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Summary: 
            What if Korra was captured by Amon after her fight with Tarrlok?

          











1. The Beginning

Author's Note:
      Warning, this story is very dark. Please do not read if you will be triggered by violence or non-con. Korra is 18 at the beginning of the story.

    


    
    Standing alone in a small metallic box, Korra extends her hands outwards, brushing them against the smooth, cool surface of her prison. She lets out a breath slowly, calming herself as she searches for any defect in the surrounding cage. She spends hours testing for any weak points, using her firebending along the edges, willing the too small container to break. It’s no use, she thinks bitterly. For now, I’m trapped here. But, I’m not giving in without a fight.

Realizing her current options are limited, she decides to use her isolation to meditate. She sits, folding her legs into the lotus position and tries to clear her mind. She reaches out into the void, willing herself to connect with her Avatar Spirit, her past lives. Her trance is suddenly interrupted by the basement door being violently thrown open and hitting against the wall with a bang. Startled, she moves to regain her feet. She raises her hands, ready to defend herself if needed. She can hear a male’s voice muttering something to himself as the basement stairs creak. “Tarrlok?” She questions.

“Yes. It’s me, Avatar.” He responds dryly and with anger in his tone. “You just couldn’t help making a mess for the both of us, could you?”

“Me?!” Korra responds incredulously. “How can you even suggest this is my fault? You kidnapped me! You’re a mad man.”

“After refusing to cooperate, you forced me to act. You put me in an impossible situation.”

“Don’t pretend like you hadn’t already planned on doing something this horrible and creepy. Why else would you have a box like this?” Accentuating her point, Korra lets out a frustrated huff and kicks the inside of her metal prison. “Look, it’s only a matter of time before people realize that you’ve taken me. They’ll find me. Then-”

“They already know!” Tarrlok yells. “Because of you, my life is ruined. Because of you, I had to attack the rest of the council. They’re coming for me now, and we’re leaving.”

Korra can hear him pacing back and forth in the room. He sounds deranged. “We? Why would I come with you?”

“I need assurances. You’re going to be my hostage and insurance policy. They won’t harm me if they think it’ll risk losing you.” His speech is frantic and pressured.

She hears the movement of metal on metal, possibly a lock, being opened on the outside of her cell. “You’re crazy,” Korra says, unable to help herself as she shakes her head. “You’re only going to make things worse for yourself. I am not going to come with you willingly.”

“Oh, you’re coming. It doesn’t matter if you’re willing or not.”

Korra’s heart rate begins to quicken as she knows her chance to escape is drawing near. “It’s not too late. Let me go now, and we can go our separate ways. You’ll be free, I won’t follow.”

“You aren’t in a position to bargain.” Tarrlok responds harshly. Korra takes a deep breath in. She readies herself, sinking into her fighting stance. The door to the metal box begins to open slowly and as soon as she sees a hand wrap around its edge, she kicks her leg forward unleashing a blast of fire from her foot. Tarrlok lets out a shriek as he is thrown backwards by the force of the door and hits the ground. Korra surges forward and punches her right arm directly towards her captor, preparing to throw a fireball into his chest.

Her right arm suddenly stops, halfway through the motion. Her body becomes rigid as she feels a will that is not her own taking over her muscles. Pain spreads everywhere at once, moving along the course of her blood vessels, as she looks down at Tarrlok. He is on the ground with his arms outstretched towards her. His right hand looks reddened but his fingers still point at her, and he has an expression of fury on his face.

“Tarrlok,” Korra gasps before collapsing to her knees, her arms moving outward as her wrists bend unnaturally at awkward angles.

“I told you that you would be coming with me. Instead, you try to attack me.” Using his bloodbending, Tarrlok throws Korra’s body sideways into the cement wall of the basement. She hits the wall hard before flying upward into the ceiling. Her head makes contact first and makes a sickening, cracking sound as it collides with the surface. Her vision instantly becomes blurred but before she can process her pain, she feels herself hurtling toward the ground. The air forcefully leaves her chest as her head swims. Dazed and trying to catch her breath, Korra shakes her head as she looks at Tarrlok. She can feel blood trickling down her neck from where her scalp made contact with the ceiling. Her vision is still swimming but she can see that he is now standing. “You will not be trying anything like that again, and you will be leaving with me now.” Tarrlok spits out.

The bloodbending grip across her body is renewed. She can feel his crushing hold tighten to emphasize his point and Korra coughs up a small amount of blood as she briefly squeezes her eyes shut. She tries to speak but no sound escapes her lips. Still bending, Tarrlok levitates Korra’s body up the stairs of the basement. Now in the main room on the first floor of the house, Tarrlok freezes.

They’re not alone. In front of him stand six masked men. Four appear to be chi blockers, dressed in their usual equalist clothing. The green lenses of their goggles flash in the dark. The fifth man has a long mustache and is wielding kali sticks which buzz lightly with blue electricity. The sixth man stands with his head down, a hood pulled over his face which is shrouded in shadow. Stiffening, Tarrlok releases his hold on the Avatar who crumples to the ground next to him. “Amon…” Tarrlok breathes.

The hooded man now raises his head, revealing the edges of a white mask which glistens in the moonlight that scatters in through the window. A low voice extends from the figure, “It’s time for you to be equalized.”

The surprise of the situation now dimming, Tarrlok chuckles softly as he resumes a fighting stance. “You fool! You’ve never faced bending like mine.” He raises his hands as he extends his fingers. The four equalists and their lieutenant collapse to the hardwood floor. Amon’s movement seems to be halted for the briefest moment before he begins to walk towards the male waterbender. Slowly and deliberately he places one foot in front of the other, his boots clicking on the wooden surface. Tarrlok raises his hands further, straining to control the movements of his enemy. “What? What are you?” Tarrlok whispers, fear and confusion in his voice.

Calmly, Amon replies. “I am the solution.” He extends his hand towards Tarrlok, suddenly grasping his right arm and spinning him around as he forces the councilman to his knees. One hand is at the base of his neck and the other reaches for Tarrlok’s forehead. Korra is now raising her head as she pushes herself to her knees. She makes eye contact with a petrified Tarrlok just before he lets out a horrible scream. He falls forward towards the ground, fear and pain etched into every line of his face.

Korra scrambles backwards as fast as she can while looking up at the masked man that haunts her nightmares. She turns around, gets to her feet, and sprints down the hallway towards the window. She can hear heavy footsteps directly behind her as she races towards freedom. Bringing her hands together in front of her, she leaps and lets out a stream of fire which shatters the window. She lands heavily in the soft snow outside the cabin and again races to regain her feet. She is running through the snow as fast as her aching legs can carry her. She does not dare to look behind her. She reaches the crest of a hill. She waves her arms in a fluid motion, drawing her native element to her as she prepares to propel down the snowy surface. She jumps as she attempts to create a board of ice beneath her feet. She can taste freedom.

Suddenly, she is falling forward. Her legs feel heavier and briefly do not respond to her own commands before she tumbles ten feet down the hill where she is roughly stopped by a pine tree. Her tired head has had too many collisions for one day and she feels her vision blurring once again. The last thing she sees is a tall figure walking purposely towards her with a mask as white as the surrounding snow, before darkness overtakes her and she collapses into oblivion.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          This is my first fanfiction! Any suggestions, comments, or feedback are very welcome.

        








2. When Extremes Meet


    
    Korra opens her eyes, blinking slowly, as she takes in her surroundings. The room is dark and she can feel cold metal beneath her aching limbs. She moves her arms and hears a soft clinking sound. Her hands are bound together and attached to chains which jingle with her movement. She sits up and feels soreness spread in her back and arms while her head throbs. 

“So you’re awake at last, young Avatar.” She snaps her head up at the sound of a low, raspy, male voice. Korra looks at the man who spoke. He towers above her, radiating confidence and authority, as he stands with his hands behind his back. He wears his signature mask that looks almost as if he is mocking her. Fear bubbles up within Korra’s stomach as she moves to stand up too, but is prevented from doing so by the short chains which bind her hands to the ground. She crouches instead, one knee resting on the ground as she tries to summon fire to her palms. It does not come.

“Amon… what did you do? Where am I? What do you want?” Korra means to ask fiercely, but her voice betrays her fear.

“Relax, young Avatar. You still have your pitiful bending. I know it’s the only thing that matters to someone like you.” Amon takes a step closer to her as he surveys his captive. “You are now my guest for the indefinite future. It doesn’t really matter where you are, but know that you will not be found. What I want isn’t complicated.” He crouches down to look her in the eye and Korra can feel a shiver run over her body as her ocean blue eyes meet ones that are much darker and far colder. “I want everything from you.” He grabs her chin to maintain eye contact. “I will take it, piece by piece. I will break you. I will show the world that you are nothing, that your bending means nothing. Only then, when you are entirely irrelevant and proven to be useless, will you be allowed to take your proper place at the bottom of society.”

Korra is afraid. She knows this situation is abysmal.  Don’t let him know that I’m scared. I’m the Avatar. He can’t beat me.  She tries to shake her head free from his grasp while yelling, “I will get out of here and I will defeat you.” She lunges forward, her chained hands reaching for Amon’s throat. Her fingers barely brush against the thick fabric of his collar before he sweeps her arms to the side and harshly pushes her to the ground, trapping her hands beneath her body. He places his knee between her shoulder blades, using his weight to hold her on the floor as he slides a hand into her hair. She winces as his hand brushes against the laceration on her scalp and lets out a tiny squeak of pain when he grabs a handful of her hair and yanks it upward. Her head is pulled back at an awkward angle as he once again forces her to look at him.

Amon lets out a menacing chuckle. “I’m glad to see you have spirit. It will make destroying you all the more enjoyable.” He gives her hair another tug as he presses his knee further into her back. “You will learn your place.” Korra is struggling below him, trying to throw him off of her back. He raises his free hand in a fist and brings it down on Korra’s side. She lets out a small grunt as she absorbs the blow. “Remember,” he says as he lifts his arm again, “You are nothing.” Korra is trying to push off from the floor but he’s too heavy and his elbow now collides with her freshly bruised side. “You will learn to behave one way or another.” He slaps her face before pushing her head into the ground. He stands up, keeping one foot on her back. Korra tries to roll over but in response he forcefully kicks the side of her abdomen. She cringes on the contact. Fighting through the pain, she uses the opportunity of him moving his foot to swing her own legs towards him in an effort to sweep Amon’s legs out from under him. However, he is too quick for her. Instead, he lands another brutal kick to Korra’s ribs. Before she can collect herself, he kicks her aggressively again and again. Korra is coughing as her eyes water. She attempts to protect her body by curling inward and covering her face with her hands. Amon laughs once more before straightening up and moving away towards the cell door. “It's time for you to experience the fear and abuse that non-benders face every day. See you soon, Avatar.”

The cell door opens, letting in a stream of light and allowing Amon to walk through. When the door closes, the room is returned to darkness. Korra breathes heavily as she recovers from her beating. She rolls onto her back. The tears that she refused to shed in front of Amon make their way to the surface and roll down her cheeks. Despair and worry fill her. She doesn’t know where she is or how long she has now been missing.  Calm down.  She tells herself.  He said I still have my bending.  She tries to summon fire with her palms once more, but nothing happens.  What if he wasn’t telling the truth? No, he doesn’t have a reason to lie. I can do this. I’ll get out of here and make Amon sorry that he ever messed with me.  Korra’s breathing evens as she calms herself.  I need to be smart. I’ll figure out how to escape and wait for the right opportunity.  With her panic temporarily quieted, she begins to explore her new environment. The room is small and dark, a faint light only coming from a crack below her prison’s door. She can see a bucket in the far corner.  Is that where I’m supposed to pee? Yuck.  There also appears to be a small bed against the wall made of wooden slats. Korra lays in the middle of the room, her hands bound and attached to metal chains that connect to the floor. The chains are too short to stand or move towards the bed or bucket. She tries to sit up but becomes dizzy and quickly lays back down. She continues to examine her surroundings. The walls and floor appear to be made of metal. There are multiple small hooks along the ceiling. Another involuntary shiver runs through her.  What are they planning to do?  She closes her eyes again but pictures that horrible white mask while hearing his deep voice in the back of her mind, “I will destroy you.” She opens her eyes.  I’m the Avatar. He will not win. 

  







3. Remembrances


    
    Sometime later, the cell door opens and the tiny room is bathed in light. In walk three equalists, one of whom is carrying a small metal tray. They’re dressed in their usual uniforms, complete with grey suits, simple black boots, and masks to conceal their identities. Korra moves to a sitting position as she watches the first guard set the tray on the floor a short distance away. The other two guards circle around behind the Avatar. Quick as a snake, she feels sharp jabs of pain along her back and shoulders, blocking her chi and preventing her from bending. She lets out a small hiss of discomfort but otherwise remains silent as she watches the equalists warily. She looks directly at the chi-blocker in front of her who brought in the tray. She refuses to break eye contact with his green lenses. “How long are you planning on keeping me here?” Korra finally asks. Silence answers her. More frustrated now, “What are you going to do?” One of the equalists behind her laughs, but her question remains unanswered. “You can’t do this!” Korra tries to stand, reaching for the nearest equalist but her hands are still bound and she remains on the floor. Still struggling with her shackles, “I’m the Avatar! The world won’t let you get away with this! Release me at once, or I swear I will make you suffer.” One of the guards behind her kicks his foot forward. The foot collides with her back and Korra falls forward towards the floor, landing in a heap.

“You shouldn’t make threats.” The remaining guard states coolly. “Amon has instructed us to use whatever force necessary to ensure your compliance.” In response, Korra aims a kick at the guard’s knees. He lets out a grunt of pain as he stumbles sideways, but the guard who previously kicked her is already stomping down hard on Korra’s outstretched thigh. Korra lets out a cry of pain and turns as she attempts to elbow her attacker. The guard closest to the door that had been silently observing the struggle steps forward and reaches out with a gloved hand. His hand makes contact with Korra’s chest and she feels a surge of electricity radiate through her body. She lets out a pained scream as she convulses on the ground. After several seconds, the guard breaks contact and Korra shakes on the floor. One of the guards grabs the bucket from the corner and drops it near her head unceremoniously. The bucket makes a large clanking sound as it falls over on the floor. On their way out of the room, the chi-blocker who had originally struck her gives a parting kick to Korra’s back. They exit the prison cell and Korra is once again plunged into darkness.

Korra lays on the ground groaning. Everything aches from her previous fights, the bloodbending, the chi blocking, the electricity, and her confinement. She bitterly wishes she could stand and stretch her sore muscles. Laying on the floor for such a long period of time is painful in itself. Outside of her injuries, she has two other pressing issues. Her bladder and her stomach. She looks at the bucket ruefully. This is humiliating.  She examines her restraints and is reminded that she is unable to stand. She reaches for the bucket and returns it to the upright position. Her legs ache and she has barely enough room to crouch over the receptacle but she sighs in relief as she finally voids. After finishing, she now wonders what to do with her bucket. If she tries to push it away, it might spill.  Plus, who knows when or if they’ll replace it. If she keeps it near her, it is certain to smell. She settles for moving it away from where she normally places her head and just at the limit of her chains. 

As satisfied as she can be, she now focuses on her hunger. As if on cue, her stomach rumbles.  When did I last eat? I was probably with Tarrlok for two days. How long have I been here?  The perpetual semi-darkness and her intermittent consciousness make it impossible to tell. Her throat feels dry and she involuntarily smacks her lips. She looks at the tray and sees a small jug of water and a bowl of rice. She extends a shaky arm but her chains are too short and the food remains stubbornly out of reach. Her stomach growls again. She leans farther forward without success. Changing tactics, she rotates her body and stretches out a leg. Her boot brushes against the edge of the tray. She presses herself further into the ground as she reaches once more with her foot. Mercifully, her toes hook the lip of the tray and she pulls it closer to her. In her haste, the bowl of rice tips over. Korra swears under her breath. Upon closer inspection, she sees that the bowl had largely spilled onto the tray itself with precious few grains remaining on the floor of her cell. Korra eagerly grabs a handful of the rice and brings it to her lips before pausing. She frowns as she looks down at the food between her fingers.  Would they poison me?  She weighs the option in her mind.  They definitely need me alive.  Poison wouldn’t necessarily kill me though. They could be trying to drug me. But, what would that do for them?  Ultimately, Korra decides it's worth the risk and begins to eat. The rice is bland, but Korra is so hungry that she does not stop to care.  I need to keep up my strength anyway so I can get out of here.  After finishing with the rice, she greedily grabs the jug of water. She drinks deeply. She knows she should try to conserve the water as she has no idea when the equalists will return, but she cannot restrain herself. She has been too long without food or drink and she desperately wants to quench her thirst. She empties the flask entirely and returns it to the tray. Although she is not completely satisfied, her spirits lift minutely after the nourishment. 

Still sitting, she brings her knees to her chest and drapes her arms around them. She rests her head and allows her mind to wander to her friends.  They’re probably so worried.  She knows that they will find her.  But, how long will it take? Maybe they’re still in jail? No, Tenzin would have gotten them released. Tarrlok said he attacked the council.  She can picture Mako searching through the city.  He’s probably threatening some random equalist right now for information.  Korra barely allows herself to smile at the thought.  Maybe Lin will be with them. Korra can picture her glowering at Bolin’s ridiculous rescue plans. Asami is there as a buffer though and calms the situation.  And Tenzin…  Korra’s heart sinks as guilt wells within her.  He must be so disappointed and scared.  She pictures his worried face.  I should never have snuck out. I should have at least told him where I was going. If I hadn’t confronted Tarrlok, none of this would be happening…  

She shakes her head and steels herself as her resolve returns.  I can’t let them down. I have to try to escape. 

She looks around her room once more but no new inspiration strikes her. She tugs at her manacles. As expected, the chains do not budge from the floor or her wrists. Although she knows that it is futile, she wills fire to come to her fingertips. She scowls.  When I get out of here, I’m going to punch those slimy chi-blockers in their stupid faces. Staring at the door, she muses. She can hear Tenzin’s voice in her mind, gently urging her to meditate.  Maybe my past lives can help me. Despite her lack of past success with meditation, but with no other ideas coming to mind, she settles into a lotus pose and inhales.

Korra sees flashes of a tall, thin man in loose yellow and red robes. His head is shaved save for a neatly maintained beard that extends from one sideburn to the other across his jawline. Although his face looks serious, his light colored eyes give an impression of kindness and she can tell by the wrinkles around them that his days are filled with laughter. She can see blue tattoos depicting arrows extending across his skull and hands.  Aang! I finally connected with you.  She watches as he meets a strong appearing shorter woman with broad shoulders and dark hair pulled back outside of a restaurant. She is wearing a dark suit accentuated by metal plating across her chest and shoulders. Her eyes are pale and unseeing, but she emits confidence. She hears Toph familiarly refer to her former life as Twinkletoes. The distant name causes a faint smile to tug at Korra’s lips as the teasing stirs affectionate memories deep within her. The pair accompany a group of metalbending police officers as they arrest a gruff looking man inside of the original Kwong’s Cuisine. She hears Toph call the man Yakone before leading him out of the building. 

Korra is now witnessing a criminal trial at City Hall. She can see the former council members, including a man she recognizes as Sokka, raptly listening to two attorneys as they discuss Yakone’s alleged crimes. Acting on behalf of the prosecution team, one of the attorneys states, “Yakone has ruled Republic City’s criminal empire for years. Yet, he has always managed to stay out of the law’s reach. Yakone has maintained his grip on the underworld by using an ability that has been illegal for decades. Bloodbending.”

Yakone’s defense attorney lets out a loud sigh, “Members of the council, this is preposterous. The prosecution’s entire case is built upon the make-believe notion that my client is able to bloodbend at will, without the aid of the full moon, at any time of any day. It would be a mockery of justice to convict a man of a crime that is impossible to commit.”

As Korra watches the trial unfold, she sees Sokka finally stand to address the assembly. “Given the significant supporting evidence and overwhelming amount of testimony from his victims, this council is convinced that Yakone has exploited a unique ability to bloodbend without the use of a full moon to commit the listed heinous crimes. We find Yakone guilty of all charges and sentence him to life in prison.” 

A gavel sounds throughout the room and Yakone gets slowly to his feet as a grin full of malice spreads across his face. Toph is striding towards him to remove him from the building but stops midstep, flinching. Sokka cries out in pain as his body contorts awkwardly. Yakone’s eyes are bulging as every person in the courtroom collapses around him. Everyone is unconscious, except for Aang who is struggling, reaching out a hand to his assailant. Yakone focuses all of his energy on the Avatar who is now levitating in the air as he bloodbends him. Aang groans as his limbs twist disturbingly. Suddenly, the Avatar’s eyes and tattoos momentarily glow and he is released from Yakone’s psychic hold. Aang unleashes a powerful stream of air that spirals into Yakone. Yakone flies across the room, hitting the council’s table and collapsing to the floor. Shaking his head, Yakone struggles to get to his knees as Aang smoothly approaches. The Avatar stomps his right foot, and a pillar of earth erupts around the criminal, preventing him from moving further. “It’s over Yakone, I’m taking away your bending for good.” Aang rests a thumb on Yakone’s forehead as he places his other hand on his chest. His eyes glow brightly once more and Yakone slumps forward in defeat.

Back in the present, Korra opens her eyes. She stares down at her hands.  So Tarrlok must be Yakone’s son. That explains how he was able to bloodbend without the full moon. And, now I know that the Avatar State is able to overpower bloodbending.  She frowns.  How does this help me now? Amon already took Tarrlok’s bending away. Why did you show me all of that, Aang? 

She closes her eyes once more, hoping for answers, but no additional visions come. She continues to meditate, willing herself to speak with Aang directly. She continues meditating for over an hour but her endeavor proves to be fruitless. She lets out a sigh and opens her eyes. Absent-mindedly, she scratches at her shackles. The skin of her wrists are raw from the handcuffs.  You could at least have shown me how to metalbend, Korra thinks gloomily. 

Exasperated, Korra lays back on the hard ground. The lack of cushioning for her battered head is irritating and she instead curls onto her side staring at the door. She can see shadows, presumably from the feet of her captors, pass by her door occasionally. She listens for any snippets of conversation but only hears silence. Her throat is dry and she regrets consuming all of her allotted water. She passes the time by continuously attempting to call fire from her extremities. She wants to figure out precisely how long chi-blocking lasts. Unfortunately, Korra is aware that she needs to use the restroom once more. This is so demeaning.  When she finishes, she distastefully notes that the room now reeks of urine. Changing positions, she decides to lay prone on her stomach but still watches the door. 

