but herself. Destroy the heart and your destroy her hold on the mortals."

Korra and Amon exchanged a glance. Amon's eyes were unreadable but every emotion Korra felt passed over her face. She wouldn't destroy Amon's heart. Not until they had no other choice.

"Where exactly is it?" Korra asked, glancing back at Jin Lee whose chest heaved with every breath she took.

"Where do you think?" Jin Lee barked back at her.

Amon cleared his throat and took a step towards his mother. "Let me handle this, Korra."

As Amon reached towards her, Loh flinched and scrambled backwards. She crossed her arms as if to protect her chest. "You can't have it! I won't let you. Not after everything I've done!"

"It's over, Loh," Amon whispered. He looked at her with regret in his eyes. With a clawed hand, Amon reached towards her chest. His fingers slid through her skin like it was made of water. Loh cried out in pain as Amon grasped his own heart within her chest. His forehead wrinkled in concentration and sweat trickled down his brow.

"Amon," Korra took a cautious step forward. Before her outstretched hand reached him, Amon let out a grunt and pulled back, his beating heart in hand.

"Is that it?" Asami asked with a mixture of curiosity and disgust in her voice.

Amon nodded. "It's the root of the problem."

"Amon wait!" Korra darted forward, placing herself between where Loh was crumpled on the ground and where Amon stood. "Let's be reasonable. The Rotters aren't going anywhere. We have time to figure this out."

"And what of the thousands of Rotters outside of Republic City?" Amon pointed behind Korra, towards the edge of the city. "Survivors are falling prey to these killing machines all because of this." Amon thrust the beating heart towards Korra to emphasize his point.

Korra shook her head. She hadn't given any thought to the outside world. For the past few months her thoughts had centered on Republic City and its people. The Rotters hadn't even been a problem. This wasn't how things were supposed to go. She should have been fighting Equalists and perhaps Tarrlok himself.

"I'm already dead, Korra. My time here in this world is up," Amon breathed the words with regret in his voice.

"No." Korra shook her head again and pushed Amon's empty hand away before it could touch her. "No. You still have a few hours left. I told you I would find a way to help you. I promised!"

"You've already helped me, Korra." Amon reached out for her again and this time Korra let his hand caress her cheek. "You've already saved me from the darkness."

Thunder rumbled above them as the storm once more gathered strength. The first drops of rain fell hard against the already wet cement.

"No." Korra said stubbornly. "I've fought for you!"

Asami, sensing their need for privacy, dragged Jin Lee away. But Loh was left to sit on the ground, feet away from the couple. Her evil grin spread across her lips. She may not have been able to destroy the world, but she had ruined what was left of Korra and Amon's.

"Korra, I love you," Amon whispered. He kept his eyes on hers as he reached down to retrieve something from his boot.

Lightning flashed, illuminating the silver weapon in Amon's hands.

"No!" Korra shouted above the howling wind. "You don't even know if it'll work!"

"Do it, Amon," Loh screamed, her voice cracking. "Do it and you'll save them."

"Shut up, you bitch!" Korra spat at the weakened Spirit. "Don't listen to her, Amon. You can't trust her!"

"She's not lying about this, Korra. It's true. If I sacrifice myself, they'll be saved."

"You've already tried it! You did this once before and all you ended up doing was killing yourself!"

Rain pelted down from black clouds above them. The wind whipped their clothes and hair around but none of them seemed to notice. Not even Asami tried to shelter herself from the storm. Instead, she waited with wide eyes, waiting to see what would unfold.

Amon either didn't hear her over the storm, or didn't want to hear the words. He held his beating heart forward, slightly away from his body and raised his other hand that held the dagger.

"Stop!" Korra shouted. As the word left her lips, everything froze. The rain paused like billions of ice shards floating in mid air. The clouds stopped rolling forward with the stormy winds. Even the people around her, didn't move.

"Korra," a soft voice spoke, breaking the still air with its words.

Korra spun around to face the speaker. "Aang?" She asked with a gasp. He was the last person she would have expected to see standing with her in the frozen world. It had been awhile since they'd spoken. But he didn't appear to be completely there. Any movement he made, caused his body to shimmer and go transparent before solidifying once more.