Several hours later, her cell door once again opens and three new equalists walk into the room. At least, Korra thinks that they are new. It is difficult to recognize any discerning characteristics when they all wear the same uniform and mask. Korra blinks slowly up at them as her eyes adjust to the light. Two of the equalists circle behind the young Avatar. Korra braces herself as jolts of pain swiftly course across her back, shoulders, and sides as the equalists aim punches at her bruised chi points. Angrily, Korra asks, “Are you cowards too scared to fight me fairly?” She receives no response as the chi-blockers move back to the door. Frustrated, Korra bursts out, “At least take these chains off of me. I can’t go anywhere and you just blocked my bending!”

“No. Those won’t come off without orders from Amon,” one of the equalists states. Korra aims a kick at the man who spoke but he’s already at the door and out of reach. 

“Spineless hog-monkeys,” Korra mutters as the room returns to darkness.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I'm surprised people are actually reading this. Thank you for the kudos! Again, this is my first fanfic and I'm working alone so any feedback is appreciated.

Writing Korra is challenging because I want her to stay true to her character as much as possible. She's going to be going through a lot, particularly in the next chapter. It gets super dark so be warned.

        








4. Consequences

Notes for the Chapter:Trigger warning: This chapter contains graphic violence.




    
    The days pass slowly. While still constrained, and with very little mental stimulation, Korra spends her time alternating between meditating, trying to firebend, and eavesdropping on her captors. After her original success with viewing Aang’s memories, further meditation has yielded no new progress. Her efforts at bending are always in vain. Her jailers never let more than half a day pass between renewing her chi-blocking. Eavesdropping also gained very little knowledge. As best as Korra can tell, there is always at least one guard stationed outside of her prison cell. Although her sense of time is strained, the guards appear to change shifts every six to eight hours. Using the shift change as a guide, Korra guesses that she has been imprisoned for about three days. She has not heard anything of substance exchanged between her captors. Occasionally, they will offer each other pleasantries or make a joke about their wild, uncivilized inmate. Korra smiles grimly to herself.  Well I suppose that I did partially earn that title.  Thus far, Korra has taken every opportunity to yell at or attack the guards. One particularly memorable struggle involved Korra biting one of the unfortunate chi-blockers. Korra refused to let go until she was knocked unconscious by his colleagues.  Pansies. Korra thinks bitterly.

Although Korra does have these little victories where she is able to remind her jailers that she is still a physical threat despite being injured, bound, and without her bending, Korra is truly miserable. She still has hope. She knows her friends will find her even if she is not able to escape herself. Nevertheless, her current existence is one of anguish. Her muscles and joints are stiff and throb from her restricted movement. The skin of her wrists is torn from her metal cuffs. Her body is covered in bruises from her various fights, beatings, and chi-blocking. She is weaker and in a constant state of hunger and thirst with her only sustenance being one small bowl of rice and a tiny container of water each day. Then, there is the humiliation. The shame of being captured despite being the Avatar. The indignity of pissing into a bucket, which has not been emptied once so her small cell stinks of urine, and of continuously lying on the floor so she is covered in a layer of filth. 

“If only the public could see you now,” one of the equalists had said earlier that day after she had tried to choke one of her jailers and she had been shocked and beaten by an electrified kali stick in response.

Korra’s thoughts turn to Mako.  Would he be proud? Probably, at least a little. He’d also probably call me stupid for antagonizing them.  Korra thinks dully.  I’m sure he would think I’m gross though. How could he not?  Between the dirt, bruises, blood, and general odor, Korra is sure that her appearance is disheveled at best.  I wonder if I could convince them to let me shower. Fat chance of that happening.  Korra interrupts herself harshly.  They won’t even unchain me from the floor.  Korra pulls at her chains out of habit, ignoring the familiar pain in her wrists. She settles into a lotus position in an attempt to distract herself from her current thoughts and begins to meditate.

Her peaceful state is broken by the cell door opening. Her pupils constrict to adjust to the light and her eyes narrow further at her newest intruder. A tall man with broad shoulders wearing a hood and a double-breasted grey tunic enters the metal room. His leather boots skim softly along the floor as he approaches his prisoner. Towering above her, he settles into an authoritative stance with his hands clasped behind his back. “Good evening, young Avatar.” He states in his deep, baritone voice. “I trust your stay with us has been comfortable.”

Although his presence allows new fear to creep into her mind, Korra scoffs in response as she looks up into his trademark mask. “Yeah, you keeping me chained to the floor while your goons attack me has been great.”

“It is my understanding that you have been instigating these skirmishes. Such insubordination will not be tolerated.” 

“I don’t care about what  you  won’t tolerate." Korra replies angrily. "Let me out of these things and I’ll rip that mask right off of your face, even without my bending.”

“Tsk, tsk. Are you so eager for a lesson, young Avatar?” Amon pauses for a moment as if thinking. “Fine, ask me  nicely  and I will consider your request.”

“I- what?” Korra asks, confused.

“Ask me to remove your chains and I will.” Amon replies.

Korra extends her hands, the metal links of the chains clink together as she moves. “Unchain me.”

“I said to ask nicely.” Amon says maliciously, his voice low. 

“Unchain me. Please,” Korra adds, wincing as she says the pleasantry. She waits as she looks up at Amon who remains silent for another moment.

“Beg me for it.”

Korra’s eyes widen in surprise. An internal debate sparks within her. She desperately wants to rid herself of her cursed shackles, but at the same time, she’s the Avatar. She should not demean herself further by begging to the man who imprisoned her. Korra can feel the instinctual fear that Amon spikes within her. She can feel the fear of the man that haunts her dreams. But, she has anger within her too. Anger for all of the suffering and humiliation that he has already caused. Show him. She rages.  You need to show him that you will not break. 

Amon is still looking down at her, waiting patiently for her response. His expression is unreadable behind his bone white mask. “Well?” He asks with a tone of bemusement.

Korra’s stubbornness wins out and she spits at his feet. Silence fills the space between them as they look at each other. Neither moving. Korra is unable to take her eyes off of his mask. His mask with empty slits where there should be eyes. Empty slits as black as his soul. True dread fills her as she mentally acknowledges her error.

A foot collides with the side of Korra’s head. She had no chance of blocking it when it was aimed with such speed and ferocity. Korra is knocked sideways, her body returning to the floor. She groans as her head and face throb.

“You appear to be a slow learner, but you will learn to respect your betters, young Avatar.” Amon says savagely. He summons two equalists into the room, one of whom has the familiar electrified kali sticks attached to his back. “Let’s get you unchained from the floor then, shall we?”

One equalist crouches down and uses a key to unlock her restraints from the floor. Her hands remain shackled and attached to the other end of the chain. Amon kicks her again, this time in the chest. Korra wheezes. Rolling over and now free, she tries to leap at her attacker but her limbs are heavy and stiff. Amon easily dodges and aims another kick to Korra’s abdomen. Korra doubles over in pain and uses her hands to catch herself from falling flat on the floor. This time, Amon unleashes a kick to Korra’s side and she tumbles over, right into the bucket. The nearly full bucket tips over, spilling its contents on the floor. Luckily, it falls away from Korra, spilling in the opposite direction. Still, some of the liquid spreads on the floor toward her, seeping into the fabric of her pants. Dazed, Korra can feel herself being dragged to her feet with an equalist on either side of her. Her newly freed limbs ache under the weight of her body. Korra struggles, trying to push them off.

“Ugh,” one of the equalists mutters. “This is disgusting. Here, hold her while I get this set up.” The equalist he is talking to grabs Korra’s shoulders firmly as his colleague seizes the chain attached to her cuffs. Korra’s arms are roughly lifted upward as he attaches the restraints to one of the hooks in the ceiling. By the time he is finished, most of Korra’s weight is now supported by her tattered wrists as her boots just barely brush the ground.

Weak, dazed, and less driven by anger, Korra is terrified. Her body involuntarily shakes. “Amon, what are you planning to do?” She thrashes uselessly against her new position. As her body sways, she feels an uncomfortable pull in her shoulders. She knows that she will not be able to tolerate this position for long. She hopes that her years of extensive training and honing of her physique provided her with enough muscle to prevent her shoulders from dislocating.

“Actions have consequences, young Avatar.” Amon nods to the equalist who wields the Kali sticks. Electricity scatters across Korra’s body as the rod makes contact with Korra’s side. She screws up her face into a grimace as her body convulses reflexively. The shock lasts several seconds before she is given a reprieve. She breathes heavily as cool perspiration collects across her forehead and arms. “Apologize for the disrespect you showed me.” Amon commands casually.

“Drop dead, Amon.” Korra cannot help herself, her innate defiance runs too deep. She knows that she is only angering him further. Still, she also knows that this situation is not right. She can take this punishment, she hopes.

“Oof.” The air leaves her chest once again as the stick slams into her ribs, she can feel a crack as the weapon makes contact. The familiar yet horrifying electricity surges through her as she clenches her teeth. It lasts longer this time, her body jerking spastically. With the current passing through her, she is unable to let out a sound of protest. The guard releases the contact. Korra hangs limply, shuddering. She struggles to catch her breath, letting out a quiet whimper. She knows one of her ribs must be broken. With barely a moment to rest, she can feel the rod ramming into her bruised thigh. She shakes, squeezing her eyes closed forcefully, waiting for the pain to abate. The spasms cause a more intense pain to develop in her shoulders as they stretch unnaturally. It feels like they will be ripped from her sockets with even a mild amount of added pressure. Finally, she is given a respite as the rod lifts away from her body.

“Feeling remorseful, Avatar?” Amon asks, his voice betraying very little emotion.

Despite her pain, Korra just barely shakes her head “no” as she takes ragged breaths. She does not trust herself to open her mouth to speak. She can feel the tears behind her eyes gathering, threatening to fall. She blinks rapidly.  Don’t let him see you cry. You can do this. He is nothing. Don’t let him win. 

“Clearly you need additional motivation.” Amon turns to the remaining guard as the man who had beaten Korra stows his kali sticks. “Would you please retrieve something more persuasive?” Amon sounds almost bored, like torturing defenseless prisoners is as routine as receiving the daily mail. 

“Yes, sir.” The equalist nods and gives a short bow before leaving the cold cell.

Korra is unable to stand upright due to the short length of her bonds, but it does not matter as she does not have the strength necessary to hold herself up anyway. She dangles listlessly from her wrists with her entire bodyweight. She can feel the metal cutting into her skin as blood trickles down her arms.

It does not take long for the equalist to return. She can hear the quiet thuds from his boots as he walks across the metal floor. She is facing away from the door, unable to see what new hell is planned for her. Without warning, she feels a sharp, stinging pain striking across her back. Surprised, Korra flinches away from the contact. “What are you-?” Before Korra can finish her question, a new stripe of pain meets her right scapula. Her breath catches in her throat as the lashes come again and again. She tries to cringe away from the pain but remains unable to do so.  They’re whipping me. They’re actually whipping me. The sadistic bastards.  The pain continues as she feels the lacerations develop across her skin. Her now tattered water tribe vest offers little in the form of protection. “Ah!” Korra cries out, unable to stop herself from screaming. “S-stop!” Her cries fall on deaf ears as the flogging continues. The agony is unbearable. Her shoulders scream in discomfort, her hands now numb from lack of blood flow. Her back is a raw mess of blood and gashes from the cruel whip the equalist employs. Her eyes are clenched tightly shut against her pain and sorrow.  Don’t cry. Don’t cry. Don’t-.  Another lash comes and Korra lets out a sob.  Don’t cry! 

Behind her, Amon lifts a hand and the onslaught pauses. Korra remains hopelessly suspended in the air. She can feel the blood from her back soaking her pants as she trembles. “Would you like to apologize now?” Amon asks. Korra can hear the subtle enjoyment in his low tone. 

Korra thinks rapidly.  Maybe it would be better to say sorry and all of this would end. No! Don’t you dare apologize to this lunatic. I’m the Avatar, I can’t give in. But the pain, it’s too much.  Weary, Korra looks down at the floor. She sees her legs dangling uselessly below her.

“Well?” Amon questions. Korra bites her bottom lip so hard she draws blood to prevent herself from giving into the temptation of speaking. Her will is strong, but one can only take so much and she desperately wants the torture to end. Persevering, she lets the silence continue.

“Your arrogance astounds me. This is your choice then, Avatar. And it’s a foolish one at that.” Amon nods to the equalist holding the whip who resumes his stance, ready to strike. “Eventually, your pride will abandon you and you will come to terms with your insignificance.”

“Coward…” Korra breathes out, her voice broken, before a new cry of anguish is ripped from her throat. The equalist brings down the weapon with reinvigorated ferocity. Again and again he strikes, stripping away bits of skin. Korra is unable to help herself as the tears begin to streak down her grimy cheeks. She becomes dizzy from the pain and nausea overwhelms her. She vomits forcefully as she heaves against her bonds. Almost mercifully, the edges of her vision begin to darken. The black particles continue to spread as she loses her eyesight completely. Finally, Korra collapses as she gives in to the welcoming abyss.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for the kudos. I welcome any feedback or suggestions.

I know this chapter was a lot and certain aspects are going to continue to get worse. I apologize if some of the dialogue is slightly out of character. I really wanted to highlight Korra's resilience as I think she has more inner strength than most and often carries on despite her fears.

I've already written the next few chapters but am trying to decide the order/pacing for certain things (because I think the story can end up very unwieldly if it expands the way I want it to). Stay tuned for future updates.

        








5. Aftermath


    
    Groaning, Korra twitches in a heap on the floor. Her back feels like it’s on fire. She moves to push herself upward but stops as the pain in her back intensifies and her shoulders refuse to comply. Even breathing hurts, and the cool air of the cell makes her fresh cuts sting. She lets out another low moan. She flexes her fingers and for once does not feel the resistance of her familiar restraints. She chances opening her eyes to see that she is no longer shackled. The realization does little to boost her spirits as she is unable to imagine moving in her current state. She coughs and the movement sends new waves of agony through to her very soul. She fights the urge to vomit once more. The sensation is overwhelming and she ultimately faints.

She spends an unknown length of time flitting between excruciating consciousness and a restless stupor. Korra is unaware of the existence of a world outside of her personal bubble of misery. She is unable to contemplate when or if she continues to be chi-blocked as her sole focus is to remain as still as possible on the cold, hard floor.  At least I didn’t give in.  She consoles herself during one of her scarce moments of clarity.  Was it worth it?  Korra isn’t sure.

As she lies on the floor, Korra’s thoughts turn to her friends. She tries to comfort herself by picturing Bolin stuff so many noodles into his mouth that his cheeks puff out like an arctic squirrel hound preparing for hibernation. His green eyes sparkle with joy as he savors the meal. She can almost hear Mako telling his brother to slow down and actually chew his food. Asami sits next to him and kindly tries to defend Bolin. She explains that Bolin needs to keep up his strength for their big match tomorrow. The pair dissolve into a lighthearted argument regarding the hazards of choking while Korra returns to the void.

Surprisingly, Korra wakes to the sound of her cell door opening. She squints and sees a man who she vaguely recognizes as Amon’s lieutenant entering the room with three of his loyal equalists. He surveys the cell, taking in the crumpled Avatar and soiled floor. A horrifying, foul stench reaches the nose above his distinctive mustache. Her vision is too blurred to register the look of revulsion and disdain as his mouth turns into a sour grimace. “Argh,” he says repulsed. He quickly backs out of the room while gesturing to his subordinates. “You two,” he points to two of the chi-blockers, “Collect the Avatar. You,” he points again at the remaining guard, “clean up this disgusting mess.” 

Korra tenses as the two assigned equalists approach her, crouch down, and lift her by the shoulders. “Agh!” Korra yells as the pain shoots through her body. The equalists barely pause in their movements as they attempt to drag Korra to her feet. In her weakened state, she is unable to stand. They settle for hauling her from the cell with Korra hanging limply between them and her feet trailing on the floor. As they drag her through the halls, Korra faintly registers that this may be her only opportunity to escape.  No,  Korra thinks disheartened,  there’s no way I’d be able to escape like this. She settles instead for looking around, trying to memorize the layout of the facility. As they make their way through dimly lit corridors, her discomfort combined with the effort of surveying her new surroundings is too much. She closes her eyes as her head becomes woozy. She opens them again when she feels herself being dragged into a new room. In front of her are a row of open showers.  I must be in one of their locker rooms.  

After being roughly positioned underneath one of the showers, Korra is released and slumps down onto the tile floor. Although exhausted, Korra looks warily up at the three strangers in front of her. “Strip.” The one of the equalist lackeys commands.

Korra knows she must make a pitiful sight, curled up on the floor wearing the tattered remains of her clothing which are covered in a mixture of blood, dirt, excrement, and vomit. Still, Korra grasps at the final shreds of her dignity as she defiantly blurts out, “No. I’m not getting naked in front of you or any of the other perverts here.”

The lieutenant now steps forward, “Look, you’re filthy and I don’t know if I’ve ever encountered something that smells worse than you. Even a dead skunk beetle wouldn’t come close.”

Korra ignores the statement, shaking her head no. Her voice is weak but she continues, “I won’t shower unless I can do it alone.”

Exasperated, the lieutenant replies. “Enough of this, you can’t even stand. Mira,” He nods at the remaining equalist who apparently is female, “Get her out of those clothes and clean her up.”

The equalist, supposedly named Mira, steps forward into the showers while the two men retreat to the other side of the room. The lieutenant keeps his back turned, but she can see the head of his subordinate looking in her direction. Korra unconsciously shudders. Nevertheless, she is relieved that only one of the guards remains close to her. Although Korra’s hair is largely disheveled, the guard removes her final remaining hairband. Korra lets out a small grumble of protest but does not struggle as the guard discards her boots and then pulls her vest, sleeves, and pants off. Korra mentally cringes when she sees the large crimson stain that marks her soiled trousers. She does try to resist as the guard removes her chest bindings. However, the bindings are barely hanging on to her muscular frame after her prior lashing and practically disintegrate on contact. While outwardly confident, Korra is a private person and shy about her body. She has never been seen naked by another person, let alone people who have imprisoned her. Her nerves set her on edge, and Korra moves to cover herself with her arms. The guard does not stop her but Mira’s eyes widen behind her goggles as they take in the state of the Avatar’s back. Thankfully, the guard leaves her lower undergarments alone as she stands and moves towards the shower handles.

The guard turns the spigot, unleashing a cascade of lukewarm water that pours over the young female laying on the tile floor. As soon as the water touches her back, Korra screams. The water feels as if it is burning her abused skin and open wounds. Korra tries to crawl out of the deluge but the guard has already returned to her side and grabs her arms. “Please,” Korra says. “It’s too much. Let me out.”

Given the prisoner’s feeble condition, the guard is able to hold Korra’s struggling figure in place. Maintaining a firm grip with one hand, Mira uses her other to grab a bar of soap. She rubs it across Korra’s hair, face, and arms. She continues across her body looking for any obviously dirty areas as she scrubs away the blood and grime. She moves in a focused and purposeful manner. She is not particularly gentle, but she does not appear to be attempting to actively harm Korra either. Nevertheless, as the soap rinses away, it makes contact with Korra’s back. Korra’s thrashing intensifies as her pain reaches new heights. Mira forces Korra back into the water, frustratedly saying, “Calm down and this will be over soon.” 

Even in her weakened state, Korra is ashamed and humiliated at being bathed by another human. However, the indignity she feels is overshadowed by the physical pain of the experience. Between the combination of both, Korra is unable to tell if her face is wet from tears or the rain from the shower.  Pathetic. I’m crying from a shower. 

Finally, she is deemed clean enough. The equalist resumes a standing position and turns off the water. Korra lays huddled on the floor, shivering, and cold. To her dismay, the male equalist returns to the shower. He pulls Korra to her feet, supporting the majority of her body weight, as Korra crosses her arms across her chest and hunches over in an attempt to cover herself. Korra can feel him leering as his eyes take in her body. His counterpart grabs a towel and quickly pats Korra dry. The female equalist then grabs a pair of loose grey trousers and they assist Korra into the clothes. Her boots are not replaced. Lastly, Mira grabs an oversized grey tunic. After some difficulty, the pair of equalists manage to pull the article of clothing over Korra’s damp head. The moment the garment makes contact with her back, Korra lets out a whimper. The material stings against her fragile, torn skin. Looking back at the tiled shower, Korra sees her old clothes in a crumpled heap. Although nothing but rags at this point, Korra feels a pang at the loss of connection to the water tribe. They did not even return her southern armband.  Now I have nothing to remind me of home. 

Together, the two guards grab Korra beneath the shoulders and half carry her back to the lieutenant. The lieutenant briefly appraises the freshly washed prisoner before nodding at his subordinates. At the nonverbal command, they drag Korra out of the locker room and back down the corridors in what Korra assumes is the direction of her cell. After arriving at her now familiar enclosure, Korra is relieved to note that the air smells less putrid and stagnant. The two equalists unceremoniously dump Korra’s body face down onto the wooden bed. Korra groans as her body makes contact with the hard surface but does not move in effort to avoid further discomfort. 

Prior to leaving, Mira stares down at the Avatar’s prone form. She frowns. “Sir?” She calls to the lieutenant. The lieutenant walks to the side of the bed in response. Mira points at their captive’s back. Fresh blood is already seeping into the fabric of the new tunic. The trip from the showers must have agitated the healing wounds. “I think she needs a doctor.”

“Hmm.” The lieutenant grunts. “Summon the medic, I will inform Amon.”

“Yes, sir.” The female equalist replies before scuffling out of the room. The remaining men exit the room after her, closing the door with a thud.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading! I appreciate the feedback thus far and welcome any comments/suggestions about the story.

        








6. Mako and Co.


    
    “Wake up!” Lin says sharply as she slaps Tenzin across the face. Tenzin’s eyes snap open and he sits bolt upright. He quickly stands, straightening his airy yellow and red robes as he gathers himself. Across the room, Mako is offering a hand to a slightly disheveled Asami. His brother lays on the floor groaning. 

Bolin groggily awakens. He rubs his evergreen eyes before looking around the demolished city hall. “Man! I had the most awful dream. Korra was taken by this evil bloodbender.” He shakes his head and slowly moves to stand.

Asami is the first to answer. “Uh, Bolin. That really happened. Tarrlok knocked us out.”

“What?! Are you serious?!” Bolin’s eyes widen as an expression of horror crosses his face. He looks around the room. “Where is he?”

The new chief of police is now standing as well. His too shiny armored police uniform rattles quietly as he walks toward Tenzin and Lin. “Tarrlok is long gone. I’ll inform the whole force to be on alert.” Unwilling to admit further fault, as he had been Tarrlok’s primary support and ignorant accomplice, Saikhan inclines his balding head a fraction of an inch before turning and briskly exiting the room.

Lin’s scowl deepens. Freshly resigned, she wears uncharacteristic street clothes complete with a long, beige peacoat. Addressing Tenzin, she states, “We’ve only been out for a little while. Maybe we can still pick up Tarrlok’s trail.”

“You’re right,” Tenzin agrees. “If we find him, we find Korra! Let’s go.” Hurriedly, the group sets off in search of their friend.

The team spends hours searching the city to no avail. Truthfully, it makes sense that they have not been successful, as they have largely been relying on blind optimism. Realistically, the city is enormous and they have little to no information with which to search. Still, the failure stings.  We’ll find her. We just need to keep searching. Mako tells himself.

A full day comes and goes. Evening now falls as the group resolutely circle the periphery of the city on Oogi, Tenzin’s flying sky bison, looking for any evidence of something amiss. A lonely howl sounds in the distance. “That sounds like Naga!” Bolin exclaims excitedly. 

Tenzin hastily steers the bison in the direction of the sound. Despite being a wise and patient man, the stress of the unknown and worry over his beloved student has filled the airbender with tension. He anxiously presses onward as his pale eyes search for the polar bear dog. 

“Down there!” Mako shouts pointing into the tree line. A large, white creature moves along the ground on four legs. It walks with its head down but looks up as it hears the flying mammal approaching.

“Naga!” Bolin calls to Korra’s cherished animal companion. The bison lands and the humans quickly dismount. They rush to greet the huge canine who whines in acknowledgement.

“Hey girl,” Mako says eagerly as he reaches out a hand to stroke Naga’s side. “Do you know where Korra is?” Naga whines again and crouches low to the ground. 

“I think she wants us to go with her,” Asami observes. Mako does not hesitate to climb into the large saddle. He is followed quickly by Asami and Bolin. Leaving the teenagers with Naga, Tenzin and Lin clamber back onto Oogi. Once everyone is mounted, Naga heads into the woods at a quick pace. 

The air is frigid and snow billows around them. Asami holds onto Mako’s back for comfort and warmth as the polar bear dog surges up a large hill. Mako’s mind is so singularly focused on finding their friend that he barely registers his girlfriend’s touch as they continue upward. Eventually, they summit the crest of the hill and happen upon a clearing. Situated in the middle of the open space is a small wooden cabin with an old fashioned Satomobile stationed outside. Naga looks directly at the cabin before letting out a low growl. Her thick white fur stands on edge. Mako extends another comforting pat to her side before dismounting. Oogi lands beside them and together the ensemble moves cautiously forward to investigate. 

Tenzin whispers to the teenagers, “We don’t know if they’re still inside or not. Be careful and stay together.” They each answer with a resolute nod and slowly approach the wooden structure. Lin frowns as she notices one of the shattered cabin windows. She sees scorch marks scattered along the surrounding timber. Peering in through the opening, she does not identify any movement or sounds within the house. She raises her right leg before forcibly stomping down into the earth. Using her seismic sense, she searches the premises. “Do you see anyone?” Tenzin asks, sounding hopeful.

“No, I don’t think they’re here anymore.” Lin responds with disappointment in her voice.

Out of frustration, Mako aims a kick at a wooden post supporting the front porch. “Come on!” Mako half shouts. “We need to look for clues to figure out where he might have taken her.” He rushes inside followed closely by his brother. After checking the back of the Satomobile, Asami heads into the house as well.

“Do you think there’s any chance that she could have escaped?” Tenzin questions. His voice is calm but his tone carries a hint of dejection.

“I don’t know,” Lin replies sadly. “Though it’s odd that a Satomobile is still here. I’m not sure what to make of it.”

The quintet explores the first floor of the house. Other than the splintered wood and shards of glass in the hallway, the main floor seems largely undisturbed. Lin moves to a small desk located in the corner of the common room and begins to sort through papers. “Maybe we can find some evidence of where Tarrlok might head next. He could own another house somewhere.”

“It’s definitely worth checking, but I don’t know if he’s careless enough to leave something like that lying around.” Asami says doubtfully. “He already showed us how much he doesn’t want us to follow him.” Nevertheless, she joins Lin at the desk and opens one of the drawers.

“Hey, Bro.” Bolin calls from the other room. “What do you think is down there?” He points down a dark staircase. Mako summons a small plume of flame to his palm, illuminating the stairwell, as he brushes past his brother and makes his way into the basement. 

Mako inhales sharply as he takes in the wrecked cellar. He does not have long to process the scene before he is joined by the others. Lin lets out a curse as her sharp eyes are drawn to the rubble on the floor. 

Icily, the older woman asks, “How hard do you have to hit someone to damage a concrete wall?” No one answers. Mako notices the patch of dried blood on the ceiling. He feels nauseous.

Even Tenzin, who anyone would describe as the rational, level-headed member of the group, has trouble controlling his outrage. “I knew Tarrlok was willing to go to extremes, but  this ?” He gestures at the tiny metal prison in the center of the room. “How could he do something like this to Korra?” The usual tranquil cadence of his voice cracks with worry.

In a small, concerned voice, but ever the optimist Bolin suggests, “Maybe Korra beat him up and escaped. Maybe she’s fine and we just haven’t found her yet.”

Asami lays a hand on his shoulder and gently says, “If she had beaten him, where’s Tarrlok’s body?” Unable to come up with a verbal response, Bolin shakes his head glumly instead.

Lin is the first to recover. “Come on.” She says gruffly. “There isn’t anything else to be gained from staying here.” Filled with grief and anxiety, the team makes their way out of the house. 

Once outside, Mako is barely able to control his anger. “We need to keep looking!” He moves towards Naga. “Do you have any other idea of where she might be?” As if understanding his question, Naga hangs her head. Persevering, Mako turns to Lin. “Chief, how else can we track her?”

Lin had already been scrutinizing the ground surrounding the cabin. She shakes her head once more. “I don’t think we can. It’s snowed since Tarrlok last came here and we have no idea which direction they headed.”

“Argh!” Mako lets out a huff as he now kicks a pile of snow. The powdered precipitation floats back to the ground as Asami approaches him. She reaches for his hand but he pulls it away. A quick flash of surprise crosses her beautiful features before she quietly says, “We’ll find her. Don’t worry. We just have to keep looking.”

Mako’s golden eyes water as fear fills his heart. Shaking his head, he strides off towards Oogi.

Two more anxiety inducing days pass. They continue their search, but their efforts prove to be fruitless. They have not heard any other news about Tarrlok or their missing teammate. The equalists have remained surprisingly silent as well. No further incidents have been reported by the police. Sitting at one of the low tables in the dining room on Air Temple Island, Tenzin, Lin, Mako, Bolin, and Asami contemplate their next options as they discuss how best to proceed. A breakfast of fruit and cheese is spread out across the table. Soft music from the radio plays faintly in the background. “I think it is worth reaching out to the Earth Kingdom.” Tenzin states in a deep voice. “We can ask if there have been any sightings of Tarrlok or Korra.”

Mako nods in agreement but interjects, “I think-.” His sentence is interrupted by a low, harsh voice broadcasting through the speaker. 

“Greetings, citizens of Republic City.” Mako’s blood runs cold. Heads turn in startled silence to listen to the recognizable, wicked voice. “A few nights ago, we apprehended two of society’s lowest members. Councilman Tarrlok has not only proven himself to be a bigot against the non-benders of this city, but a liar as well. Although he originally claimed that the equalists attacked him and captured the Avatar, he was the actual culprit. Councilman Tarrlok was able to abduct the Avatar by using one of the vilest forms of bending that exists.” Amon pauses for dramatic effect. “Bloodbending. But, there is no cause for alarm. The former councilman has already been equalized. By the grace of the spirits, the situation also provided us with the opportunity to take custody of the Avatar. It is clearly a sign that our cause is just.” Chuckling softly, Amon adds. “We have since been entertaining one another.” Lin and Tenzin exchange a worried look.

“Let this be a warning to all of the benders in Republic City. You are not safe. Even the  mighty  Avatar was not able to stand against us. Her bending will soon be removed in a grand demonstration to the world.” Bolin looks as though he is about to cry. Mako slams a fist down on the table, knocking over a glass of water in the process. No one spares the spilled drink a second glance as they focus on the radio.

“The time has come for non-benders to take control of the corrupt institutions erected by the bending oppressors. For too long, fear has been used to rule those deemed unworthy of such unnatural advantages. It is time for the tyrannical benders to live in fear. Soon, we will rid the world of its impurities and achieve equality for all.” The broadcast ends and the silence continues.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Bit of a different pace but the story is revving up for things to come. The next two chapters are the longest so far. For future reference, assume Korra and her friends are 18+ and that everything that happened in the show prior to their interactions with Tarrlok, also happened in this story.

Thanks for the feedback and for reading! Any constructive criticisms or suggestions are very welcome.

        








7. Recuperation


    
    A middle aged man with grey at his temples hunches over the still form of the Avatar, tutting as he works. Korra vaguely registers the back of an impassive hand pressing against her clammy forehead. The contact prompts her to stir meekly on the wooden boards beneath her. The gentleman frowns as he palpates the young female’s too warm skin. He presses a bottle to the captive’s cracked lips before ordering, “Drink.” Korra obediently opens her parched lips and feels cool water pour into her mouth. She swallows eagerly until the flask is pulled away. The man then busies himself with rolling up Korra’s shirt and tucking it above her shoulders. She winces as the material skates along her skin. Only then does Korra open her eyes to take in the new figure before her. 

He does not wear the classic garb of the equalists. Instead, he is dressed in brown slacks with a pale yellow button down shirt. He has neatly trimmed short brown hair and wears square framed spectacles.  Is he a doctor?  Although he does not appear overly kind, she also does not see the usual gleam of hostility in his hazel eyes. The discerning yet apathetic eyes inspect her back and the man’s frown deepens as he takes in the numerous haphazard gashes. While some appear to be in the initial stages of healing, others are slowly oozing dark, burgundy blood. As he investigates further, he notes redness surrounding three of the lacerations at the base of her lower back. There is a thin, yellowed crust running along the lateral aspect of the wounds. Korra hisses as he smoothly presses the adjacent skin and expresses a small amount of pus from the tissues. Surprisingly, Korra feels a modest relief of pressure as the fluid leaves her body. Using a clean cloth, the medic blots up the blood and wipes away the pus. He then reaches down into a bag of instruments that sits on the ground next to him. Korra watches as he withdraws a small tub of off-white paste. Korra tenses, anticipating new pain as he approaches her skin with the cream. With practiced hands, he brushes the ointment along her cuts. Again, to her surprise, the balm is soothing to Korra’s torn flesh and she relaxes slightly as the stranger works. When he finishes, he asks a guard to help lift Korra’s shoulders. Korra is too exhausted to be modest and offers no resistance to her exposure. Together, the guard and medic wrap Korra’s chest and back in clean cloths before laying her down on the bed. The medic straightens and begins to move away. 

“Thank you,” Korra croaks out. Her voice is low and wavers slightly from fatigue and disuse. 

Taken aback, the man looks down at her. He faintly inclines his head in response and walks to the door. Before exiting the cell he turns to the guard. “She is febrile and some of her wounds appear to be infected. Her dressings should be changed every day. You shouldn’t need to use the ointment once the redness clears up. She needs to drink plenty of water and consume enough nutrition in order to heal. I suggest bland foods that are easy to digest. I will also inform Amon of my recommendations.” With that, he turns and strides away. The guard briefly glances at Korra’s pitiful form, before closing the door with a click.

Astonishingly, the guards follow the medic’s instructions. Although in and out of consciousness secondary to her fever, injuries, and prolonged dehydration, Korra’s basic needs are addressed over the next few days. As her mentation clears, Korra is shocked to see other humans in her cell at least three times each day. For the first time since her imprisonment, she does not feel the desperate thirst that had previously consumed her. She is also now given a rotating schedule of broth, porridge, and plain rice to eat. While the portions are small, the rations are consistent and Korra is grateful for the food.

In general, the guards remain indifferent if not moderately insulting during their interactions. There are two equalists in particular who make a point of sneering at and harassing Korra at every opportunity. She recognizes them by their nasally voices and their shorter and slightly stouter stature compared to the other guards. In her head, Korra likes to sarcastically refer to them as  Pig-rat One and Pig-rat Two. 

Still, Korra perceives the decreased frequency of open aggression to be an overall improvement. She sees the guard named Mira once more during one of her dressing changes. At least, she assumes that the guard is Mira as Korra has not identified any other female equalists since her initial capture. While Korra does not consider her to be compassionate, Mira’s hands are largely gentle, especially compared to Pig-rat Two, and the process is quick. As with every other equalist who tended her wounds, Korra makes a point of thanking her. 

After three days, Korra’s back no longer needs the ointment and her fever seems to be gone for good. She is now able to slowly amble around her cell. Nevertheless, she needs to be careful. If she moves too quickly, her wounds have a tendency to reopen and bleed. While her actions are labored, having the ability to move at all is a liberty Korra will never again take for granted. The small amount of agency afforded by no longer being bound gives her a glimmer of hope. Having regular sustenance also bolsters Korra’s spirits.  Any day now, I’ll get out of here, she tells herself as she returns to her routine of meditation.

Even more exciting, is what Korra noticed on her second day of healing. Korra isn’t sure if it was an oversight, if the equalists didn’t want to physically bloody their hands by touching her mangled back, some form of pity, or if they incorrectly assumed that she would be too weak to take advantage of their leniency, but Korra has not been properly chi-blocked since the initial return of her lucidity. Originally, the attempts at chi-blocking appeared to be half-hearted. However, now five days into her healing, she has only been visited by a chi-blocker once over the last twenty-four hours. 

Korra smiles when she realizes the opportunity she has been given. Nevertheless, she hesitates. She does not want to risk calling on the elements too soon and ruin her only chance of escape, especially when she has not fully recovered. Be patient. They’re getting careless. Pretend to behave and bide your time. What I need now is a plan. Realistically, she only has two elements at her disposal, fire and water. Korra is not certain that her jailers will continue to reliably provide her with water. I guess that leaves fire. Maybe I can attack when they bring in food? No, they always bring at least two to three guards. I can try to lure one of the guards into my cell after the shift change? Korra nods to herself. That might work. So how do I do that…

Korra continues plotting before her thoughts move on to her friends. Per usual, she wonders where they are and what they are doing.  I hope someone is looking after Naga. Tenzin will,  she tells herself.  But what if something happens to him or the children?  Korra prays to the spirits that his family is okay. A nagging, fearful thought comes to the back of her mind.  What if Amon already captured them? No. He definitely would have come in here gloating, if that had happened.  Korra reassures herself of her loved ones wellbeing.  Everyone is okay. My friends are coming to get me and I’ll be ready for them. 

Korra spends the rest of the day slowly moving through what bending stances she is able to manage in her current condition. Her muscles ache, but it also feels natural to move with purpose again. After some time spent practicing, her confidence grows. In a fierce act of courage, Korra wills fire to her fingertips. It may have taken a staggering amount of effort to elicit the tiny flame, and it may be the most pathetic excuse for firebending that Korra has ever seen, but Korra nearly yells with joy at her success. She punches the air in celebration.  These chumps have no idea what’s coming for them. 

Unfortunately, Korra’s new found courage is short-lived. The following day, Korra is granted the supreme displeasure of a visit from Amon. She is laying on her wooden cot when she hears the metal door to her cell creak open. Her head turns toward the sound and she sees four figures walking through the entrance. Her heart leaps into her throat as she recognizes Amon. Eyes widening in fear, Korra bolts upright and presses her back firmly into the wall while remaining seated on her bed. Amon is flanked on the right by a short man she suspects is one of the Pig-rats. To Amon’s left stands the lieutenant. Behind the trio walks a tall equalist wearing the usual uniform and mask. 

His characteristic rasping voice breaks the silence, “Good morning, young Avatar. I hear that you are recuperating well.” Chills run down Korra’s spine as Amon strides toward her. He stops before reaching the bed. In lieu of response, Korra stares at him, cautiously awaiting his next move. The quiet continues as Amon stands in front of her, his hands clasped behind his back. Korra considers throwing a fireball at his face. 

She tenses in preparation but before she can truly make up her mind, Pig-rat One is approaching the bed. In his hands, Korra identifies familiar shackles. 

“No.” Korra breathes. “No, no, no, no, no.” She backs away as far as she can to the far end of the bed as she maintains contact with the wall. The stout guard reaches for her hands. Korra jerks them away.

“Hold still!” The nasally voiced equalist shouts.

Korra does not listen. Still shaking her head, she struggles to avoid his grasp. “ Please, ” Korra accentuates the word, “No. Don’t do this.” Korra is panicking. She considers using her bending but with four on one in such close quarters, Korra knows the fight would not go in her favor. 

“Enough of this, Avatar.” At the sound of Amon’s voice, Korra freezes instinctively. “Behave, and this will be temporary. I only came here to have a conversation.”

Impossibly stiff, but no longer moving, Korra responds, “If you only want to talk, why do you need the chains?” Pig-rat One takes advantage of her stillness and grabs Korra’s wrists, cuffing them together. Korra shivers again. Her fear is palpable. Her body is screaming for her to run, but she is terrified of the consequences of doing so. 

“I simply want to ensure your undivided attention.” Amon responds casually. Korra is sure that if she could see his face, Amon would be smiling at her misery. She feels her arms being jerked to the side as the short guard fixes the chains to the wall behind her. Korra resolutely maintains contact between her back and the wall as she protectively draws her knees up to her chest. 

“Now that we’re both comfortable. I would like to discuss the future of Republic City and the vermin that are benders.”

In spite of the situation, Korra can barely stop herself from snorting. It comes out sounding like an awkward sneeze which she covers with a forced cough. The lieutenant looks at her disapprovingly, but Amon continues. “I would like you to recognize the injustice that non-benders face every day in this city.”

Korra raises her eyebrows suspiciously. “Well, yeah... Non-benders do get the short end of the stick with a lot of stuff, I guess.”

Amon nods, “And that happens specifically via the malintent of benders.”

“I don’t think that it’s necessarily intentional…”

“What else would you call it, Avatar?”

 What’s he playing at? Does he really want to talk about politics?  Korra hesitates but decides to continue, “There are definitely problems. But, that doesn’t mean that all benders are bad either.” She pauses and takes a deep breath before continuing in a rush. “Non-benders do need a voice and representation in their own government. They also deserve to be given adequate job opportunities and comparable pay.”

“It is wonderful to see that you are beginning to understand such social inequities.”

While still fearful, the patronization irritates Korra. She mutters, “We can make those things happen without you going around terrorizing people.”

“Benders deserve to be terrorized for the horror they have inflicted ever since humans were first granted the abomination that is bending.” Amon answers evenly.

“The people that use bending to harm others should be held accountable for their actions,” Korra argues. “We can take a tougher stance on crimes against non-benders.”

Amon lets out a dry chuckle, but there is no levity in the laughter. Instead, the noise makes goosebumps appear across Korra’s skin. “You are not listening, Avatar. All bending needs to be eliminated.”

Korra knows her window for rational conversation is closing as the lieutenant takes a step closer to the bed. She hurriedly speaks, “Please, Amon. Let me go and we can work towards a compromise. Everything I said is something I can make happen as the Avatar.”

“And there it is, young Avatar. Through no special effort or qualifications, but merely because of your bending, you believe that you are entitled to a position of authority. You wrongly think that because you are able to control the elements, people should follow you as well. The equalists do not recognize any false power or claims that you make. We will build our own future.”

Only allowing herself to show a sliver of exasperation, Korra lets out an almost imperceptible huff. “Then, what was the point of this conversation?”

“The real discussion begins now.” Amon’s menacing presence almost seems to be growing in the confined space. “I want you to admit that there is no role for bending in this world.” Amon subtly nods at the lieutenant who unsheathes one of the kali sticks from his back. The blue light from his weapon crackles in the darkness.

Korra pauses before answering, unconsciously pressing her healing back further into the wall. Her mouth suddenly feels very dry and she licks her lips as she looks between Amon and his lieutenant. 

Impatiently, Amon presses forward. “Repeat after me. Benders have no place in this world.”

“But, that’s not true.” She says in a small voice. The instrument of suffering makes contact with her leg and Korra lets out a garbled curse as her fists clench and her body shakes. The shock does not last more than a few seconds before the lieutenant lifts the stick away.

“Acknowledge that benders deserve to be punished.” Amon states, his voice low and deadly.

Korra again hesitates.  You know what’s coming. What if it’s worse than last time?  Her inner turmoil continues but ultimately she affirms,  I’m the Avatar. I can’t give in to these people. I’ll be letting down the world.  Resolutely but full of sorrow, she whispers, “No.”

Another short course of electricity passes through her and Korra falls over onto her side.

“Bending is evil, young Avatar. It only leads to suffering and conflict.” She shakes her head and is met with another cruel jolt.

“The Avatar is useless and irrelevant.”  He’s lying. That’s why he’s doing this.  “Argh!” The air leaves her lungs once more as the pain surges through her body.

“You deserve to be punished.” 

Her response is barely audible. “You’re a monster.” Another wave of electricity greets her. 

“The city will soon fall and the world will witness your demise.” Pain.

 


The next day passes in a similar fashion. Korra’s slumber is interrupted when Amon enters her cell, accompanied by his lieutenant and two lackeys. Korra is again chained, preventing her from outwardly attacking her captors while Amon tries to force her to repeat ridiculous statements about her worthlessness and the evil of bending. His thugs take turns shocking her. Despite the pain, Korra holds strong, at least mentally. This time, after the torment ends and Korra closes her eyes to rest her tired body, the cell door bangs open loudly. She flinches as she is startled awake. “What now?” She questions, her voice a mix of exhaustion and pain. 

“Amon says you’re not allowed to sleep.” She can hear the grin behind the guard’s stupid, nasally voice. She really cannot wait to smack the Pig-rats.  What new game is this?  

Korra quietly grumbles to herself but keeps her eyes open. She does not want to give the spiteful guard an excuse to hit her. After a few hours of wakeful rest, she slowly moves through her bending stances. It’s difficult. Being tased so many times over the last two days has taken a toll on her body. 

Three days come and go. Korra is consistently woken. She is tired, so, so tired. The Pig-rats prefer to keep her awake by throwing buckets of ice cold water on her. Others favor a quick slap or kick to bring her back to the present. Only once was Korra prevented from falling asleep with a soft shake of the shoulder. “You need to stay awake.” She hears the guard say. Korra half recognizes the speaker as Mira. 

Food continues to be delivered and Korra mechanically forces herself to eat the bland meals. She no longer has the energy to work through her bending stances. Despite having her bending back, it’s impossible in her current state to coordinate an escape. Staying conscious consumes the majority of her focus. She sometimes tries to meditate through the fog of exhaustion, but as usual, her past lives remain silent. As the days progress, her features become gaunt and strained as the stress and lack of sleep slowly pick away at her sanity. Her cell has a near constant stream of visitors.