"Avatar Korra, we do not have much time," Aang replied. His voice echoed as if he were yelling at Korra from the opposite side of a long tunnel.

"For what?"

"To save Amon."
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"You can save him?" Hope built up in Korra before she could prevent it.

"Not in the way you believe. Amon's life is over. But you can stop him from ending his own existence," Aang replied calmly.

The words didn't make any sense to Korra. All she wanted to hear was how to keep Amon with her, in their world. Screw the Spirit World. Amon belonged with her.

"I don't understand." Korra made to step forward but Aang raised his hand, stopping her in her tracks.

"There's not much time to explain. If Amon takes his own life for a second time, his spirit will cease to exist. However, if you, in the Avatar State, destroy his heart, his spirit will pass safely on to the Spirit World."

"But I-"

"Make your choice, Avatar Korra, before it is too late." Aang's voice faded as he returned to the Spirit World, leaving Korra to stand in the frozen city around her.

Korra took a cautious step forward, waiting for the world around her to come back alive. When it didn't, she hurried forward, careful not to disturb anything. She closed the distance between her and the still frozen Amon.

"I don't want to live without you," Korra whispered. Slowly, her hand reached up to trace the planes of his face as if trying to memorize each feature. "But I have too." Korra let her hand drop away from his face to retrieve the knife. "I love you," Korra kissed Amon one last time. As their lips touched, the world eased back into motion. Slowly at first and then all at once. The rain misted before becoming a steady sprinkle. Amon's breath brushed Korra's cheek but then he stepped back in surprise.

"Korra?"

"I can't let you do this, Amon." Korra held the dagger tightly in hand against her chest as if she were afraid Amon would reach up and snatch it away from her.

"I have no other-"

"If you do this, your spirit will die too." Korra shook her head slightly at the idea of it. "It has to be me; I have to destroy your heart as the Avatar."

Amon's face was blank for several long heartbeats. At last, he gave a small nod and handed over the heart in his hands.

"We shall be together again, Korra. I swear it." Amon reached forward, pulling Korra towards him to seal his promise with a kiss.

Korra closed her eyes, concentrating on holding in the tears that threatened to overflow. Taking a deep breath, Korra nodded. Now was not the time to let her emotions take over.

"We will, I promise," Korra whispered. As she opened her eyes, the Avatar State flooded through her, surging with power. Without a moment to second-guess herself, Korra stabbed Amon's heart.

Amon's body collapsed to the ground, lifeless. A soft breeze fluttered through the city. As it reached them, the body at Korra's feet faded away into dust, drifting off with the wind.

Three Years Later
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"Avatar Korra," Lin cleared her throat, announcing her presence to Korra. "I have the report you asked for.

Korra turned around with a small smile touching her lips. "Thank you." Korra took the thin folder from Lin's outstretched hand.

The sun shone down on the two female benders as birds chirped and fluttered from one old telephone wire to another. The lines hadn't been used in over two years. There just wasn't even power for it. Asami's efforts had been focused on gathering renewable resources to power the city. Phones had taken a backseat to other efforts and been replaced with simple radios to keep in contact.

"Avatar Korra," Lin spoke up once more, drawing Korra's attention. "I have plenty of metalbenders placed throughout the city. Crime is at an all time low with only a few problems scattered throughout the city. With your permission, I'd like to take the next year off to focus on personal matters outside the city."

Korra blinked in shock. "I don't see any problems with that. You don't have to ask me but you might want to mention it to the city leaders."

"The council has already approved my request but I felt the need to also get your approval. This city wouldn't still be standing here without your efforts," Lin paused and gave a small shake of her head. "Humans wouldn't still be here without you."

"Thank you, Lin. But you played an important role in that too."

Lin cleared her throat and straightened her shoulders; clearly uncomfortable with the turn the conversation had taken. "I should go make preparations for my trip then."

"Where exactly are you going?" Korra asked before she could stop herself.

"Somewhere out there is my sister. I need to find her." Lin's voice was hard and emotionless. But her eyes narrowed with a look of determination. "I should have go after her long before now."

Korra nodded in understanding. "Let me know if there's anything you need from me."

Lin thanked her before leaving.

Looking at the city around her, Korra turned in a small circle on the rooftop of her apartment building.