On and on the challenges from Amon continue. After a certain point, he appears to grow bored of insulting Korra herself and instead moves on to her friends and teachers. 

“I wonder how your mentors feel, knowing their prized student was taken down by a ‘lowly group of non-benders.’ They probably hope that you’re dead so they can start training the new Avatar to be better than you. I heard that they’re already searching the Earth Kingdom for your replacement.” His words are harsh and although her head tells herself not to believe them, her heart begins to ache. 

“Even Tenzin has given up searching for you.” Amon says maliciously. “He made a statement to the city yesterday, saying that you must have run off.”  Tenzin thinks I ran away?  Her thoughts are slow and labored, filled with confusion.  No... That’s not true either. Another shock takes over her senses.

“Your friends have abandoned you.” Korra shakes her tired head defiantly. Electricity.  He’s lying. They’re coming to get me.  “No one cares about you.”  They’ll find me. Pain. “Without your bending, you are worthless.” His words cut worse than a knife, yet still she feels the current pass through her. “Why would they risk their lives to save someone so insignificant?” The tears are trickling down her face but she gave up on hiding them days ago.


   Don’t listen.  



   They still care.  



   They’ll find me. 



   I’m still the Avatar…  



   Am I? 


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I know, it's super dark. Korra's resistance is slowly being whittled away. For those of you who have made it this far, thank you for reading!

        








8. Escape


    
    Soft, black leather boots lightly tap the bare foot of the young adult lying unconscious on the metal floor. Her long, greasy hair lays strewn across her face. After eliciting no response, the equalist crouches down and roughly shakes her shoulder. A quiet clinking sound answers the movement but otherwise her body remains flaccid and unfeeling. Frustrated, the man quickly slaps the pale face which lolls to the side. His high-pitched voice echoes in the room, “Hey! Wake up!” Growling, he lifts the inmate’s eyelids. Two sightless, cyan eyes stare back at him. His fingers move to her delicate neck, brushing below her bruised chin. He palpates a faint pulse. The man looks to his leader, as he states, “I think she’s out cold, sir.”

Amon nods his head. He knows that a person can only go so long without sleep, even without enduring such pain. “Very well. Leave her here.” At that he turns and walks out of the room.

After a day of unconsciousness spent on the smooth floor, they send for the medic. His face wears his typical frown as he examines the senseless Avatar. He starts by checking her eyes. They remain unseeing. He presses one of his hands against her forehead and is met by cool, dry skin. His spectacled eyes inspect her back. He nods slightly to himself. Although he knows that they will scar terribly, her wounds appear to be healing without further signs of infection. He takes inventory of the litany of multicolored bruises and small electrical burns across Korra’s once tan skin. While he does identify a few new cuts, he does not note any injuries which appear immediately life-threatening. He tries to coax the girl into drinking from a flask that he brought with him. The water merely pools in her mouth, before dribbling down her chin and collecting in a small puddle beneath her. The medic settles for dampening a rag and placing it on her forehead. Prior to leaving her cell, he insists that she be returned to the timber bed at the edge of the room. The guards comply, but do not remove her restraints. He stretches a thin blanket across her supine form and closes the cell door behind him. 

Before leaving the facility altogether, the medic addresses the two guards that accompany him. “Her body will not be able to tolerate such frequent shocks.” 

The two equalists exchange a look before one of them replies, “Amon will continue to interrogate the prisoner as he sees fit.”

While his voice remains emotionless, the medic’s words are curt. “Well, you can tell Amon that if he continues to electrocute her, the Avatar will die.” The group reaches the end of a corridor and climbs a long set of stairs. One of the guards opens a door and the medic exits the underground facility. He nods his head once more at the pair and walks purposely down the adjacent alleyway. As he walks, he mutters quietly to himself. “Savages…”


“The Avatar was evaluated by the medic today.” The lieutenant informs his leader as he sits in a straight backed chair. He is seated in front of a plain desk made of simple, dark wood. Amon stands across the table with his back turned as he studies a large map of the city that hangs on the wall. Taking his silence as permission to continue, the lieutenant carries on. “The Avatar has remained unconscious for over a day. He said that she will die if we continue the sessions.”

“Hm.” Amon muses. “Our efforts to re-educate the Avatar have finally started to yield success. I do not wish to lose the progress that we have made. The lessons will continue.”

“Respectfully, sir, I agree with his assessment.” His off-putting mustache quivers as he talks. “I don’t think that she can withstand more electricity, let alone sleep deprivation. The human body can only physically handle so much. The Avatar is worth more to us alive.” 

Amon turns to face his loyal henchman. “Perhaps you are right.” He settles into his usual stance with his hands clasped behind his back, before continuing, “The Avatar needs to remain alive if she is to serve any purpose. Although I personally find the role to be unnecessary, practically speaking it would benefit our cause if the Avatar publicly endorses our movement. Even if we aren’t successful, showing her broken spirit to the world might weaken our enemies’ resolve.”

“And her bending?” The lieutenant prompts. “When are you planning on equalizing her?”

“All in good time,” Amon replies casually. He pulls out his own unadorned chair and sits while maintaining his rigid posture.

“Maybe it would be better to do it soon.” The lieutenant persists, leaning forward slightly for emphasis. “There continues to be unrest across the city, and not just from the benders. People want to know what’s become of the Avatar. While she still has her bending, it gives the resistance hope.”

“Why don’t we arrange a public event? We can put our guest on display.” Icily, Amon continues, “We’ll see just how much  hope  the Avatar can inspire when she’s begging at our feet.”

A subtle frown crosses the lieutenant’s features as he rises from his seat. “It may take a bit of time to organize, but I’ll see that it gets done.” The crony bows before turning and exiting the office.


Korra lays comatose for a full day and a half after her visit from the medic. When she finally wakes, it’s to the cool darkness of her cell. The first thing that she registers is a very dry mouth. She swallows, feeling a scratchiness in her throat.  Too much screaming and not enough water.  Memories of the previous days return to her. She shudders as she recalls the electricity. Slowly, Korra turns her head and thankfully realizes that she is alone. Her neck aches with the movement and her body feels impossibly stiff.  How long was I out? She goes to stretch her arms but freezes at the well known sound of metal on metal. Korra really hates chains.

Moaning quietly, Korra rolls onto her side to face the door. As she turns, a now dry rag falls from her forehead. Confused, she reaches to grab the material and notices the thin blanket that is draped across her. Truly bewildered, Korra shifts under the covering.  Why would they have given me this?  Pausing, she ponders.  Maybe someone does care…  Korra permits the tiniest ray of hope to flash into existence, before snuffing it out completely.  No.  She tells herself sternly.  No one here cares about me. They only want to see me suffer.  

Korra returns to her usual habit of thinking about her friends in order to self-soothe. It’s surprisingly difficult. When she tries to picture Mako’s face, a gleaming white mask swims into her vision. She is unable to imagine Bolin’s goofy giggle as all she hears is the crackle of electricity followed by a bone chilling laugh. She shakes her head in an effort to clear away the conflicting images.  They’re coming to get me. She huddles beneath the blanket, feeling the comforting embrace of Tenzin as he gives her a reassuring hug. The solace she seeks is interrupted by renewed fear.  Why is this happening?  She remembers her friends and teacher in concept only.  They’ll find me.  Her heart aches. All she can focus on is the memory of pain as the dark shadow of terror prickles in her mind.  No! They’ll find me. 


   But what will be left of me when they do? 


Alone with her dark thoughts, Korra continues to brood. She sits upright on her wooden bed as she stares at the floor. She picks at the manacles around her scarred wrists as regret coils inside her. She is uncharacteristically jittery. She jumps at every sound that reverberates through the gloom.  I should have tried to escape the very first day I got my bending back. I wouldn’t have been able to escape. I could have at least tried. They would have killed me. Not before taking Amon down too. Hah! Now that would have been impossible. 

Her sanity hangs by a narrow thread. Finally, Korra realizes the truth. Even if Amon does as he once promised and takes away her bending, she will never be free.  He is never going to let me go. She gives in to the thought that she had long before staved off. If she does not escape now, she will die.

Hours pass. Korra is broken out of her reverie by the cell door opening. She flinches, startled by the sudden intrusion. A figure approaches her, carrying a bucket and a clean cloth. As the person walks closer, Korra can hear a soft sloshing sound. The wooden bucket is set on the ground with a thud.

“You’re awake? I’m here to help clean you up.” A female voice speaks. Korra stares at her for a moment slightly nonplussed. Despite everything that has happened, Korra still detests the perceived weakness of others needing to wash her. Not yet answering, she looks down into the bucket. The bucket that’s full of water.  If I don’t escape now, I’ll die. 

An idea, a desperate idea, springs to life inside of Korra’s half manic mind.  I have to try. 

Barely daring to hope, Korra softly says, “I would like to do it myself.” She tries to keep her voice as polite as possible but knows that she cannot completely mask her desperation. The guard looks down at her. “Please, let me have this. I just want some peace.”

Korra swears she recognizes a flicker of pity in the eyes behind the equalist’s partially translucent goggles. The guard extends the cloth. Almost disbelieving her fortune, Korra takes it from her outstretched hand. The equalist moves to the other side of the room, turns, and faces the door.

Although Korra’s hands remain shackled and her limbs feel heavy, she moves as quickly as she can. She takes the cloth, soaks it in water and hurriedly swipes it across her face and extremities. As she works, some of the water sloshes onto the hard floor.  Good. Korra thinks.  Every extra bit will help. Her heart pounds frantically. She feels as if it might beat out of her chest. She looks into the bucket before looking back at the guard who is determinedly staring at the wall. Apprehension fills her. She does not know if she even has the strength required to make it possible.  If I don’t escape now, I’ll die. She acts as fast and quietly as she can. Allowing herself to feel the pull of the water, she exerts her will into the fluid. It takes more effort to shift the water than it had previously. It has been roughly a week since she last bended and she experienced far too much suffering over that time period. Nevertheless, the gentle flow of her natural element feels calming and right. From the bucket she draws a small stream of liquid. She hastily transforms the water into its frozen form and shoves the block of ice underneath the blanket on the cot. 

She chances another glance at the equalist who appears unperturbed. Trying not to panic from her act of insurrection, Korra continues washing as naturally and swiftly as possible. She wrings the rag into the bucket before momentarily lifting her tunic and running the cloth over her chest and stomach. She cleans her armpits and runs wet hands through her hair. Despite her anxiety, Korra is grateful to be slightly cleaner than when she started. Setting the cloth back into the somewhat dirtier and less full bucket, Korra calls out. “I’m finished.”

The equalist turns and walks towards the prisoner. Korra’s heart is racing so fast that she is surprised that the guard cannot see it hammering against her ribcage. A gloved hand reaches for the bucket to carry it away. Korra hopes that the guard does not think too much water is missing. Miraculously, the equalist walks back to the door.

“Thank you.” Korra says quietly, praying that her voice does not somehow give away her plans. The guard pauses for a brief moment, before exiting the cell in silence.

Terrified and not daring to believe her luck, Korra quickly uncovers her small block of ice. Extending her fingers, she lifts the little puddles of water off the floor and combines it with the freshly melted ice to form two small spheres.  I hope this works.  She directs the water, using it to encompass her despised manacles. The water flows into the locks and freezes. As the fluid expands, the locking mechanism on each cuff breaks. Sighing with relief, Korra pulls her hands free from her restraints. Now liberated from her bonds but still within her cell, Korra considers her next steps. She springs up from the bed and stretches. Her joints crack and pop as they adjust to their new freedom. Shaking out her limbs, Korra quietly paces her cell as she thinks. Pausing, she listens at the metal door. She can hear two voices exchange a muffled greeting.  Perfect. It’s shift change.  Korra knows that she will have at least six hours before another equalist comes to relieve her current guard from his responsibilities.

Making up her mind, Korra returns to her bed, faces the direction of the door, and covers herself with her blanket. She hesitates, her emotions turbulent. She can feel the undercurrent of fear that threatens to turn into a raging tsunami.  If I don’t escape now, I’ll die. She takes a deep breath in. She screams.

The equalist stationed outside the jail cell is lounging against the wall, bored, when he hears a deafening scream. Startled, he straightens and approaches the cell door. As far as he knows, the Avatar has been unconscious for the past two days. Confused, he uses a fist to bang against the prison door as he yells, “Hey! What’s going on in there?” The screaming persists. If anything, it sounds louder than it did before. Grumbling, the guard grabs a key from his belt and unlocks the metal door. As light floods the small room, the short equalist can make out a huddled figure underneath a blanket at the far wall. With the door open, his hearing is accosted by the ear-splitting screams echoing around the metal room. Angrily, he stomps over to the wooden cot. His nasal, high-pitched voice shouts, “Knock it off!” He grabs the blanket aggressively and pulls it off the bed. As soon as the blanket slides off the young girl, his chest is met with a stream of fire unleashed from a shoeless foot. He flies through the air and lands on the floor with a screech.

Korra derives a smidgen of pleasure as she sprints past one of Pig-rats who now lays moaning on the floor. Her deep blue eyes blink rapidly as they adjust to the new light but Korra does not stop moving as she hurtles down the hallway.  Run. She passes empty doorways as she races for freedom. She does not know where she is going but continues forward madly.

At random, she takes a turn. Her heart plummets. At the end of the corridor stands her deepest fear. His head raises. Korra’s eyes widen as she takes in his snow white mask. Back down the hallway, Korra dashes. She can feel his presence stalking closer.  Run. Run! RUN!  Her legs burn from the effort, but she knows that if she stops moving, she is doomed. She reaches a long metal staircase and bounds upward. 

She flings open the door at the top of the stairs and sees the brick wall of a building across the alleyway. Looking up, Korra can see a clear blue sky. She hears the sounds of the city as horns honk in the distance. For the first time in a month, the air no longer seems stagnant. 

A cruel hand clenches around her wrist. His nails dig into her skin as he tries to drag her back within the depths of the underground equalist facility. Instinctively, Korra spins, letting out a stream of fire with her foot as she makes contact with a man’s side. A nearly inaudible grunt of pain escapes the mouth behind the porcelain disguise. His grip loosens and Korra wrenches her arm free as she stomps into the ground and projects a column of earth upward. This time, Amon is ready and vaults over the boulder. “Stay away from me!” Korra yells. Punching forward, she rockets a fireball in the direction of her pursuer who smoothly avoids the attack. She follows it by heaving a chunk of the alleyway and launching it at her assailant. He dodges. Panicking, Korra continues to throw attack after attack. Adrenaline pushes her past her fatigue. Nevertheless, she knows that she cannot sustain her bending for long. She will not last in an extended fight. Her attacks become sloppier.  If I don’t escape now, I’ll die.  Korra is fighting for her life.

Korra unleashes another jet of fire from a swinging leg. To her surprise, the flame makes contact and the man staggers backward. Taking advantage of the opportunity, Korra turns and sprints down the alley. Suddenly, her muscles seize, refusing to follow her commands. Pain washes over her as her limbs contort unnaturally. Nonsensically, Korra’s first thought is of Tarrlok.  That’s impossible. I saw Amon take his bending away.  She feels herself being lifted into the air by an invisible force. “Nooo!” A mangled cry escapes Korra’s lips before her body is flung downward. She collides with the cement in a sickening thud. Dazed and breathing heavily, Korra sees a sinister figure looming over her. “You’re… a bloodbender?” She gasps. A vile hand reaches forward and viciously grabs Korra’s loose hair. He ruthlessly yanks her by the head, dragging her backward out of the small crater created by her body striking the ground.

“Ah! Let me go!” Korra yells. “Help!” She feels the crushing weight of hopelessness wash over her as she is forced across the rubble and back toward the doorway. She claws at the hand that grasps her hair, scratching at his skin. “Please, let me go!” She desperately swings a hand upward, releasing a fireball. In response, Amon briefly pauses his movements before slamming his other fist down on her face. Korra’s vision fades to black. When it returns, stars dance in her eyes. Amon continues onward. Korra can feel her body painfully lurching down the steps as he pulls her by the hair.  I can’t give up! Don’t let him take me back!  Korra flails in his grip, trying to pull away and scuttle back up the stairs. Her body is unable to keep up with her spirit. Annoyed and near the end of the staircase, Amon grabs Korra by the shoulder and hurls her down the remaining steps. She lands on her right hip and pain shoots down her leg. Temporarily stunned, Korra remains limp as Amon grabs her left foot and continues dragging her along the hallway. Soon after, they encounter a pair of equalists.

“The Avatar attempted to escape.” It is the first that Amon has spoken. His voice is low and barely contains his fury. “Escort her back to her cell.” He drops the foot that he was holding with a thump. The equalists rush to follow the instructions of their leader. After each grabbing a pair of legs and arms, respectively, they hoist the Avatar in the air between them and shuffle through the corridors. They reach the dreaded prison cell and Korra is deposited on the floor. “Leave us.” Amon commands. The equalists bow and leave the room, taking up positions outside the open door.

After returning to her former accommodations, the last remnants of her adrenaline take over. Korra hurries to stand. However, the effort combined with her recent head trauma causes her vision to become further obscured and she is unsteady on her feet. Amon walks toward her. While his mask conceals his face, his usually poised shoulders are hunched and full of rage. Korra instinctively responds by backing away. Unfortunately, her movement is stopped when her back makes contact with the wall. She extends one arm, her palm facing Amon, as if to keep him away.

“You have taken advantage of our hospitality, young Avatar.” His voice is full of danger. He continues toward her. Korra’s heart is beating rapidly, her trepidation growing with every step he takes.  You have to fight!  She punches forward. A small, bright flame springs from her fist. Amon easily sidesteps the blast and catches her arm before bodily slamming her back against the wall. She grunts and brings a knee up toward his groin. Amon roughly blocks her with one hand before bashing her against the wall once more. It is not a fair fight, her body is too battered and exhausted from her days of torment.

“You continue to show nothing but disrespect.” Amon says menacingly. A swift hit to the abdomen from one of Amon’s fists causes the air to leave Korra’s body. Using his other hand, Amon quickly grabs her throat. Squeezing hard, he leans closer until the ivory mask touches her face. His breath tickles against her ear as he whispers, “I will teach you that you are nothing.” She shudders as her hands tear at his arms, trying to free herself from his grasp. Still holding her by the throat, Amon ferociously throws her sideways. Korra lands harshly on top of the wooden bed.

Her chest heaves and her lungs burn for oxygen as she struggles to catch her breath. Before she can regain her composure, Amon is on top of her once more. He straddles her waist, his weight pinning her down. Korra’s hands push against his chest. “I want you to remember this.” Amon rasps as he uses one hand to capture her thrashing wrists. “I want you to remember that you are nothing.” His remaining right hand moves back to her throat, pressing lightly. He whispers, “I am going to enjoy this.” Korra’s ocean blue eyes widen in fear and surprise as she finally comprehends Amon’s intention. He releases his grip on her neck as his hand travels downward, roughly groping at her chest.

Korra’s struggle intensifies. “Don’t touch me!” She yells as she wrestles beneath his heavy body.  Don’t let him do this!  Hastily pushing her tunic upward, Amon exposes her supple breasts. Merciless dark eyes hidden behind the blank mask hungrily take in her lithe figure. Reaching forward, Amon lightly traces a thumb across a peaked nipple before brutally pinching down hard. He savagely twists the nipple between his fingers and Korra lets out a yelp in response. “Please don’t do this!” Korra cries. She writhes below him, lifting her hips as she tries to roll him off of her. In answer, Amon lets go of her nipple and lands another blow to her abdomen. As Korra lays groaning and momentarily still, Amon uses the opportunity to unceremoniously strip her of her loose pants. He settles back on top of her, one knee between her legs and the other outside of her left hip. The removal of her clothing snaps Korra back to the present with reinvigorated ferocity.  This can’t happen. 

“No!” Korra shrieks. “Get off of me!” With her right leg now partially free, Korra summons her remaining energy in a final, desperate act of defiance. Through sheer force of will, she unleashes a blast of fire from her right foot as she attempts to channel it into her attacker’s back. Simultaneously, a horrible yet familiar sensation overwhelms her for the second time that day. Her muscles contract as another’s will imposes itself involuntarily across her body. As she continues to release the flame, her right leg is forced against the table with her knee bent. Korra is unable to control the fire as it extends upward from the bed. She screams as the flames lick her calf and foot. While the psychic hold lasts only moments and the burn itself is relatively minor compared to her other injuries, the shock and damage to her pride is severe.

The skin of her leg stings and Korra can hear a wicked chuckle as a hand roves across her bare stomach. “Do you see how dangerous bending can be?”  Bastard!  Although the hold of the bloodbending has since been released, Korra remains frozen in place. Dread floods through her as she realizes that she is truly powerless to stop him. 

A hand is pulling down her underwear. Korra cringes, trying and utterly failing to cover herself. “Please, stop.” He unbuttons his pants. Korra does not look down. She turns her head away, closing her eyes as she cries and apprehension washes over her. His knee is forcing her legs apart.

She can feel his manhood pressing against her entrance. “Stop!” Korra begs hopelessly. In one vicious movement, Amon enters her tight sex. Sudden and new pain splinters within Korra’s pelvis as he claims her virginity. Korra lets out a sob as she feels her hymen tear. She is dry and he does not give her time to adjust before he sets off at a relentless pace.  This can’t be happening.

A rough hand grabs her chin tightly, forcing her to look into his cruel eyes. “You evil psychopath.” Korra chokes out bitterly. She groans as he continues the never-ending assault on her body.

“The almighty Avatar reduced to nothing.” He pants maliciously between thrusts. “Even with all of the power in the world, you’re powerless against me.”  He’s right.  Shame fills her. She feels something wet running down her legs.  I’m bleeding. The realization is conflicting. While disturbing in concept, it also adds a small amount of lubrication which alleviates some of the excruciating friction.

Nevertheless, the pain does not end as his strong hips snap forward and he continues to defile her. Sorrow overwhelms her. She feels as if she is drowning. Korra tries to dissociate from the situation and disappear within meditation, but Amon is leaning over her once again. He lifts his mask just enough to uncover his mouth. Korra feels teeth savagely biting down on her abused neck. She whimpers. The bite is hard enough to draw blood. She can feel his slimy tongue brushing against her skin as he sucks. “I own you.” He pulls away.

Amon grips her hip firmly as his stroke quickens, brutally slamming into her limp body. “You know you deserve this. You’re not even fighting back anymore. What’s the purpose of an Avatar who can’t defend herself?”  There isn’t one.  

With one final thrust, Amon rams against her. Korra can feel a sickening warmth spread within her as Amon groans and jerks above her. At last he stills. He pulls out of her with a revolting pop. He collects himself, buttoning his pants and straightening his mask. He looks down at her. Korra lays listlessly on the bed, a mixture of blood and semen pooling between her legs.

“I told you that I would destroy you.” He turns and walks out of the room. The cell door closes with a thud.

Korra continues to lay there in the darkness, unmoving. Tears stream down her face but she makes no effort to remove them. She had always pictured her first time to be with someone gentle and kind, perhaps even chivalrous. It might even have been with Mako or someone else she met at pro-bending.  No, that won’t happen now.  

She hiccups.  I didn’t make it. I didn’t escape.  Maybe her friends will still find her. She lets out another sob. 


   No one is coming. 


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I am so sorry, Korra! I updated the tags for this story, but did not want to include another warning at the start of the chapter and ruin the suspense of Korra's possible escape. Let me know if you think I should add one anyway.

Again, thank you for the lovely comments! Any feedback or suggestions are very welcome.

        








9. Strike

Notes for the Chapter:Considering everything else that has occurred in this story, I'm not sure if trigger warnings still apply. Nevertheless, the warning for this chapter is suicidal ideation.




    
    Korra lays motionless on the bare, wooden bed. Her tears had long since dried but her mournful blue eyes remain unseeing as they stare into the darkness.  I couldn’t stop him. I didn’t escape. I failed.  Everything hurts, but it does not matter. She wishes she could feel empty. Instead, she is filled with shame, sorrow, and regret.

Korra’s thoughts turn to her friends.  What would they think of me? Would they be angry? Confused? Would they understand?  Korra sees Mako heatedly striding toward her as he shouts in bewilderment, “How could you have let this happen?! You couldn’t have stopped him?”  He won’t want me now anyway. She thinks of Tenzin, his face arranged in a frown as he looks at her with disappointment, knowing that she is ruined.  And Mom and Dad, they must be so worried.  Guilt now comes to the forefront of her emotions as she thinks of her poor parents. Their daughter is missing and gone forever, her innocence spoiled.  It would be better if they never know. 

The door to the prison cell opens. Korra does not turn her head at the intrusion. Her eyes continue to point toward the ceiling unfocused. Two male equalists enter the room. One of them carries a tray containing the typical plain rice, but this time there is also a small cup of tea. 

Upon entering the cell, the guard carrying the tray remarks, “Ugh! It reeks in here.” He stops walking when his colleague stretches an arm across his chest, blocking him from continuing. With the other arm, his fellow equalist points toward the dingy bed where the Avatar lays unmoving. Surprised, the man carrying the tray is unable to contain a quiet, “Spirits…”

The pair stand just inside the entrance and stare in stunned silence as they take in the state of their prisoner with the light from the doorway. Her body is largely naked. Her tunic remains hiked up, revealing one breast, while her undergarments rest halfway down her thighs, exposing the dried blood on her groin. An array of bruises litter her caramel skin, reaching from her face, across her neck, down her body, and ending with a raw, bright red right calf.

After partially recovering from the shock of the situation, one of the guards coughs awkwardly, as if to announce their presence. The guard carrying the meal tray takes a tentative step forward, “We brought your dinner.” Korra does not respond and makes no attempt to cover herself. The guard hesitates before setting the serving platter down in the middle of the room. He straightens and turns to his colleague, asking, “Is she conscious?”

His fellow underling does not move closer to the bed but squints his eyes as he looks at the Avatar’s face. He sees her blink as she continues to gaze at the ceiling. “I think so.” He takes a step backwards, away from the uncomfortable scene. “Come on, let’s get out of here.” They exit the room together, closing the door behind them.

Alone once more, Korra turns her head toward the tray. The sight of food incites a wave of nausea. She rolls over onto her side as the sensation engulfs her. She heaves, but does not vomit. Her stomach remains empty from the previous days spent unconscious. Her retching now subsided, Korra flops backwards on the bed.

Korra does not move again until she is driven by the purely primal urge to urinate. Although her cell is quite small, Korra looks toward the bucket in the corner dubiously. The once short journey appears almost insurmountable. With a painful groan, Korra slowly sits up. As she changes positions, she hears a soft squelching sound and feels something sticky sliding between her thighs. Horrified, Korra reaches a trembling hand downward. When she withdraws the appendage, she sees traces of a thick white substance on her fingers.  No!  Dismayed, fresh tears spring to her eyes as she grabs the medic’s previously discarded rag and desperately tries to wipe the gooey fluid off of herself.  No, no, no, no no.  

She continues crying quietly as she struggles to stand and hobbles toward the infamous bucket. In addition to her countless bruises, Korra’s pelvis feels like it's being split in two as she shuffles forward. Finally reaching her destination, Korra uses the wall to steady herself and crouches with difficulty. Her right hip aches from her hard landing at the bottom of the staircase and her calf stings. After relieving herself, Korra hastily uses the rag to clean the last repulsive remnants of Amon from her skin and discards it in the bucket, disgusted. 

Finished, Korra gingerly pulls her undergarments back up and slowly limps across the room, her body shaking from the effort. She grabs the forgotten blanket from the floor and staggers the remaining steps to the bed where she collapses. As she curls underneath the covering, the material brushes against her tender right leg. She winces as she is reminded of her failure once again.  I burned myself. She thinks in disbelief. She stretches out a hand. A tiny spark of fire blooms in the darkness before it flickers and dies.  My bending was useless.  A tear rolls down her cheek.  I was useless. How can I protect the world, if I couldn’t even stop… 

Hours pass as Korra lays in the gloom. Another pair of guards arrive. They collect her untouched tray of food and replace it with a new meal. Korra does not care. Her battered body moves only to relieve herself intermittently as she stares in silence at the wall. Her troubled thoughts offer no solace as she remembers his hands roving across her skin. She can hear him panting, his breath heavy on her neck.  “I own you.” Bile rises in her throat. She shudders, huddling further under her blanket.

Everything continues to hurt, but Korra remains apathetic. Amon had won. Two new guards come and exchange her meal tray without acknowledgement from the mute Avatar. A tiny sliver of doubt grows within her.  Maybe I did deserve this. Korra thinks dejectedly.  I couldn’t even defend myself. Maybe it would be better for a new Avatar to be born. A strange peace takes hold of Korra at that thought, as she finally realizes how she can escape this wretched place forever.

Combined with her time spent unconscious, Korra has now been without food or water for about four days. Time crawls slowly forward. Through the fog, Korra knows that death will soon take her. She remembers Katara’s lessons on healing as she explained that the average person could only last without water for three to five days. According to the waterbending grandmaster, an exceptional bender could potentially last up to a week.  Luckily, I’m not special. The thought of death is oddly comforting. Although her mouth feels as if it is full of sand, knowing that she will soon die on her own terms grants Korra a sense of tranquility. 

Thinking of her friends now only causes more despair and remorse. She no longer has the water reserves required to produce tears, but she grieves for her friendships all the same. Through her guilt, Korra consoles herself by knowing that they will soon be free of her.

When the next pair of guards come to collect her tray, they discuss the situation in hushed tones. Through her haze, Korra almost detects concern in their voices as she sits on the bed and stares at nothing. A figure crouches down in front of her and reaches out to grab her hand. As it makes contact, Korra flinches away.

“Korra, you need to eat.” Korra turns, blank eyes trying to focus on the person who is speaking to her. She has not heard her name in almost a month and the sound of it nearly breaks her out of her stupor. A cup approaches her mouth, pressing against her lips. “You need to drink this.”  A female voice. That’s definitely a female voice. Korra blindly pushes the cup away. A firm but gentle hand grabs the back of her head holding her still as the cup approaches her lips again. “Korra, you need to drink this now or you will die.” Korra stills at the sound of her name but does not open her lips. The usually fiery Avatar remains silent as she looks at her captor with only one coherent thought.  Why is she saying my name?  “Drink this, please.”

Again, the word causes more confusion.  Please. Her abused mind is unable to process the current situation. “But, I want to die.” Korra admits in a feeble whisper.

“He won’t let you.” The female answers. The cup remains pressed against her lips. “If you don’t drink this now, he’ll force you to anyway only it will be so much worse. Please, Korra. Drink.”

Korra does not quite understand why she listens to the equalist. Perhaps, on some level, she knows that there is truth in the words that she can barely comprehend. That Amon will force her compliance and keep her alive against her will. Or maybe, a tiny, hidden piece of Korra really does want to live. Maybe she is too exhausted to continue fighting or she is just so thirsty… Reasons aside, Korra opens her mouth a fraction of an inch and allows the cool water to pour down her parched throat.

The guard is less successful with enticing Korra with the rice that she brought. When the bowl approaches her, Korra defiantly shakes her head and resolutely repeats that she wants to die. Settling for a partial victory, the guard stands and retreats to the exit. “I’ll be back.” The door closes with a gentle snap.

As Korra sits in the darkness, she berates herself.  Why did I do that? I’m so close.  I just have to keep going.

Only a few hours pass before two equalists return. Peculiarly, one of the guards waits in the hall while the other carefully approaches the bed, carrying a bowl of lukewarm broth. Korra sits in suspicious silence as she watches the person slowly kneel on the ground before her.

“I brought you some soup.” A female says gently as she lifts the bowl and offers it to the inmate. Korra remains motionless on the bed. “Please take it.”

Korra stays on the bed perplexed by the interaction. No one here is particularly gentle, let alone asks instead of demands. “Mira?” Korra asks, her voice confused and faint. Her question is met with silence as the guard raises the bowl once more, trying to press it into her hands. Korra shakes her head and weakly says, “I don’t want it.”

“Korra, please.”  There’s my name again.  “You need to drink this.” Her voice is soft, almost tender, quite unlike anything else she had experienced here before. “We went over this already. Amon will force you to eat one way or another.” Korra shivers at his name. She looks into the mask of the equalist kneeling before her. The partially translucent goggles barely show any details of the woman concealed behind them. “Please.”

Korra reaches for the bowl, completely bewildered by her own actions.  Why am I listening to her? She looks down at the brown broth before lifting it to her lips and drinking deeply. The broth is light and tastes vaguely of citrus. It soothes her dry mouth as she obediently drains the bowl. She passes it back to the equalist.

“I don’t know how often I’ll be able to be the one bringing your meals.” The guard says softly. “But, I will come back. Okay?” She reaches forward and gently grasps one of Korra’s hands. Korra tenses, but does not pull away at the touch. “I need you to promise that you’ll at least keep drinking.”

Korra shakes her head. “I want to die.” Korra sounds pitiful, but she does not care.

“You can’t die. Promise me that you’ll drink the water and broth that they bring you.” The guard is insistent. Her voice sounds almost pleading.

“Why do you care?” Korra asks, completely confused, but also desperate for the tiniest shred of genuine humanity from which she has been deprived for far too long.

The guard avoids the question. “Please, Korra.”  That’s my name.  “Promise.”

“Okay,” Korra says meekly.  Why am I trusting her? 

“Thank you.” Her voice is almost familiar. The guard lets out an exhale and stands up. Before leaving, she leans in close. She whispers so quietly, that Korra can barely hear her. “Don’t give up. You’re not alone.” At that, she turns and hurriedly leaves the cell.


   You’re not alone. 



   Then, what am I? 


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Wow! Over 1,000 hits and nearly 50 kudos. Thank you all very much for reading. I'm genuinely surprised that people are enjoying this story. I appreciate the comments and welcome any feedback/constructive criticism.

For the record, Korra has done nothing for which she should feel ashamed/guilty. I think those feelings would be a part of her natural reaction to her current situation, especially when you combine it with her slowly being driven to insanity. She always seems to be exceptionally hard on herself and tries to shoulder the weight of the world. She has been with the equalists for about 3.5 weeks and obviously she isn't in the best physical/emotional state. Hopefully things improve, but the road to recovery(/escape?) will be a long one.

        








10. You're Not Alone


    
     You’re not alone. Confused and conflicting ideas wrestle inside Korra’s barely cognizant head. Nothing makes sense.  How am I not alone? What did she mean by that?  Korra still wants to die. It is the only way for her to escape the miserable existence that has become her life.  Maybe there’s another way. Maybe I can still escape.  A small voice reasons from the recesses of her mind.  No! Amon will stop me and then- 


   Escape is impossible. But maybe someone really will find me? No one is coming. 



   But… she said that I’m not alone. 


Two guards enter her cell once more. Korra sits with her back toward the wall on the bed. Her knees are drawn up to her chest and the thin blanket is wrapped around her shoulders and legs. She watches as a tall equalist approaches the bed carrying a tray with a flask of water and a bowl of soup. Keeping a few feet of distance between himself and the bed, he sets the tray on the floor. He stands and pauses before moving back to the door, momentarily appraising the rumpled human in front of him. Korra looks back at him impassively and eventually he leaves the room in silence.

Korra now looks at the tray on the floor as different emotions battle within her. She thinks of the equalist and the promise that she made. She takes the blanket with her as she slides to the floor and reaches for the tray, pulling it closer.  Why did I agree to this?  She extends two shaky hands that clasp the bowl and lift it upward. She shakes her head.  I promised her. It doesn’t matter what I said. The Avatar doesn’t lie. There’ll be a new Avatar soon anyway.  She stares down at the amber colored broth as it gently sloshes in the dish. It smells of ginger and onions. “Don’t give up. You’re not alone.”  Her stomach rumbles painfully. Korra raises the bowl to her lips and drinks.

Korra reluctantly accepts two more bowls of broth over the course of the next day. She is not sure why she is honoring a promise that she made while she was half delirious. She did not really believe the female equalist when she said that Korra was not alone. As she sits in the dank cell, she reminds herself that she cannot trust anyone, especially someone here.  But, I promised.  Korra groans, annoyed with herself. She decides that despite wanting to pass on the role, she is still the begrudging Avatar for now and that she will not go back on a promise.  Whatever, they can’t force me to eat either way. I’ll still starve, it’ll just be slower. 

The mystery guard returns with a fellow equalist the following meal. Korra sits in her usual position on the bed with her back against the wall and a blanket covering herself. When the door opens, Korra sees a guard enter, carrying a bucket of water in one hand and a tray in the other. The guard carrying the items nods to the equalist outside the cell and the door closes, returning the room to semidarkness. Korra stares suspiciously at the bucket as the equalist approaches and sets the items on the floor. The guard then moves carefully forward and sits just in front of the bed.

“Do you want some soup?” The female equalist asks. Korra blinks, surprised by the question.  Is she the one from before?  “I think it has miso in it. I also brought tea if you want that first.”  What is happening?  When Korra does not answer, the guard reaches for the bucket, pulling it a bit closer. “Or maybe you want to wash up?” As she talks, she withdraws a wet cloth from the bucket and wrings it out. She then extends it to the unkempt Avatar.

Korra instinctively recoils from the outstretched arm as she shuffles up the bed, away from the figure on the floor. “What are you doing?” Korra asks with alarm in her voice.

The equalist drops her hand and returns the cloth to the bucket. She shifts to her knees but turns her palms outward in a sign of deference. “I’m just trying to help you.”

“No one here wants to help me.” Korra replies. She is agitated and confused by the situation. Surely, this is an elaborate ploy orchestrated by Amon to trick her and cause more pain. She hears his evil voice in her head.  You are nothing. “Stay away from me!” Korra yells in panic as she draws the blanket tighter around herself.

“Calm down. It’s okay, Korra.” The guard says soothingly.  She said my name again.  “I’m not going to hurt you.” The guard continues, as she watches the girl tremble beneath her blanket. She lifts one hand up and grabs her mask. “I just want to help.” She pulls the mask off her head, revealing slightly ruffled, raven hair pulled back in a loose ponytail and striking emerald eyes.

Korra feels like she was dropped into a frozen lake as she looks into the face of a ghost.  I know her.  She shakes her head, more confused now than she was mere moments ago. “You’re not real.” Korra whispers, the distress evident in her voice. The woman slowly moves toward her. Korra squeezes her eyes closed. “This isn’t real. You’re not here.”  I’m going insane. 

“Korra, look at me.” Korra feels a hand gently touching her shoulder. She flinches away from the contact but opens her eyes, taking in the beautiful woman who now sits next to her on the bed. “I’m real. I came to help you.”  It’s a trick! Korra’s eyes become misty.

“A-Asami?” Korra’s voice breaks as she recognizes her friend. Asami frantically shakes her head yes before launching forward and enveloping Korra in a hug. Korra fiercely returns the embrace.  She’s real. She’s here. She found me.  Clutching her friend’s back tightly, Korra begins to cry. She buries her head into Asami’s shoulder. “I can’t believe you’re here. How did you find me?”

Asami is unable to keep the emotion out of her own voice as she answers, “I joined the equalists so I could look for you.” 

“He said you abandoned me.” Korra mumbles into Asami’s supportive shoulder.

Tears are rolling down Asami’s cheeks as she moves a hand to Korra’s head, lightly stroking her hair. The action comforts both women. “I’m going to get you out of here. I’m just trying to come up with a plan.”

Korra shakes her head as her misery returns. She pulls away from the embrace, sniffs, and uses the sleeve of her tunic to wipe her face. “It won’t work. He’ll never let me go. I already tried and...” She dissolves into incoherent babbling as fresh tears run down her face. Her voice is small and filled with despair, so unlike the Korra that Asami knew. Asami has no idea how to comfort her despondent friend.

“I’ll come up with a new plan. You just need to give me some time,” Asami says in an attempt at reassurance. Korra continues to shake her head but does not argue. “Look, I don’t actually have too much time before I have to get back to my other duties.” Asami gestures to the tray on the floor as she sternly commands, “Promise me that you’ll finish your meal if I leave it for you.” Korra looks into the dazzling eyes of her friend. While largely plagued by doubt, a tiny spark of hope ignites.  She found you. Maybe I really can leave this place.  “I’m serious, Korra. I don’t want you starving yourself. We can get out of here.”

Korra nods her head. “I promise.” Although half-hearted, it is the best that she can offer for now.

Asami’s lips curl into a small smile. “Thank you,” she says gratefully. “Now, can I look at your leg?” She nods her head at the angry appearing ankle poking out from beneath Korra’s blanket. Korra jumps, as if startled by the request, and moves to cover her foot completely.

“It’s nothing, I’m fine.” Korra dismisses, trying to sound casual.

“Korra, let me help you while I’m here. It’s okay, I just want to see if it should be cleaned or anything.” She reaches into a side pocket on her grey equalist jacket and withdraws a little, clear bottle containing an off-white ointment followed by a small roll of cloth. “I brought this just in case.”

Korra dubiously looks at the items in the slightly older girl’s hands but lifts her right leg out from under the covering all the same. Asami’s brilliant eyes narrow as she scrutinizes the singed limb. Even in the darkness of the cell, the skin of her heel appears to be a deep shade of red. Extending upward from her foot, the back of her calf is a shiny, bright pink color and ringed with blistered, peeling skin. A smudge of dirt lines the outside edge of the wound. Asami lets out a quiet hiss. “That bastard burned you?”

Korra makes a strange sort of noncommittal ‘hmph’ and does not elaborate. She avoids looking at the engineer whose gaze remains fixed on the injured leg. Asami shakes her head as she pulls herself together. She reaches for the bucket, moistens the rag, and delicately brings it to the scorched flesh. Lightly dabbing the wound, she cleans away the grime as gently as she can. Korra grimaces but holds her maimed leg still as Asami works.  I did this. I burned myself.  Korra’s insides twist uncomfortably. Her throbbing leg is another reminder of her failure but she is unable to verbalize her shame.  She’s cleaning a wound that shouldn’t even exist.  Guilt wells inside her. Her lack of admission feels like a lie.

Asami reaches for the glass bottle and carefully goes about applying the balm, remaining oblivious to Korra’s internal struggle. Korra wants to say something, especially since this is the most normal conversation she has had over the last month, but does not want to confess her ineptitude. “Asami, I-” Asami looks up at Korra expectantly as she listens. Blue eyes meet green. Korra settles instead for warning her of Amon’s power. “A-a-” Korra stutters when she cannot bring herself to say his name. Asami’s thin eyebrows quirk upwards as she waits. Korra clears her throat and adjusts, “He’s a bloodbender.” Asami nods in understanding and grabs the roll of cloth. Korra is disconcerted by her lack of reaction. She reaches forward, grabbing for the other woman’s hands. “He’s a bloodbender, Asami!” Korra emphasizes in an urgent whisper.

Asami uses the hand that is not holding the fabric to intercept one of Korra’s own. She gives it a squeeze to acknowledge that she heard and understood her friend. “I know, Korra.” She pauses her speech briefly as she gently releases Korra’s hand and focuses on wrapping her calf with the bandages. “I ran across Tarrlok in a different prison cell. He told me that he and Amon are brothers and that Amon is a bloodbender too.” She finishes dressing the leg and tucks the loose end of cloth into the other bandages.

Korra’s shock is evident across her face.  I can’t believe I didn’t figure that out.  Truthfully, Korra had been too preoccupied by her own torment to even consider how or why Amon is able to bloodbend. It had not mattered when she was soon going to die anyway. A courtroom flashes in Korra’s mind. She remembers the trial shown to her by her past life. The memory of her spiritual connection feels so very long ago. “They must be Yakone’s sons.” Korra whispers mostly to herself.

“Who?” Asami questions.

“He’s a bloodbender that Aang had to face. Aang took away his bending.” Korra waves her hand. “Look, it doesn’t matter. You need to be careful, Asami. We need to warn everyone else!”

“I’m here alone. The others don’t know that I joined the equalists, but I’ll try to find a way to get a message to them.” Korra scrunches her eyebrows as she listens.  She’s not working with anyone?  Asami continues, “We really only have a couple minutes left, max. I’m kind of pushing it and they don’t actually trust me enough to guard you alone yet.” Asami reaches into the water bucket, grabs the rag, and wrings out the cloth. She extends her arm in offer to Korra. “Do you want to clean up at all before I leave? You… um, you have some blood on your neck.”

Korra hangs her head in embarrassment as she feels heat rise in her face.  Does she know what happened? Anxiety and humiliation fight for dominance as Korra shivers. She looks around the room wildly, her eyes landing everywhere but on Asami. She feels a cool, damp cloth pressing into her hand. “It’s alright, Korra.” Korra’s eyes cease their frantic search as they settle on the material, still not used to the sound of her own name. Asami stands as she says, “I’ll give you a bit of privacy, but please hurry. We’re really out of time.” Korra nods in understanding but does not look at her as Asami moves to the other side of the cell and faces the door.