The city had been filling up with people over the past three years. Once Loh had been defeated, survivors flooded around them, seeking help and answers. They had to expand the borders and were even making plans to create more cities like Republic City. It had been a tough three years but they were all pulling through it.

"Korra? Korra!" Bolin shouted at her, running forward with a broad grin on his face. "Korra!"

Korra laughed despite herself. "What is it?"

"They're back!" Bolin jumped up and down, dragging her back towards the rooftop access door. "Come on! They're back."

"Okay. Okay!" Korra laughed again as she pulled loose from his grasp. "I'm coming." She tucked the report folder away, already forgetting any importance it may have had.

Bolin led Korra down through the building floor by floor. Every so often, he turned to glance back at her as if to make sure she was really following. Once they made it outside, Bolin broke into a sprint, racing towards the front gate of the city.

There was already a small crowd gathered by the time Korra and Bolin reached them. As they neared, Mako was just jumping down off the Jeep full of supplies.

"Mako!" Bolin shoved forward to give his older brother a hug. "You're alive!" Bolin jumped up and down happily before releasing an embarrassed Mako.

"Y-yeah," Mako cleared his throat and tried to regain as much dignity as he could with a blush tainting his cheeks.

Korra joined the two brothers to welcome Mako back. He'd been gone for three weeks on a mission to gather supplies and locate any survivors that he could. He'd taken two other men with him, metalbenders that looked happy to see their friends and families again.

This was the first time Korra hadn't gone with them. Usually she would go to gather information about the outside world. But this time matters at Republic City had kept her from it. A group of seven survivors had shown up just before they were scheduled to leave. Korra had stayed behind to make sure the survivors were able to settle in and to hear their story. Any information about the outside world was of upmost importance.

"'Bout time you made it back," Asami pushed her way through the growing crowd, eyeing the jeep as she did so. "Did you get the list of things I asked for?"

"Yup," Mako nodded as he pointed behind him to the back of the jeep. "It's all there. Though some of it I'm not sure if it's exactly what you were looking for."

"I'm sure it's just fine," Asami replied, already mentally shuffling through the boxes of supplies. She'd been charged with maintaining the power in Republic City and took her job very seriously. After all, she was the best for it.

"Have the officers unload it before you get carried away, Asami," Korra tugged Asami back to stand next to her once more. "It can wait. Let's go get something to eat."

"Food sounds great!" Bolin interjected.

"Wait," Mako's command halted the conversation. "There's something that you need to know, Korra."

"What is it?" Korra asked cautiously. She didn't like the sound of his voice.

"It's- It's difficult to explain." Mako's eyes shifted around the crowd. No one seemed to be paying attention to them but he directed the four of them off to the side away from the others just in case.

"What's going on?" Korra eyed the crowd as well but didn't see anyone paying attention. When a group returned from a mission everyone was always excited. This time was no different. The crowd was buzzing with conversation.

"We picked up a group of survivors," Mako replied. He said the words slowly, as if thinking over each one before it left his mouth.

"Okay," Korra drew out the word like a question.

Mako shuffled his weight from foot to foot under her gaze. "They aren't like any other survivors we've picked up before."

That was saying a lot. Over the past three years, Republic City had seen it's fair share of odd individuals that had survived the end of the world. People that had once been criminals or people that had even been Rotters and turned back human. They had even picked up a group that had discovered they could bend and thought it a gift from gods. They refused to use their bending abilities without first asking permission from the proper god or goddess despite having been explained where the bending actually came from.

Mako took a deep breath. "They're airbenders."
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Korra shut and locked the door behind her. Collapsing to the floor with her back against the door, she let out a long sigh.

This New World never ceased to surprise her. One day she was fighting crazed Spirits and overthrowing a power-hungry president and the next she was finding out that airbenders hadn't been completely wiped from the face of the planet.

"What a day." Korra rubbed her eyes, fighting back the tiredness she felt. All she wanted to do was collapse in her bed and sleep until the world ended. Again.

But her day wasn't over. Not yet. She only had a few minutes to prepare herself.

Picking herself up off the floor, Korra made her way to the bedroom and quickly changed into fresh clothes. In the bathroom, she washed her face and brushed out her short hair. Just last year she'd asked Asami to help her cut it into a bob cut. The three ponytails had just been a constant reminder of her past.