Korra brings the moist cloth to her neck. She shudders as she recalls the feeling of his tongue against her throat. Her eyes water.  Don’t freak out. I have to hurry.  She quickly wipes the rag across her skin, cleaning off the blood. She then reaches into the bucket and splashes the water against her face in an attempt to soothe her burning eyes. After running wet hands through her hair, Korra moistens the cloth and swiftly runs it across her arms. She briefly glances at Asami who is resolutely staring at the closed door. Having previously not bothered to replace her discarded pants, Korra detangles her bare legs from the blanket as she dips the cloth back into the water. Straightening, Korra runs the cloth up her left leg. She freezes as she reaches a patch of old, dried blood smeared across her thigh. Her tears are renewed.  “You are nothing.”  Korra grips the cloth tightly as she aggressively scrubs the traces of the assault from her legs. Consumed by the horrifying memories, Korra shakes as she throws the rag back into the bucket. The sound of splashing prompts Asami to turn around as Korra snatches the blanket off the bed and wraps it closely around her shoulders. Korra then draws her knees to her chest. Back in the familiar position, Korra’s breathing evens but the tears remain on her cheeks. 

Asami is startled by the sudden change in demeanor but decides to not probe further as she returns to the bed. She reaches a hand towards the frightened girl on the bed but stops herself. Instead, she picks up the bucket. “I need to go now. I  promise  I’ll come up with a plan to get us out of here.” Korra makes no response, and Asami crouches down in front of her stationary form. “Everything is going to be okay.” The Avatar remains mute. “Don’t give up, Korra.” Asami pleads, as she stands up. “Remember that you’re not alone.” Asami walks back to the door, sets the bucket down, and puts the equalist mask back on. With one final look at her friend, Asami knocks on the cell door. The door is opened by her fellow equalist. Fleetingly, light trickles in, but then Asami leaves, and the room is returned to shadow.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Is there hope at last? Some of you guessed it, Asami is here! Things won't be easy though. Especially because even if Korra is feeling down, she's still very stubborn and already committed to her fate.

As a side note, I tried to change some of the writing for this chapter/chapters where Korra isn't fully coherent to match her mental state. Hopefully I didn't over do it and make things too confusing/hard to read (the beginning of the next Korra chapter is pretty similar, if not slightly more jumbled, to match her confliction).

I really value the feedback thus far and welcome any constructive criticism. Thank you for reading!

        








11. Team Avatar


    
     We have since been entertaining one another.  

The cruel phrase circles round and round his head. It haunts his days and fills his nights with horrible dreams. For four terrifying weeks, the wicked laugh has echoed across Mako’s psyche. The words follow him as he searches through warehouses and factories. He chases the merciless cackle down tunnels and sewers as he pursues any sign of the equalists who have captured his- what even is she? His teammate? Friend? Crush? It does not really matter. No matter what she is to him, he  needs  to find her. His former girlfriend, Asami, no longer participates in their search. After a week without success, she split off from their pack, saying that she had her own ideas on how best to help Korra. The breakup does not affect him as much as he knows it should. The emptiness he feels with Asami’s absence barely registers compared to the bottomless chasm created by the abduction of Korra. Usually, his daily expeditions are accompanied by his brother or Lin Beifong. The former police chief often escorts them as she continues her personal mission to find Amon and bring him to justice. Tonight, however, Mako works alone as he inspects a few abandoned warehouses near the bay. He was too impatient to wait for Bolin’s return from his outing with Tenzin. He shakes his head stubbornly.  I don’t need their help anyway. I’ll find her.  


   Please, wait for me. 



Over the last month, the situation in Republic City has deteriorated. The prior government has been overthrown. The remaining council members, minus Tenzin, have all been captured. The police have largely been sidelined after Saikhan and the majority of the metalbending officers were imprisoned and stripped of their bending. The remaining burden of the resistance’s leadership has thus fallen on the elusive airbending master’s lonely shoulders as he awaits the military aid of the United Forces. With the support of Lin, they focus the bulk of their efforts on protecting civilians as small militia groups wage guerilla warfare across the city, attempting to ambush and disrupt the enemy’s operations as frequently as possible. Due to the near daily conflict and fearing for the safety of his family and newborn son, Tenzin sent them away to seek refuge in the Fire Nation while he stayed behind to help.

Sitting in a makeshift office that was once the storeroom of a clothing vendor, Tenzin tiredly rubs a hand across a weary brow. Only a few hours ago, he had received word that the United Forces’ fleet of battleships had been prevented from reaching Republic City by a blockade of airships. After sustaining heavy casualties, they are currently entrenched at Red Sand Island and await further orders. Tenzin sighs as he contemplates his next course of action. A short knock on the door interrupts his thoughts. “Come in.”

Lin enters the room and gives Tenzin a curt nod. Tenzin inclines his own head in greeting. “Hello Lin.” He says, the fatigue evident in his deep voice. “I’m afraid that we’ll have to come up with a new plan now that the United Forces…” 

Lin holds up one hand to interrupt her old friend. She wears her former metal police uniform, minus the badge, and gestures over her shoulder with one thumb as she makes her way further into the room. “I found this guy in front of the store. He said that he has something important to tell us.” 

In the doorway behind her, Tenzin now sees an out of sorts Bolin and a middle aged gentleman who he does not recognize. The man wears square framed spectacles, a plain white button down shirt, and brown slacks. The stranger walks toward the desk and offers a stiff hand to the former councilman. As they shake hands, the man speaks. “Hello, my name is Jing.” 

Before Tenzin can respond, a slightly sweaty Bolin rushes forward waving his arms wildly and blurting, “He said that he knows where Korra is!”

Tenzin’s head snaps up, all thoughts of exhaustion suddenly erased. “What?! You do? How? Where is she? Is she okay?” Korra’s normally stoic and unflappable mentor has been racked with worry over the fate of his cherished student and he is unable to stop himself from bombarding the newcomer with questions.

“The Avatar is being held in an underground equalist facility near Yue Bay in the Industrial Sector of the city. I am a medic and helped tend to some of her wounds.”

“Wounds?” Bolin asks quietly. He scrunches his eyebrows as some of the excitement in his boyish face is replaced with concern.

“She’s still alive then?” Tenzin questions at the same time, his voice is a mixture of relief and anxiety.

The medic nods in a silent answer to both questions. “I can tell you how to get there.”

Lin straightens her back as she narrows her green eyes suspiciously. The metalbender is not entirely convinced of the stranger’s intentions. She wears her signature scowl as she addresses Tenzin. “How do we know we can trust this guy?” She gestures towards the medic and folds her arms. “This could easily be an equalist plot. Maybe they’re trying to capture the leaders of the resistance.”

Looking between the two bending masters, Jing raises his hands in a sign of peace as he slowly nods his head. “Originally, I was sympathetic to the equalist cause. I used to work in a clinic downtown. It only happened once every week or two but over the course of years, I saw so many patients who were non-benders that were victims of assault by benders. Most of the time, they were injured in robberies but sometimes you could tell that the triads hurt them just because they could. I know that not every bender is bad, but when you see so much of it… I just wanted the attacks to end. But the equalists, they’re no better than the gangs. They cause suffering too.”

Lin lets out a disgruntled huff before sarcastically asking, “What made you change your mind?”

Jing fiddles with his hands as he stands in the middle of the room. “The Avatar isn’t what I expected. She’s just a girl. She isn’t… she doesn’t deserve…” He appears to be momentarily at a loss for words. After clearing his throat, he presses on, “No one should be treated in that manner. It’s beyond inhumane.”

Bolin now grabs for the medic’s sleeve. He shakes the older man’s arm frantically. “Is Korra alright? How hurt is she?”

Jing cannot quite bring himself to meet the teenager’s concerned eyes. “They’ve been… torturing her. Anyone else may have died already, but I fear that if she is not found soon, she may succumb to the abuse. It’s already been about a week since I last saw her. I’m sorry, I didn’t know what to do. I figured you guys have the best chance of getting her out. I just hope it’s not too late.” The medic does not know what else to say. The group remains stationary in horror. Although Tenzin did not have high expectations regarding the equalists attention to the well-being of Korra, his heart plummets all the same.

Lin is the first to break the silence. Her voice is so low and full of anger that it comes out in a growl. “Where exactly is this facility?”

The medic explains everything he knows concerning Korra’s location and the underground base’s security. Tenzin, Lin, and Bolin make plans to gather the White Lotus members who still have their bending and attempt a rescue mission the following evening as it is now well past midnight. Tonraq, who recently arrived in Republic City from the South Pole after news of his daughter’s kidnapping, will be informed as well. As they gather themselves to leave for their respective assignments, Bolin pauses, suddenly recognizing something amiss.

“Where is Mako?”


Mako sits cuffed to a metal chair in a small, brightly lit room. His mouth is gagged and his hands are secured behind his back. His head throbs and his arms are limp from the chi blocking. Mere hours ago, he had been closer to finding her than ever before. He had finally found a way into an underground equalist facility through an entrance in an alleyway. He had barely made his way into the labyrinth of hallways when he was discovered by equalists, chi blocked, and captured. His golden eyes rove around the room, desperately looking for anything he might use to escape. The walls of his new prison are bare and the room is empty save for the chair and a smooth metal table in front of him. “Argh!” He gives a muffled yell from behind his gag in frustration.  I was so close to finding her. Why didn’t I wait for someone to come with me?  If he was not strapped to a chair, Mako would kick himself for his own impatience and stupidity. Charging head on into danger without a back up plan is not exactly his style. 

Ruefully, his mind wanders to his friend. If he was not in mortal peril, he could almost chuckle as he pictures the Avatar purposefully kicking down the front door to the Triple Threat Triad headquarters in her search for Bolin. Mako feels a twinge of regret in his heart. He wishes he had told her how much he admires her relentless determination, her steadfast loyalty, her unshakeable faith in herself and everyone around her. He wishes he could tell her how much she means to him.  Focus on getting yourself out now.  Mako tells himself.  Then, I can save Korra too. 

Mako pulls himself from his thoughts and centers himself in the present. He tries to move his arms, but between the restraints and recent chi blocking, his limbs do not comply to his commands. Although he knows it is futile, he attempts to will fire into his palms with similar results. Aggravated, Mako realizes that his current efforts are fruitless. He resigns himself to waiting.  I’m still closer than I’ve ever been to Korra. I just have to be like her and not give up.  He fills himself with resolve.

Eventually, the door to the interrogation room opens. A tall figure with broad shoulders wearing a double-breasted grey tunic enters and turns a masked face to look at Mako. Amon is closely flanked by a stout equalist behind him on the left and an equalist of medium build to his right. They wear the usual grey equalist uniforms complete with masks of their own hiding their facial features. Mako’s heart rate quickens as he looks up at the leader of the revolution and the man responsible for the kidnapping of his friend. While terrified at being in such close proximity to the person responsible for removing the bending of hundreds of individuals, Mako feels a touch of anger too. He tries to speak through his gag and demand the release of himself and Korra, but the only sounds that come out are incomprehensible mumbles. 

“So, you’re the famous firebender that the Avatar always cried for.” Amon’s voice is low and oddly casual. Mako squints his eyes at the equalist leader as he listens. A sense of unease begins to ignite at the back of his mind. “She insisted that you would come. Honestly, it was rather pathetic.” Mako can feel his heart beating even faster with apprehension and guilt as Amon continues in a bored tone. “She waited for weeks, but eventually, she gave up when she realized everyone had abandoned her.” Amon leans forward, pressing his gloved hands against the table. His voice now contains a hint of malice. “Don’t worry, she’s been getting plenty of attention from us.” One of the equalists lets out a shrill cackle full of hostility as the lackeys move around the table and stand on either side of their prisoner. “We’ve been teaching her, her proper place.” Mako can now feel anger coming to the forefront of his emotions, rolling through his stomach as Amon confirms his worst nightmares. He pictures Korra suffering alone at the hands of this monster. Mako’s rage bubbles into his chest and smoke comes through his nostrils. 

Amon carries on speaking, unperturbed by the smoldering firebender in front of him. “Of course, you and every other bender also belong at the bottom of society. Rest assured, your own bending will soon be removed. Nevertheless, your timing is fortuitous. The Avatar could use another reminder of her position before our demonstration and you provide the perfect opportunity.” Amon’s words are full of venom and Mako’s anger now partially gives way to dread.  What is he planning to do to Korra? 

The leader nods to his followers and Mako feels a slap sting across the right side of his face. The smack is followed quickly by a blow to the abdomen that forces the air to leave his body. Disinterested in the scene before him, Amon heads to the door as he impassively says, “He needs to appear injured, but do not kill him.” With that, he leaves the room, leaving Mako at the mercy of his underlings.

After a fairly swift beating that leaves Mako aching and partially dazed, the equalists depart. Mako is left on the floor, still cuffed to the chair that had tipped over sideways during the pummeling. Mako groans as he feels bruises already forming across his body and face. It is awkward breathing around the gag. He tries to collect himself, instead breathing heavily through his nose, which is difficult in and of itself with one of his nostrils bleeding.  Calm down. Everything is going to be okay. But, what did he mean when he said that I needed to seem injured?  He remembers the taunts one of the equalists had hurled at him during the assault. The things that the nasally voiced equalist had said about benders as a whole and Mako himself are easy to brush off. But what he said about Korra… Mako shudders as an icy chill runs up his spine.  I’m not giving up on you, Korra. We’ll get out of here together. 

Not even an hour later, the door opens again. Amon confidently strolls into the room. Behind him, a young barefoot woman with loose, dirty hair limps slowly, apparently too slowly for the short equalist who stomps in after her. With an annoyed grunt, the equalist shoves the woman forward. She stumbles, unable to catch herself with shackled hands. She lands hard on the floor with a feeble “Oof.” As she lays on the ground, she notices the man opposite her on the other side of the table. Her blue eyes widen as they meet his golden orbs. Despair and shock are written across every line of her once exuberant face. Korra!  Mako tries to shout but his voice is stifled behind his gag. He struggles against his restraints as he sees the frustrated equalist grab her below one shoulder and roughly drag her to her feet. As she is raised, Mako can see splotches of dried blood across the back of her worn and too loose grey tunic. Mako’s heart sinks even further as he twists desperately in his chair in his desire to reach her. The stocky equalist flounces around the table, ignoring the writhing man before him, and grabs Mako’s chair, aggressively setting it back upright with a thud. 

As the crony leaves the room, Mako fully takes in the state of his friend. The sight is gut wrenching. She is thinner than she once was and her body appears to be one giant, multicolored bruise. A collection of various yellows, greens, and purples of different ages. The few patches of unblemished once caramel skin are now eerily pale from her prolonged stay in the darkness. Worst of all are her eyes, her once bright blue eyes that sparkled like the ocean, full of a combination of unbridled joy and fierce determination. The eyes that are now downcast, dull, and full of gloom as they dart back and forth around the room. The glassy eyes that could only look at him for a moment at a time before resuming their search for everything but him.  Korra… What did they do to you?  An overwhelming feeling of melancholy encompasses Mako as he looks at the trembling figure before him. She looks so defeated, so… broken and it is so utterly heartbreaking. As Mako looks into her gaunt face, he knows one truth. He will never be able to sleep again.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          The story is expanding! Things need to progress. Hopefully you guys like the direction the story is heading and it doesn't seem too muddled with the changes in perspective.

Any feedback/comments are very appreciated. Thank you for reading!

        








12. Condemnation

Notes for the Chapter:If you've made it this far in the story, I'm sure you know that the whole thing is a giant trigger warning.




    
    Another meal of chestnut colored broth accompanied by a cup of tea arrives and Korra obediently honors the promise that she made to continue drinking. While her thoughts remain muddled from the near constant emotional, mental, and physical strains that have been inflicted upon her, she does recognize the peculiarity that her captors continue to bring only liquids, the only thing she had agreed to consume. Korra wonders if Asami had something to do with the food arrangements. 

 Asami…  Uncertainty fills her troubled soul as she thinks about her former ally. Korra remains skeptical. She is unsure if she can trust her and still does not completely believe her regarding the possibility of freedom. The internal debate starts once more.  What if she’s lying? What if it’s all a trick and he sent her here?  Korra thinks discouragingly.  Even if she’s telling the truth, what chance do we have to escape?  She largely accepts that she will die here, but now her heart aches with the previously comforting notion of death. Regardless, it was nice to see her friend again before the Avatar cycle continues.

The following day, after another meal of liquids, Korra’s monthly cycle arrives. She cries with relief, but the emotional outburst further confuses her.  Why am I crying, if I’m going to die anyway?  After the initial confliction passes, Korra realizes that she is now in a bit of an awkward predicament. She looks at her thin blanket with remorse. It has been the only thing that has provided any semblance of comfort to her desolate existence. However, Korra cannot bear to face any additional humiliation from her captors by sitting in her own womanly fluids. Resolutely, she attempts to rip a strip of fabric off of the blanket. To her dismay, she is unable to perform an act that would have been simple for someone as strong as she once was. Korra sinks to the floor next to her bed in defeat as her sobs are renewed. Realizing her own weakness is crushing in itself but Korra is also consumed with guilt at her bizarre reaction to the situation.  I’m pathetic and the only thing I can do is cry about how pathetic I am. I really am the worst Avatar that ever lived.  


   There’s no way Asami would ever want to rescue someone like me. 


The next meal arrives via another pair of equalists. Through her misery, Korra recognizes a feminine shape to one of the equalists as she remains on the floor next to the bed. Her back is to the wall and her legs are slightly parted as they stick straight out in front of her. She continues to hold the corner of her blanket that hangs off the bed in one hand. The female equalist looks down at the pitiful figure, traces of former tears evident in the streaks across the Avatar’s cheeks.  Is that Asami?  Korra decides to remain silent in case the chi blocker is not her friend. The female equalist returns to her partner, who is setting down the meal tray, as she speaks, “Watch her for a moment would you? I’ll be back in a minute.”  That isn’t Asami’s voice. 

The remaining equalist lingers by the open door, arms folded, and does as he was instructed, silently watching the despondent inmate across the room. Korra does not move and makes no attempt at conversation as she sniffles and looks down at her lap. An angry voice berates her.  You’re not even going to try and fight him? What if this is your only chance to escape? There’s no point…  Korra hangs her head in shame.  I really am useless. Fresh tears begin and the female equalist returns, miraculously carrying a little pile of clean cloths and a new pair of undergarments. The equalist brings the stack over to the dejected prisoner and sets it down on the bed. Mira speaks, “You can use these while you’re on your cycle. If you run out, let me know and I can get more.” 

Surprised by the statement, Korra briefly looks up at the female next to her before returning her watery eyes to stare at the floor. Korra hiccups before letting out a quiet, “Thanks.” Mira nods once prior to returning to her colleague and together they exit the room.

After collecting herself, Korra uses one of the rags to clean between her legs and a second to prevent another mess. While she continues to be unsure and depressed about her overall situation, she is grateful to finally be able to discard her stained undergarments after four weeks of constant use. She has yet to have her chest bindings replaced, but she settles for what she does have and changes into the clean underwear. Feeling slightly less sullied, she decides that it is time to retrieve her former grey trousers from the floor. As she reaches for the pants, she remembers his cruel hands ripping them from her body. She balls her hand into a fist, crushing the fabric between her fingers, as nausea washes over her.  Stop it. Don’t think about him.  She hastily shoves each leg into the too loose slacks before grabbing the blanket to cover herself further and settling on the bed with her arms wrapped around bent knees. 

Memories continue to flash through her mind. She squeezes her eyes closed tightly, trying to stop the visions. He’s panting in her ear as he slams into her.  Stop it!  A hand closes around her throat.  Stay out of my head!  It’s harder to breathe.  Think about anything else!  A truly beautiful face complete with sparkling green eyes appears in her mind.  Asami…  


   “You’re not alone.”  


Korra still does not know if it is true. Nevertheless, thoughts of her brilliant friend are calming. “I came to find you.”  Korra rests her weary head on her knees. Asami, the girl who until very recently Korra had considered a rival. The engineer, who is now risking everything to save someone so selfish and deplorable. If it really is true that Asami is there to save her, she is the bravest person Korra knows.  I had her pegged all wrong from the start. She’s amazing. And I’m… awful.  Even though they had mostly repaired their relationship prior to Korra’s imprisonment, guilt overcomes her all the same.  I was horrible to her. How could she possibly want to save someone like me?  


   Maybe she doesn’t after all.  


 Or maybe she’s just that incredible.  Perhaps it would be alright to hope when such an ingenious person is looking out for her.  Maybe she really can do it. Maybe I really will get out of here. 

While Korra knows these thoughts are treacherous and may ultimately lead to further doom, a little speck of hope is rekindled and surges within her. Although the flame is tenuous, it is all she has, and she decides to trust her friend.

With reinvigorated resolve, Korra turns her thoughts towards escape once more.  I have to be ready for whatever Asami is planning.  Korra wonders if the equalists will eventually assign her to guard duty.  They might have doubled up the guards after I tried last time.  Korra listens, straining to hear any conversation or movement outside of the prison door. She is greeted with nothing but silence.  How long will it even take for Asami to get the position?  Korra shivers as she contemplates spending even more time in this place.  What else could happen before then? No, Asami will figure it out. She said she would.  Korra hugs her knees and nods to herself, trying to repair her heart.

The cell door opens and light once more shines into the bleak cell. And just like that, Korra’s flimsy, new found hope flickers before being snuffed out entirely. In the doorway, an imposing, ominous figure stands with his hands behind his back. Although his features are hidden in shadow from the light streaming behind him, Korra imagines the menacing smirk displayed across his snow white mask. The very air itself is pressing in around her as she looks at him. Her atrophied muscles tensing until they are so taut that they can snap at any moment.

“Good evening, young Avatar.” His voice like ice sends chills that soak through to her bones. “I have a surprise for you.” With his gaze upon her, a visceral reaction of fear laced with humiliation takes hold, coursing through her body. Although Korra is unable to recognize it in the background, an undercurrent of anger flows within her as well. Amon turns from the doorway, addressing the guards who are out of sight. “Bring her.” 

A stocky equalist enters the room, carrying a pair of shackles. The sight of the metal cuffs further fills Korra with dread. Despite the uniform, Korra instantly recognizes the short equalist who approaches her as one of the Pig-rats.  Is he the one that I attacked?  “Give me your hands,” the man commands sternly. The nasal voice grates her ears and Korra instinctively curls farther in on herself, hunching her back and tightening her hold on her knees. In response, she is met by a quick kick to her sore right hip. Korra hisses at the contact and a rough hand grabs her blanket, yanking it off of her coiled form. He reaches for her hands and Korra moves to scramble away. He grabs a fistful of her hair, holding her in place. “Hold still! We’re going to see your boyfriend.” Korra freezes at his words, unsure of their meaning but terrified all the same. The guard uses the opportunity to trap her wrists and enclose them in the restraints. He then grabs the manacles and drags Korra to her feet before tugging on the cuffs once more. “Come on, tramp. Hurry up.”

Korra hesitantly follows the guard into the hallway where Amon waits. Standing so close to her assailant brings about the familiar sensation of nausea. Korra can taste bile but forces herself to swallow hard, which is difficult with such a suddenly dry mouth.  He doesn’t affect you.  One glance from Amon and Korra knows she is wrong. Amon turns and walks away from her with a silent command to follow. In betrayal of her inner turmoil, Korra limps along behind the equalist leader, her body shaking from fear and strain. Her progress is slow and garners more than one shove to her back from the Pig-rat. 

She stumbles along through the corridors until they eventually reach a plain metal door. Amon opens the door and takes measured strides into the room beyond as Korra follows reservedly. The room is very well illuminated and far brighter than anything Korra has experienced in a month’s time. Thus, the light is blinding to her bleary eyes which have become accustomed to the darkness. She pauses her movements and blinks rapidly, squinting as she adjusts to the luminance. Clearly frustrated by her lack of progression, the Pig-rat again shoves her. This time, due to her disorientation and after the effort of the walk, she is unable to catch herself as she stumbles forward on her injured leg with bound hands. She collapses to the floor with a quiet, “Oof.” Momentarily stunned, Korra lays in a heap on the floor, fully committed to her misery.

Finally able to see in the new light, Korra notices the other human laying across from her on the floor. He is bound with metal cuffs to a chair that is lying on its side. His clothes are torn, the familiar red scarf missing. His hair is still spiked in places but messier than usual. He is breathing heavily from behind a gag placed between his handsome lips. Blood trickles from one nostril and his face is asymmetrically swollen in places, but his golden eyes are unmistakable. Korra’s heart flutters as she takes in the ruffled appearance of her former teammate.  Mako…  She tries to say his name, but no sound comes out. She is frozen in surprise. As the initial shock subsides, Korra feels herself being heaved to her feet. The astonishment is swiftly replaced by trepidation as the Pig-rat crosses the room and sets the chair containing Mako upright. The equalist then bows to Amon and closes the door as he exits.  Why is Mako here? What have they done to him?!

Korra is trembling from head to toe with anxiety. Her eyes dart around the room, looking everywhere but at the person who she had so desperately wanted to find and rescue her.  I wished he would find me and now he has. I’ve killed us both.  Korra cannot bring herself to meet his gaze and witness the disappointment and abhorrence in the firebender’s face. She knows she is weak, and now Mako knows it too.

Korra’s dark train of thought is suddenly redirected by a baritone voice. “My fellow equalists captured him as he attempted to flee the city.” He was trying to run away?  Korra can feel the ghost of electricity coursing along her body, the sensation accompanied by goosebumps spreading across her skin. “Benders are nothing but cowards and criminals who take advantage of those they perceive as weak. He knew his time as a bender was coming to a close and decided to save himself.” Korra’s eyes begin to water as her heart shatters even more than she had previously thought possible.  Of course he didn’t come for me.  

“This young man proves the hypocrisy of you bending tyrants. The biggest irony of all is how truly weak you are.” Amon gestures to the Avatar. “After a thorough education, the Avatar is finally beginning to realize how powerless she is against me.”  He’s right.  Korra sees Mako struggling against his chair in her peripheral vision. The soft rustling sound created by his movements accompanies Amon’s harsh words as a strong hand grips her upper arm tightly. “Very soon, the world will know this truth too.” His hand tightens on her bicep painfully and Korra winces. Amon now turns his mask to speak directly into Korra’s ear. “You are insignificant. That’s why they abandoned you.” To emphasize his point, Amon hurls Korra’s body backwards into the wall, releasing her arm in the process. The impact is painful but minuscule compared to the trauma she has experienced over the last four weeks. Nevertheless, Korra lowers her head and remains stationary in an effort to avoid further angering the masked man. The previous rustling sound intensifies and Korra chances a furtive glance at Mako. The pro-bender desperately shakes his head at her. Surprisingly, his eyes are not filled with the expected condemnation, but rather sorrow and a hint of defiance. The golden spheres almost seem to plead with her, begging her not to listen to the equalist leader’s words. 

Between the immeasurable spirals of self doubt, a new thought swims into Korra’s mind.  Asami, she said that I’m not alone.  Korra stares at the man who she might have loved in another lifetime as he struggles with his restraints. Through the fog, something clicks in Korra’s altered consciousness.  They haven’t given up on me. Amon’s lying! 

Korra’s entire world shifts with the obvious revelation. However, as soon as she rediscovers a small sense of belonging, Korra’s fear also doubles.  Mako’s trapped here with me. I need to protect my friend!  As if reading her thoughts, Amon’s low voice resonates throughout the room. “For its mere existence, your former lover’s bending will be removed. Nevertheless, given his cowardice, I believe a harsher punishment should be sentenced.” Amon pauses for dramatic effect before continuing maliciously. “For the crime of selfishly fleeing the city, he will be executed and used as an example to the remaining benders.” Amon takes a menacing step towards the firebender.

“No! You can’t do that!” Korra shouts as she jerkily pushes off of the wall, all thoughts of self-preservation now gone. 

A large hand swiftly strikes her across the face. “You presume to give me orders?” He grabs Korra by the throat, squeezing down, and slams her back against the wall once more. “We’ve been through this before,  Avatar.” He spits out her title like an insult as he increases the pressure around her throat. “You. Are. Nothing.” Each word is punctuated with a blow to the abdomen.

Korra lets out a splutter. After her singular act of insubordination, the fear has now returned to her wide eyes. “S-stop,” she barely chokes out as her chained hands flop uselessly against his iron grip. As her face turns a shade of burgundy, Amon spins, throwing her towards the center of the room. Her injured right hip collides with the side of the metal table as Korra’s arms sprawl across the surface. 

In his fury, Amon stalks forward, grasping her tangled hair as she gasps for air. He brutally yanks her head back. “I thought you had learned your lesson.” His remaining hand travels to her right hip. His fingers dig into the fabric of her pants as he harshly curls them inward. Korra lets out a yelp under the bruising grip. 

“Please,” Korra says as a single tear escapes her watering eyes. “Please don’t kill him,” she insists between wheezes. “Just let him go. I’ll give you anything you want.”

Amon lets out a low chuckle and releases her hip as his hand travels around to Korra’s front, leisurely fondling one breast over her tunic. “I thought you already had.”

Korra shudders. Her skin crawls at his touch as her panic rapidly increases.  No! Not again! It doesn’t matter. I have to save him.  “P-please,” she repeats. “Don’t kill him.”

Amon loosens his grip on her brown locks and her head slumps forward. “Very well. Since you are finally choosing to use your manners, and I do enjoy it when you beg, the firebender will live as long as you continue to behave.” Her forehead rests on the cool surface of the table as she feels a tightness in her chest. Relief, sorrow, and shame overwhelm her as both of his hands explore her body outside of her clothes. Her breathing is constricted. She can feel his hardened length as his pelvis grinds against her rear. She takes rapid shallow breaths as her anxiety reaches new heights. She is nearly hyperventilating.  You have to move. Don’t let him do it again.  Her natural instincts of survival and protectiveness grapple within her. Her arms reflexively twitch, as if to strike back in defense, but she stops herself as she lets out a defeated whimper.  What more can he do to me that he hasn’t already done? I can’t let Mako die.  

Across the table sits Mako. His metal chains rattle vigorously as he struggles to free himself and save her. His voice is muffled by his gag as he yells. The sounds cut through her haze of apprehension and Korra chances another glimpse of her friend. She immediately regrets the decision. His eyes are wild, stretched wide in horror. Smoke comes from his nostrils as he strains so hard against his restraints that he is nearly at the table. She turns her head and squeezes her eyes shut with embarrassment and despair. Despite remaining fully clothed, she feels more exposed than ever before.  Don’t look at me. 

Suddenly, she is being flipped around to face Amon. “Don’t close your eyes.” He growls the command. “I want you to look at me as I take you.” Korra’s entire body is violently shivering as he pulls her flush against him. Behind her, Korra hears a muffled shout filled with pain as Mako breaks his own wrist from the scuffle with his cuffs.  Mako?!  Korra struggles to turn around at the agonized cry but powerful fingers curl around her chin, holding it firmly in place. She looks up at her captor. Behind the bone white mask, she can see the glint of sinister amusement in his dark blue eyes.  He’s enjoying this. 

Korra is trapped between Amon and the table. He forces his knee between her legs, keeping his limb between them to widen her closed stance.  Calm down,  Korra tells herself as she panics.  It’ll be over soon. Think about anything else.  A calloused hand now moves below her loose grey tunic as he palms her breast. His fingers brush over a peaked nipple, before savagely pinching and pulling down hard. Korra hisses as he twists the surely bruising, tender flesh. She briefly closes her eyes against the pain before her body goes rigid and her eyelids are involuntarily forced open. “No, young Avatar.” More pain spreads throughout her body, following her veins, as her muscles seize and refuse to follow her commands. “I told you to look at me.” Through her tear blurred vision, Korra sees his ivory mask laughing, mocking her misery. 

The full bodied bloodbending grip lessens, but Korra remains immobile against the table. Unbidden, a strange sensation begins deep within her pelvis. Korra squirms. Pain and something else, that is not quite painful but definitely overwhelming and unwanted, clash within her. She recognizes that the confusing stimulation is caused by an invading influence.  Is he using bloodbending to…? Realizing his intent, Korra tries to cringe away from the equalist leader, who grabs her shoulder as he continues to tug painfully on her nipple. Amon leans in, his hot breath whispering directly into her ear as he mauls her breast, “Do you understand how powerless you are now? I control everything, even this.” A stabbing sensation of pain and burning warmth shoots within her core. Her breath hitches as she lets out a high pitched whine.

Korra cannot take the added layer of debasement.  Don’t give in!  She wants to scream at him, curse his very existence. But still under his will, no sound escapes her lips save for her shortened, distressed breaths.  You sick, sadistic bastard.  While already reddened, her face flushes a deeper shade of crimson. Through her humiliation, Korra’s resolve strengthens. Her anger hardens her soul as she glares at the bloodbender.  I swear to the Spirits that I’ll kill you, even if it takes me with you. I will kill you. 

Suddenly, the interrogation room’s door is thrown open. Just as abruptly as the sensation began, any pleasure instantly stops as two equalists burst into the room. Amon turns towards the intruders, hurriedly removing his hand from beneath the quivering prisoner’s shirt as he angrily asks, “What is the meaning of this? I am in the middle of an interrogation.” Left only with the lingering pain of her assault, Korra collapses in a trembling jumble on the floor next to the table.

One of the new chi-blockers clears his throat awkwardly, bowing slightly. “Amon, sir. There appears to be intruders in the compound.”

Amon’s voice immediately returns to his usual cool, authoritative tone. “Escort the Avatar to her cell immediately. I will attend to the intruders.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I apologize for the delay in releasing this chapter. I've been very busy and easily put in >90 hours at work this past week. Thank you all so much for the kudos and comments, they're very motivating.

I rewrote this chapter a bunch of times and am not happy with it. Again, Korra isn't making the most sense right now because they've been messing with her head. I tried to include bloodbending in a different way here (at the request of a reader), but I'm not sure if I was successful. To be clear, Korra did not actually reach an orgasm and Mako couldn't tell what Amon was doing to her with bloodbending. What he saw was interpreted as pain/mortification from the assault. I ultimately want Korra to recover and mainly used this as additional incentive for her to beat Amon. Her resiliency is unmatched. I also wanted to show that despite everything/the shock therapy, she's still willing to do whatever she can to protect the people she cares about. Either way, she has a lot of trauma to work through.

Let me know what you guys think. If its terrible, maybe I'll come back and rework it. As always, I appreciate any feedback!

        








13. Asami


    
    Other than walking up to the recruitment table at the equalist rally, this is the hardest thing she has ever done. Although she is not standing particularly close to her father, even being in the same building as Hiroshi sets her nerves on edge. After a great deal of thought, Asami had decided to use her real first name when she joined the equalists. While she did not divulge her last name of Sato, she figured that if she was ever caught, she could talk her way out of trouble by saying she agreed with the equalist cause but wanted to climb through the ranks on her own merit. The plan had worked surprisingly well up until now. No one she encountered ever seemed to connect the dots between herself and Hiroshi, and she had yet to interact with anyone intimate enough with her father to know the name of his wayward daughter. 

Nevertheless, now, Asami is scarcely able to breathe from anxiety. Despite wearing a disguise in the form of an equalist uniform, complete with an identity concealing mask and goggles, the usually collected engineer is exceptionally nervous that her father might somehow sense her presence. She wonders if she made the right decision to not invent a pseudonym as she stands in the last row of the equalists that were tasked with escorting Hiroshi around the deceptively large underground facility. Not for the first time, Asami is grateful for the fabric concealing her stunning features as sweat gathers across her forehead and palms.

Her anxiety manages to double when Amon casually strolls into the sizable storage room accompanied by his lieutenant. “Amon,” the once familiar, formerly kind voice of her father says as he extends his hand in greeting.

“Hiroshi,” The equalist leader responds as he shakes the outstretched hand. “These are the new mecha tanks you promised?”

“They sure are!” The middle aged man gestures to the neat row of machines, beaming proudly. “They’re the latest model. I did a bit of tinkering with the mechanics and I believe that you’ll be pleased with the improvements.”  Dad… how could you help these people? Mom would be so ashamed.  Asami suppresses a shudder. She wonders if she will ever be able to forgive the man who used to be her father for the atrocities he helped inflict upon the city.

“I’m sure that they will work splendidly. I look forward to seeing them tested against the United Forces.” After a quick inspection of the weaponized machinery, Amon turns to leave the room accompanied by Hiroshi and his second in command. Asami lets out an audible sigh from the breath that she had not realized she was holding as she watches their backs move into the distance and eventually out of sight.

With their leader and guest gone, Asami sees the shoulders of her fellow equalists relax as well. The person to her right turns, a masked face pointed in her direction. “Want to go grab some dinner? I don’t have any other assignments for the day.” The feminine voice belongs to one of the only people here who Asami might have considered to be a friend under different circumstances.

Not wanting to raise suspicions for delaying dinner but also needing to avoid any chance of running into her father without a mask in the mess hall, Asami deflects the question. “I was hoping to get in a little more practice on the mats first.” She pauses, deciding to tack on an invitation so as not to appear rude. “Want to join me?”

Behind her own mask, Mira looks studiously at the disguised engineer, briefly pausing before letting out a melodic chuckle. “Wow, you really are obsessed with training.”

Asami gives a playful shove to the older equalist’s shoulder. “Hey! You’re the one who said I’d have to work twice as hard as the male recruits if I want to be taken seriously around here. I’m just taking your advice.”

Mira puts her hands up in mock surrender. “Okay, okay. You, and by you, I mean I, do have a point. I’ll help you out for a little while.” Mira turns in the direction of the closest door and exits the warehouse with Asami in tow. As they near the workout room, Mira again speaks. “You know, you really did pick up chi blocking remarkably quickly. I think only the senior officers would be a match for you at this point.”

In her head, Asami silently agrees. Learning the nuances of chi blocking had been surprisingly easy. Asami largely attributed her rapid mastery of the skill to her naturally athletic physique and previous experience with martial arts. Not wanting to disclose too much information about her past, Asami remains nonchalant as she shrugs her shoulders. “I definitely have room for improvement though, sometimes I still feel off balance when countering. Mind if we work on that today?”

Mira nods her head as they step into the gym. “Sure.” She points to a spot at the far end of the sparsely populated room. “Looks like there’s an open mat over there. Come on.”

After a far more exhaustive than necessary sparring session, especially considering it was a bonus workout, Asami finally concedes on concluding the training. Together, the two drained females head to the locker room and shower before changing into clean, sweat free, uniforms. Asami glances at her colleague, watching as Mira pulls her currently damp but wavy, light brown hair back into a high ponytail. She is not at all how Asami envisioned the equalists to be. Her pale, grey eyes almost appear kind but hidden behind a layer of something else, maybe grief? Although not much older than herself, Mira’s face is wise but unnaturally lined, as if she had been forced to age expeditiously.  She seems so decent. How did she end up here, working for these people? Asami stops herself from asking Mira about her past, in effort to avoid unwanted questions directed at herself, and alternatively reaches for her mask. Slipping the piece of fabric across her face, she instead asks, “Ready for dinner?”

“Yes, finally!” Mira replies enthusiastically. “We’ll be lucky if there’s anything left by the time we get there.” Asami looks at the clock hanging on the far wall which reads just past 8:30 as they walk from the locker room. Her stomach lets out a quiet growl. Despite not admitting it, she really is hungry too.  He has to have left by now. 

As they enter the mess hall and make their way up to the serving line, Asami sees that Mira was indeed correct. The large, silver colored platters are mostly emptied of food. Nevertheless, they are each able to collect a portion of rice topped with a fried egg and a few slices of chicken pig. 

Looking around the room, the cafeteria is nearly deserted due to the late hour. To her surprise, Asami recognizes a small group of three people deep in conversation at the end of a long table near the wall. Mira makes a beeline for the gathered equalists and Asami follows her lead, approaching the table and nodding her head in greeting. The trio hurriedly hush themselves as Mira takes a seat and pulls off her mask. “Hi. What were you guys so animatedly discussing?” Mira asks. Recognizing their friend, the tension eases slightly and they mutter hellos in return. 

Asami takes the open seat next to Mira and pulls off her own mask, hardly giving a second thought to the others as her stomach offers another low rumble. After the prolonged training, Asami’s mouth waters as she stares down at her bowl. She picks up her chopsticks and takes a bite, nearly moaning at the satisfying taste of the warm food. She stifles lewd noises as she takes another bite, forcing herself to not shovel food into her mouth like her ravenous hunger demands. Mira proves herself to be more patient, ignoring her food for a moment as she again asks, “Well? Did we interrupt something?”

Malakai, a straight edged equalist in his mid thirties with clean cut, short brown hair and brown eyes, is the first to respond. “We were just discussing our prisoner, the Avatar.”

Asami nearly chokes on her mouthful of egg. She forces herself to swallow and hastily grabs her glass of water, taking a large gulp to soothe the burning in her throat.

“Oh I see,” Mira replies. Her grey eyes look intently at Malakai, who sits to her right, as her eyebrows furrow.

Dewei, a tall, gangly looking young man with slightly messy black hair and energetic hazel eyes, leans forward on the table. Although he is normally pretty goofy and quick to laugh, his voice is now low and serious. “I heard she’s not eating. I think she’s trying to end it all.”

Asami’s head snaps up as she stares at the youth in front of her, but turns as the remaining equalist, Asnee, offers his own thoughts on the situation. The usually even tempered man with a neat bun of chestnut hair and intense golden eyes keeps his voice quiet as he heatedly whispers, “Look, I get that she’s our enemy, but I didn’t sign on for rape or torture.” 

Asami’s eyes stare blankly down at her now entirely unappealing dinner. Her mouth runs dry and she suddenly finds it difficult to take in a full breath.  Rape… torture…  She knows that Amon is cruel and that he has seemingly been finding pleasure in tormenting her friend, but to hear her worries openly confirmed so casually is heartbreaking.

“What?!” Mira interjects, her pale eyes narrowing even further. “What do you mean raped?”

Asnee nods his head solemnly. “Malakai and I,” he gestures to the older equalist, “saw her… after. And Kenji heard it happening. I guess Amon was upset that she tried to escape. Apparently he had to ‘teach her a lesson.’” He says the last phrase bitterly, but Asami hardly hears it as her ears fill with a strange sort of buzzing noise. 

Mira lets out a quiet curse under her breath, her own meal seemingly forgotten. Malakai shakes his head. 

Dewei makes a slightly distressed sound, “I don’t get it. Maybe there’s another way to go about everything?” He says naively, his boyish nature showing through. “I heard the Avatar during one of her interrogations. It really sounded like she wanted to help non-benders. Maybe she’s not as bad as everyone says.”

“It doesn’t matter what we think anyway,” Malakai says harshly. “We just need to do our jobs and make it to the demonstration.” Although his words are tough, his voice sounds troubled. 

“But she’s not eating,” Dewei persists. “She might not even make it that long.” As the ringing in Asami’s ears grows louder, it makes it difficult to understand the next words.

“I agree.” Asnee responds. “I know we need to do our jobs and I still believe in the cause, but this isn’t right.”

“Careful,” Mira cautions. “This conversation is getting dangerously close to mutiny and you never know who might be listening.”

“Well we have to do something!” Dewei replies fervently.

Unable to contain her worry any longer, Asami struggles to suppress a quiet, strangled sort of whine. She is only half successful, and Mira levels a careful gaze at her younger compatriot. “Yes, Asami? Did you have an idea?”

Startled at being addressed, Asami jumps as four pairs of eyes peer in her direction. Her mind works rapidly as she tries to play off her interest in the subject, but she knows that she appears unsettled. Not knowing the best course of action, Asami instead tries to come up with anything that might help her captured friend. “Maybe Mira and I would be able to convince her to eat something?”

Asnee leans back slightly as he crosses his arms. “Why do you think that you’d be able to reason with her?”

Asami hesitates. “I’m not sure that it would work. I mean I haven’t even met her. But maybe having females around might be less intimidating, especially if she was…” She is unable to bring herself to say the word. “She might be more willing to cooperate with us.”

Mira looks thoughtful before inclining her head. “I agree, it would make sense. She seems to at least listen to me sometimes anyway. I’ll see if I can get us assigned to her morning meal delivery.” Asami nods along in agreement. Although her heart is pounding, Asami is careful to not appear too enthusiastic or concerned on the surface. She clenches her hands into fists underneath the table, her nails cutting into palms as she grapples with her worry.  Breathe, I need to act calm. I’ll see her tomorrow.  

A nasty voice answers in her mind, as she instead fills with guilt.  What have I even been doing here all this time? Practicing chi blocking, cooking these monsters’ meals, performing guard duty? How incredibly stupid and utterly pointless. I’ve accomplished next to nothing except for wasting time while that lunatic hurts her.  Feeling tears forming behind her eyes, Asami reaches for her mask and pulls it over her head. She can feel her outer shell cracking, her fears seeping in through the armor of her equalist persona. She keeps her voice as steady as possible as she addresses the group. “Maybe we should head to bed then?”

“You hardly touched your dinner.” Mira observes.

Asami does her best to imitate a breathy chuckle. It’s not very good. “Yeah, well you were right. We got here too late and the scraps aren’t very appetizing.” She stands and collects her nearly full bowl, choosing to ignore the mildly disbelieving faces of the surrounding equalists. She knows she will not be able to control her emotions around these people for another minute longer. “See you tomorrow then! Goodnight.” She says as she hurriedly moves to the dish return and exits the cafeteria.  I must sound deranged,  she thinks dismally as she makes her way back to the dormitories.  Get your act together! 

As she enters her room, she feels the briefest sensation of gratefulness to finally be alone. She sits on her bed, sagging into the thin twin mattress as the weight of her emotions wash over her. Her father always taught her to be poised and graceful. She was ever the lady, with perfect manners and the ability to carry on polite conversation with the businessmen her father was trying to shmooze. As a result of her methodically structured upbringing, Asami had found it rather natural to slip into the role of spy. But now, reaching the end of three weeks behind enemy lines with this confusing mixture of people, and little to no hope in actually rescuing Korra, her outward facade of calm crumbles. Her nerves are beyond frayed from the amplified worry over her friend.