The clock in the living room struck midnight, drawing Korra's attention back to the present.

"Shit," Korra hissed under her breath. She raced around the apartment and made sure all the lights were turned off before sitting down, meditation style on the living room floor in front of the large, opened windows.

Moonlight shone through in bright streaks, casting shadows around the room. It was almost a full moon. Korra closed her eyes and waited.

"Are you there?" Korra whispered. She knew she had to be patient but this time of night, she couldn't help it. Not when she knew what was coming.

"Hello Korra," a deep voice responded. As always, it sounded slightly muffled, as if there was a thin wall between them.

"Amon?" Korra peeked through one eye, hoping to see what she already knew she would.

Amon's spirit floated just before her. He was pale and shimmery, not completely there. But it was good enough for Korra.

Korra's own spirit jumped up from where her body sat on the floor and wrapped her arms around Amon.

"It's so good to see you!" She whispered into his ear. Their spirit forms weren't solid but they could still hold one another, more than Korra had ever dreamed would be possible.

"Oh, Korra," Amon sighed as he held her close. "I miss you."

"I wish we could be together." Korra drew back to look at his face. Even as a spirit he was scarred where Korra had accidentally burned him when she'd first discovered her bending.

"We will be. One day." Amon smiled down at her though it didn't completely reach his eyes. "But you are bound to this world through your duties as the Avatar. They need you."

Korra sighed. "I know. I know." She shook her head as if to shake away the thought. "Come," she pulled him forward, passing her still meditating body, to sit with her on the couch. "What news of the Spirit World? How's your mother?"

Amon chuckled before answering. "Loh is still being watched over by the past Avatars. Despite their efforts, she's still refusing treatment of any kind. She would prefer to live in a deranged state of mind." Amon paused and then asked the question he always was reluctant to ask each time they spoke of it. "What of my sister?"

"Much the same as your mother," Korra replied. "Our Healers are trying to work with her to repair the damage your mother did but she refuses to cooperate."

"And President Tarrlok? You haven't spoken much of him these past few weeks. Has there been any change?"

Korra shook her head and frowned. "No. He still speaks nonsense. Whatever happened between him and Loh before we got to him must have broken him mentally. The Healers have tried everything they can think of but he sits in his cell, rocking back and forth and mumbling words that make no sense. But we're determined."

Amon nodded as if expecting her answer. "He's not beyond repair. In time he'll recover."

The room became silent as they both lost themselves to different trains of thought.

"There is-" Korra paused, unsure how to phrase it.

"What?" Amon looked back at her. "What is it?"

"There's something I should tell you." Korra straightened her shoulders, bracing to give him the news. Although Amon had worked past much of the corruption Loh had put in his mind, Korra was still unsure how he would handle the news of more benders.

"Tell me then."

"We had a new group of survivors that came to Republic City today." Korra watched Amon's face for any signs of a reaction. "They're airbenders."

The clock in the room ticked as each second passed by in silence.

"Airbenders?" Amon asked, his voice void of any emotion.

"Yes."

"Well, that's- that's fantastic!" Amon's mouth broke into a wide grin. "They're really airbenders?"

"You're not upset?"

"Of course not! Why should I be?" Amon laughed.

"Because you hated benders." Korra said.

Amon laughed again and shook his head a few times before replying. "Korra, I never hated benders. How could I when I'm so madly in love with the ultimate bender?" Amon didn't wait for her to respond. "I hated the oppression that benders were capable of. But even non-benders can do terrible things. Something that I myself proved to be true."

Korra opened her mouth to defend him but Amon cut her off.

"No, it's true. I allowed my mother to fill my head with lies. To see that the world is once again restoring itself is great news. Airbenders mean that there will once again be balance in the world."

"Do you truly believe that?" Korra asked, her voice just a whisper.

Amon nodded. "I do. But the world can't do it on its own. They need their avatar, Korra. You must help restore balance. Help mend the gap between benders and non-benders." Amon reached out to trace the scars on Korra's face. The scars that had once been the markings on Amon's mask until she'd freed him.

"You know I will."

"You must. Succeed where I failed. Bring balance to the world. Only then will you and I truly be able to be together."
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"Are you ready?" Asami asked the question as she helped to straighten the necklace Korra was wearing. It was the lotus tile Amon had given her for Christmas when it had just been the two of them against the world. She'd drilled a hole through it and put it on a chain so she could always have it on her.

Korra nodded but shook herself mentally. "Yes. I'm ready."

"There's nothing to be nervous about, Korra. You're the avatar. What's the worse that could happen?" Asami smiled at her, trying to make her feel less nervous.

"Korra?" Bolin poked his head into the room. "We're ready for you."

"I'm coming." Korra took one last look in the mirror, insuring that every hair was in place and that she hadn't gotten anything on her clothes.

"You look great, Korra." Asami joined her at her side and looked into the mirror. "Let's go."

Korra made her way down the short hallway and out the front door of Republic City's central building. It was the tallest tower that Tarrlok had once claimed as his command post. In the past three years, the council had used to hold meetings and to train new benders. It also housed survivors until a proper home could be found for them. Currently, it was housing the airbenders that had shown up just yesterday.

Once outside, the Bolin, Asami, and Korra stopped, waiting for the cue.

"You have the broadcast ready, right?" Korra whispered to Asami.

"Everything is set. Your voice will be broadcasting on every radio wave throughout the country. If someone has a radio on, they'll hear you."

Korra nodded in acknowledgement and took a deep breath.

"And now, ladies and gentlemen," Mako's voice rang out throughout the city as he spoke into the microphone. "Your avatar!"

The cry that rang out was deafening. If it hadn't been for Bolin's nudge at her back, Korra would have turn and ran.

Steeling herself, Korra climbed the stairs of the stage and took her place at the podium. Mako smiled at her but Korra could see the concern in his eyes. They all knew she was nervous.

"But the world can't do it on its own. They need their avatar, Korra. You must help restore balance. Help mend the gap between benders and non-benders."

Korra closed her eyes and took a deep breath as Amon's words echoed through her mind, giving her strength.

"Succeed where I failed. Bring balance to the world. Only then will you and I truly be able to be together."

"Attention people of Republic City," Korra's voice echoed in the microphone as she spoke. "And attention people of the United States of America."

The crowd quieted down until Korra couldn't hear anything except her own breathing.

"My name is Korra and I'm your Avatar." Another cheer rang out, louder than the first. Korra raised her hands in a silencing motion until the crowd was quiet once more. "Many of you out there in the world haven't a clue as to what or who an avatar is. But many more of you remember a time when the avatar failed you, when the avatar- when I gave up." Korra paused again, hating the words as they echoed back to her. "My duty, as your avatar, is to restore balance to the world. We, as a people, have undergone a terrible tragedy. Millions have already died and still others are continuing to die every day. Loved ones, families and friends, are lost to us. But we are a strong and brave people." Korra looked around at the silent crowd. "I'm calling upon benders and non-benders alike to stand together, to face this New World as one people. I ask you to set aside differences, fears, and prejudices in order to restore peace and balance to our world that has been in turmoil for nearly three years. The Rotters are no more. The Spirit, Loh, was defeated. The Equalist are no longer terrorizing our city. Now is a time for healing and restoration. Now is a time for peace. There is no more war to fight but the war we fight against ourselves. Do not divide neighbor from neighbor. Instead, pull together and help rebuild our city and our world." Korra took a deep breath, gaining strength as she spoke. "To those of you outside of Republic City, you are not alone. We will be sending out search parties twice a month for a week each time. After this broadcast, our location will be sent out for those who are not found by the search parties. You are not alone. Republic City will have open doors. No one will be turned away. We are a strong people. We are a brave people. We are one people. Our differences do not divided; our differences strengthen us. Whether you bend fire or air or no element at all. We are one people. My name is Avatar Korra and I will not fail you again."


Looking back, I realize there's probably some things I didn't answer, the pacing is off, and maybe not everything lines up the way it should. But, I didn't want to drag it out any more than this final chapter. I wanted to finish the fic even after all this time. I hope the ending didn't disappoint. 

As always, I would appreciate any and all feedback. 

I'd also like to take this chance to thank all of my readers. You guys are fantastic. Thanks for sticking with me even though life happened and I withdrew for a long time without warning. I know there were several times I went M.I.A. and didn't update for long periods of time. But you guys stuck with me til the end and I really, truly appreciate it. It means the world to me. 
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