The chinks in her carefully constructed shield of confidence and subterfuge further splinter as her thoughts drift back to the young Avatar. She cradles her head in her hands.  Korra… I’m so sorry. I should have gotten you out sooner.  The cracks widen forcibly, becoming gaping fissures in the wall built between herself and her emotional turmoil.

She pictures Korra alone in a cell, knowing that she has been abused, tormented, and raped. As her guilt and grief rise, the dam shatters and at last she allows the tears to fall.

Sobbing quietly after the initial deluge, Asami forces herself to focus on tomorrow.  I’ll finally be able to talk to you. Maybe we can make a plan together.  She nods to herself.  Yes, Korra’s stronger than I am. She’s tough. She won’t let that monster break her down.  Her tears lessen.

She takes off her boots and crawls beneath the covers, still fully clothed in her uniform.  Tomorrow. I just have to make it through to tomorrow. 

 ‘I didn’t sign on for rape or torture.’  Asami shivers under her blanket, her face wet from tears.  I’ll see you tomorrow. 

She wakes after a fretful night with a knot of anxiety in her stomach. Although it is early in the morning, Asami busies herself with grooming and getting dressed for the day. As she distractedly combs through her thick raven colored hair, she reminisces on her time with the equalists.


Asami had spent the first two weeks of espionage trying her best to blend in and play the role of a dedicated new recruit. Luckily, as the organization had been rapidly expanding and heavily reliant on manpower, enrollment had been fairly simple and her fellow equalists appeared grateful for the extra hands. Nevertheless, despite proving herself to be technically proficient with fighting, she had yet to be given any true responsibilities. Her assigned tasks had thus far been menial, but Asami completed them diligently while discretely learning the layout of the underground facility. Every chance she had, she would sneak away from the group to investigate where they may be holding the Avatar. She was initially elated when she learned she had been assigned to the main headquarters and it was confirmed that the young waterbender was indeed being held there. But, her efforts proved fruitless as she had yet to discover the Avatar’s actual prison cell. She didn’t really understand why she was putting herself at such risk for someone she had only recently met and had often considered a rival. But she felt compelled to keep trying to find her anyway. 

On one of her many frantic searches, she did run into a surprising prisoner in the form of former councilman Tarrlok. While she held very little love for the man, as he was the inciting catalyst for this devastating turn of events in the first place, seeing him in such a state of disarray was unsettling.

As sunken eyes peered at her from behind disheveled, greasy hair, his now weary voice sarcastically asked, “I don’t suppose you’re here to rescue me?”

“No I’m not,” Asami had replied curtly, as she swept her long hair over her shoulder. “I had no idea you were here. I was looking for Korra. I didn’t see any other cells in this area. Was she here too?”

“No, I’m the only one.” Tarrlok said dryly. “Amon wants to keep me close by.”

“And what makes you so special?” Asami asked, unable to keep the icy edge from her voice.

“I’m Amon’s brother.” Asami let out a gasp as Tarrlok huffed. “Amon is from the Northern Water Tribe. He’s a waterbender and a bloodbender… just like I was,” He added, dejectedly.

“What?! Did you know this all along?” Asami asked through her shock.

“No, not until after he captured me.” Having been deprived of anyone’s company save for the brother who denounced him, Tarrlok had launched into the story of how he and Amon came to be. He explained how their father’s brutal training imparted the ability to bloodbend without the assistance of a full moon. “He was a prodigy, mastering my father’s psychic bloodbending technique by the time he was fourteen. But, something changed in Noatak over the years. The loving brother I once knew became cold and detached.” Tarrlok proceeded to describe the last time he saw his brother during his childhood, when their father tried to have them bloodbend each other. He told Asami about how after Noatak had attacked Tarrlok, Tarrlok refused to do the same to his older brother. Angered by his child’s defiance, Tarrlok’s father attempted to discipline him and was in turn bloodbent by Noatak. “I can still hear Noatak yelling at my father, ‘You’re the weak one. You always said bloodbending is the most powerful thing in the world, but it isn’t. The Avatar is. He took your bending away. What could be more powerful than that?’ After that, Noatak tried to get me to run away with him.” Tarrlok hung his head as he continued, “I should have done it, but I didn’t want to leave my mother with  him.” Tarrlok shook his head. “It all could have been different if I had just left with him. Maybe all of this could have been avoided. Instead, Noatak set out on a course of revenge. I think that’s the day Amon was born and his obsession with the Avatar began.”

After a few moments of stunned silence, Asami spoke. “How did you figure out Amon was your brother?”

Bitterly Tarrlok replied, “When he took my bending, the sensation was somehow familiar. I later recognized it as my brother’s bloodbending grip.”

Asami’s sharp, analytical mind then kicked into high gear. “So, he somehow uses bloodbending to take other’s bending.”

“I don’t know  how  he does it, but then again, I’ve never encountered a bender as strong as Noatak.” Tarrlok responded evenly.

As she stared at the unkempt man hunched in front of her, a tiny speck of pity took root in Asami’s heart. He had clearly experienced suffering and his past was tragic. Yet, it was hard for her to move past his own crimes. Asami straightened. “Thank you for sharing your past with me, I’m sure this information will ultimately help end this war.” She paused. “But, I’m afraid I can’t help you escape. At least not today, I need to find Korra and save her before Amon does anything worse than he already has.”

Tarrlok nodded his head as he climbed to his feet. “Go. I agree, Amon can’t know that anyone spoke with me.” He reached out his hand then, in an offer of peace to the young woman. “Defeat him. Put an end to this sad story.” Asami shook the extended fingers before turning towards the door. “And Asami?” The engineer again waited, turning to look at the dishonored prisoner one last time. “When you save the Avatar… please, tell Korra that I’m sorry. I’m truly sorry for everything that I put her through.” As she watched his blue eyes fill with tears, she knew Tarrlok’s words to be genuine. While still not the former councilman’s biggest fan, Asami did not have it within her heart to hold any more contempt towards the broken man before her. Nodding her head, Asami replied, as softly as she could, “I will. I hope that you can one day find peace.”


A crisp knock sounds on her door. Startled, Asami’s head snaps up, out of her memories. She calls out, “Just one minute, please.” She gazes back into the mirror at her reflection. Her dazzling green eyes are red and puffy from the evening spent crying. Her face is plain as she no longer bothers with her extensive makeup routine when she spends her days behind a mask.  I wonder what Dad would think of this new look.  She scowls. Shaking her head to clear any lingering thoughts of her father, she hurriedly bunches her hair up into an uncharacteristically messy ponytail before grabbing her mask. Covering her face with the now strangely comforting item, Asami answers the door.

An equalist woman stands outside her door. Asami can tell that it’s Mira by the way she stands with her hand on her hip, impatiently tapping her foot. “Hey. Sorry, it took me a little while to get ready this morning.” Asami says as she lightly shrugs her shoulders.

“It’s alright… I didn’t sleep particularly well myself.” Asami stands awkwardly in the doorway as Mira takes a deep breath and straightens. “Come on, let’s get going.” As they head to the kitchens to collect a meal tray, Mira explains that she was able to get the equalists who were assigned meal duty for the day to switch jobs with them. According to the older equalist, their comrades were not especially enthused with delivering food to the suicidal Avatar. With a bowl of rice and a cup of water in hand, Asami follows Mira through the maze of passageways in the underground facility to a hallway she has not seen before. With every step, Asami can feel a mixture of apprehension and excitement growing. They pass a guard who offers a stiff nod in their direction before stopping in front of a large metal door.  Korra is in there.  

Asami’s heart beats rapidly. It feels like it is trying to break free from her chest. After all this time, she’s finally within reach of the person that she has so desperately been chasing. She looks down at her hands which hold the tray along with the food and drink. She tries to control their trembling, which she knows might give her away, as the dishes gently rattle and water sloshes over the side of the glass. She hears the lock click and watches as the thick door slowly opens. She holds her breath.

Light floods a tiny, horrific room. She takes in a sharp breath and her nose is assaulted by a sour stench as her eyes take in everything at once. Asami feels queasy as she sees the metal hooks on the ceiling, small patches of blood along the floor, and a small wooden cot with scorch marks along one end. Worst of all is the human-sized lump of brown and grey that sits huddled on the bed. The girl with dirty brown hair hanging around a thin, blank face that had once been the embodiment of vitality. While most of her is hidden away beneath a worn blanket, what little exposed skin she has is covered in bruises and cuts in various stages of healing. If she did not  know  that this person was her friend, she might not recognize her.  Korra… 

The half bruise, half human Avatar stares straight ahead, not looking at her new visitors. She remains stationary on the singed bed frame, barely seeming to breathe, rarely blinking. Asami’s chest tightens as her heart lurches uncomfortably. She does not hear Mira talking to her quietly through the ringing in her ears. A hand grabs her shoulder lightly and she turns, shocked out of her haze.

“Huh? What? Sorry.” Asami whispers to her colleague.

Mira is shaking her head slightly, “She seems pretty out of it. What do you think we should do?”

Always the analytical one, Asami’s mind races into overdrive.  I need to get a moment alone with her. Maybe she’ll snap out of it when she sees that it’s me. Keeping her voice as level as possible, “I don’t think we should both try to feed her. Too many people might make her even less cooperative.” She holds up the tray. “Let me try to convince her.”

Mira nods slightly, confirming her assent. She is clearly uncomfortable even through her mask and uniform. “I’ll be just outside the door.”

Asami moves cautiously towards the rumpled human in front of her. Immediately, she can sense the disconnect within her friend. The girl was skinny, so skinny.  Oh Korra, what have they done to you? She moves slowly, so as not to spook her, but the apathetic human continues staring straight ahead. Asami sets the tray next to the cot and lifts the water glass. Crouching down in front of her, she reaches out her free hand to Korra’s and notices a thick patch of raw, shiny skin encircling Korra’s wrist. Korra yanks her hand away as if scalded.

Trying to hold herself together, Asami keeps her voice gentle. “Korra, you need to eat.” As the Avatar turns her head to look at her, Asami sees teeth marks and blood smeared across a deeply bruised neck.  What did that bastard do to you?!  She wants to scream, but she has to keep it together. She nearly breaks down in tears anyway as she looks into the haunted, hollow eyes of her friend. The once beautiful blue spheres stare unrecognizing back at her.  Are you in there, Korra? Please show me you’re still here. Not for the last time, Asami is grateful for the goggles hiding her sorrow.

Asami brings the glass of water to Korra’s mouth. “You need to drink this.” Korra pushes the cup away, her eyes still unfocused, her face confused. Holding back a sob, Asami firmly but gently grips the back of her head. Pleadingly, she presses the glass of water to her lips. “Korra, you need to drink this now or you will die.” Korra stills at the sound of her name but does not open her lips. “Drink this, please.” Asami begs.

“But, I want to die.” Korra’s weak, hoarse voice croaks.

The admission is like a dagger to the heart. She wants to comfort her, but knows that might also make things worse. She knows that Mira is likely listening at the door and that she cannot risk revealing herself when Korra is in such a weak, confused condition. Asami’s own voice cracks. “He won’t let you.” She tries to stay strong, for Korra’s sake. “If you don’t drink this now, he’ll force you to anyway only it will be so much worse.  Please, Korra. Drink.”

Korra’s brow furrows slightly as she opens her mouth the tiniest fraction. Relief floods Asami as she tilts the cup and Korra finishes the water. She next offers the rice, but knows that Korra will refuse. Settling for a partial victory, Asami stands, collects both trays, and moves towards the exit. “I’ll be back,” she says softly to the still figure on the cot. 

Looking back at the defeated, young waterbender as tears soak into the fabric of her mask, Asami knows three things with absolute certainty. Firstly, joining the equalists was not nearly the hardest thing she has ever had to do. Leaving Korra alone in the dark was far, far worse. Secondly, she will never forgive her father. And thirdly, she will never stop protecting her.  Please, hang on just a little while longer. 


Asami is so angry that she is lightheaded. She had barely contained her fury and sorrow long enough to return to her living quarters. She had wanted to scream, rage, and cry. Punch things, and break things. But she couldn’t. She is too close now to slip up and doom her friend to a lifetime of suffering. She finally knows where Korra is being kept, making her one step closer to saving her. She is worried too though, for Korra’s mental and physical state. She knows Korra will be little help in freeing herself. Thinking of the abuse her friend had suffered makes Asami physically ill.  Korra is the one actually experiencing it though. How weak am I that I can’t even THINK about what she actually has to LIVE through?  Asami is now angry with herself too.  I need to be strong for her. I NEED to get her out. 

After calming herself only marginally, she makes plans with Mira to get Korra broth for her next several meals. She knows that Korra will continue to refuse all solid food and figures that it is the only way to provide her with some nutrition. Mira, who may be more observant than Asami initially perceived, agrees with the plan. 

Seeing Korra again is even more painful for Asami than the first encounter. She tries to move carefully and deliberately, in an effort not to spook the timid, young girl. Having gotten over the shock of seeing her the first time, Asami notices that the Avatar’s injuries are more extensive than she had realized, including a nasty looking wound across her right calf. Worse still is Korra’s insistence on dying in such a weak whine that is so unlike the cocky self-assured woman that she used to be. Korra is the strongest person Asami knows and has an indomitable will. Hearing her broken voice nearly rips Asami’s soul in two. Miraculously, Asami somehow convinces her to keep drinking.

After such an emotionally overwhelming day, Asami spends the evening hours in a haze. Even if she is a genius, the engineer’s brain is simply overloaded as she simultaneously concots impractical rescue plans while being unable to stop herself from vividly imagining scene after scene of Korra’s torture. The knock on her door is barely enough to break her out of her dark reverie. She knows she needs to keep up appearances, but it is a struggle to do so. Running a distracted hand through uncharacteristically disheveled hair, she drags herself to her feet and steps heavily to the door. Opening it slowly, Asami calls out, “Yes? What do you want?”

If Mira is off put by her gruffness, she does not show it. Instead, she holds up a bottle of alcohol in one hand and a box in the other. “I don’t know about you, but I could use a drink. I figured I’d see if you wanted to join me.”

Asami stares intently at the woman in front of her. Although she could use a drink, she would much prefer to spend her time alone and away from anyone who could ever consider themselves an equalist… anyone who could ever consider torturing an 18 year old girl to be okay.  I still need to keep up appearances. For Korra. Having stared at Mira for too long to be considered polite, Asami arranges her face into a more pleasant expression, slipping into her mask of espionage once again. As perfect as she can manage, she offers a small smile. “Thanks, Mira. A drink sounds good.” She steps aside to welcome her into the room. “What else did you bring with you?”

“Well I wasn’t sure if you play or not, but sometimes Pai Sho can be relaxing.” She explains as she steps into the small living space.

Asami cannot think of a bigger waste of time at the moment. She used to love Pai Sho and is considered by all standards to be a master of the game. Her father was the one who had taught her how to play, and her brilliant mind rapidly conquered it. She looks at the board and feels bile threatening her throat.  Keep it together for Korra. “That might be fun! I have to warn you though, I’m pretty good.” She forces herself to laugh.

“Okay, we won’t play until after a few drinks. I’ll need all the help I can get.” Mira gives a small chuckle too.

Settling themselves on the floor across from one another, Mira withdraws two small glasses from inside her unbuttoned coat. Pouring them each a glass of the spirit she passes one to Asami. Mira briefly raises her glass to Asami, before emptying it in one gulp. Asami copies the motion and Mira refills them. They each empty two more glasses in silence.

“This stuff is pretty good. What is it?” Asami asks.

“It’s actually Malakai’s own recipe. It’s a combination of dilute cactus juice, barley, and rice wine. It’s probably poisoning us or something but it is delicious, and does the trick.” Mira refills the glass yet again.

Asami feels a mild heat in her throat as she drains her glass. “You’ll have to give him my compliments.” 

Mira takes out the Pai Sho board and distributes a set of pieces to each of them. Asami begins to place hers across the board with far less care than ordinarily. They settle into a casual game with a quicker tempo than Asami’s usual meticulous pace allows. Nevertheless, she welcomes the distraction as she positions her pieces with reckless abandon. Mira is the first to break the renewed silence.

“So today was pretty heavy, huh?” she asks evenly. Asami looks up at the equalist woman, whose face remains neutral.

Asami tries to keep her own voice relaxed and non-committal. “Yeah I suppose it was.” She responds evasively.

Mira moves one of her pieces along the edge of the board and refills each of their glasses while Asami takes her turn. Mira empties her glass once more and rolls the empty vessel in her palms. “You know, most people who joined the equalists did so because they wanted to help others.”

Asami places another piece and shrugs her shoulders. “Yeah, that’s why I joined too. I wanted to make a difference.”

Mira looks up from her glass. Then returns her gaze to the board. She continues talking without acknowledging Asami’s statement. “I mean some had to have joined out of fear or because they had nowhere else to go. I know several people who made it through their own abuse and were looking for a place where they wouldn’t be taken advantage of, maybe even get a little power of their own. I’m sure there are many who truly hate benders.” She glances at Asami and moves another piece along the periphery of the board.

Asami does not answer and moves her next piece without thinking. She drains her glass too.

“Well I joined to help non-benders, to protect them. I was naive enough to think I might actually make a difference.” Mira laughs bitterly. “I do think the triads are evil. They terrorized my family when I was growing up and murdered my mother when I was 15.” She states it matter of factly, her demeanor is almost blase.

Asami studies the young woman sitting across from her. “I’m sorry. I know how that feels. A firebender killed my mother when I was young too.”

“I’m also sorry for your loss,” Mira replies and Asami can hear a touch of grief creeping into her voice. “It’s an awful thing that we share. Still, I don’t hate all benders. I know some would not approve of me saying so, but I didn’t join the Equalists to hurt benders… I guess I just realized the distinction too late.

Asami can feel her pulse quickening, but the alcohol is helping keep her calm.  I need to be careful here.  “I’m not sure that I’m understanding what you’re saying, Mira.”

Mira continues impassively, “I’m saying that the Equalists aren’t ‘pro equality.’ I’m saying that they’re really ‘anti-bender.’” Asami’s eyes are locked onto Mira who resolutely contemplates the game board before continuing blithely, “The more I think about it, the less sense it makes. I mean, the richest man in the United Republic, maybe even in the whole world, is a non-bender… your father.” Mira finally looks up at Asami. 

Pale eyes meet vibrant green as Asami tenses. Her brain is yelling at her, belittling her for falling into such an obvious trap. “My father?” She questions, trying to appear indifferent herself.

Mira remains just as calm, “Yeah, Hiroshi Sato.”

Asami can hear her heartbeat thudding in her ears. “How do you know who I am?”

Mira lets out a small chuckle, “You and your father have two of the most famous faces in the city. I’m actually shocked no one else seems to have noticed. I’m not sure why you even tried to hide it. But last I remember, you and him seemed to have had a rather public falling out over your friendship with the Avatar.”

Asami’s heart goes from pounding to completely still in a moment. She truly thinks it might have stopped beating entirely. Think Sato! Think! You’ve planned for this before. But when she had made her plans, she did not picture being half drunk while trying to talk her way out of it. Asami consciously relaxes her shoulders, using all of her years of socialite training to maintain her poise. “Yes, my father and I are not currently speaking and I want to keep it that way.”

The equalist woman remains silent, expectantly waiting for Asami to continue, “I guess now I have to talk about it. I was never mad that he joined the Equalists.” Mira raises an eyebrow. “I was furious that he chose to keep his involvement completely hidden from me.” Asami pauses for dramatic effect. “I mean we had a factory hidden beneath our house mass producing weapons! What kind of person hides something like that from his family?!” Asami throws a Pai Sho piece, pretending that it is out of frustration. She lowers her voice slightly, “If he had bothered talking to me about it, things might have been different. While I agree with what we’re doing around here,” she gestures to the surrounding walls, “I wanted to make it through on my own merits. His lack of consideration for me and my feelings is a separate issue that I’m not ready to discuss with him yet.” Asami glances at Mira, wondering if she bought any of that.

Mira leans forward, resting her elbows on her folded knees. “Seems pretty complicated. So you were never friends with the Avatar?”

Asami’s mouth tightens, “My  father  had asked me to get close to her, he didn’t tell me why. I assumed it was to further his political status, although now I know better.”

Mira’s face surprisingly remains inscrutable. “Still, it must be hard seeing someone you know so well, in such a rough shape.”

Asami swallows. She is unsure how best to navigate the conversation.  Maybe she feels the same as I do? She responds as diplomatically as she can, “It would be hard to see anyone the way she is now, yeah. Look, I don’t love the girl. She tried to get my boyfriend to break up with me.”

“Your firebender boyfriend?” Mira probes disbelievingly.

“Yeah, my firebender boyfriend,” Asami replies pointedly. “I thought he was cute and it was fun going to the matches. We’re over now anyway so it doesn’t really matter. Either way, Korra seemed like a decent person, despite being overly confident at times.”

Mira nods, "You’re right there. She isn’t what I imagined her to be. None of this is…” She drifts off as she stares off at the wall opposite her. Asami remains on edge as she watches her carefully.

“So are you going to tell everyone who I am?” Asami asks nervously.

Mira once more returns her gaze. She answers slowly, “No I don’t think I will. That’s your business. I like you, you also seem to be a decent person… and I don’t like seeing decent people get hurt.”

They finish their game and the rest of the bottle without further incident. When Mira stands to leave, Asami follows suit and shows her to the door. Before leaving, Mira pauses and pulls Asami into a hug. “I know it’s hard to trust anyone right now, but I’m glad to have met you. You may have more friends than you realize.” Asami returns the hug but does not comment further. She shuts the door as Mira disappears into the dark hallway.

Asami slides down against the closed door into a sitting position. She is more drunk than she ever should have allowed herself to be.  Sato, what have you gotten yourself into?  She cradles her head in her hands. It is tough to read Mira. Yes, she said that she will not out Asami and that they are friends. But how can Asami know that she can trust her?  A lot of what Mira said could get her into huge trouble though.  Nevertheless, there’s no way Asami could have admitted to any more than she already did tonight. Korra’s life is far too much to gamble on a random person she only recently met.  Korra, who is actively starving herself, while I drink myself stupid and come up with lies. Korra, who’s been beaten and worse for the crime of existing.  


   No, I can’t trust anyone here. I need to come up with a way to contact the team. 


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Hello! I am sorry for the long break before this update. Life got very busy, but I saw all of your lovely comments and knew I had to finish the story. I have not forgotten it. I found this to be the toughest chapter to write. Asami is more of a complex character than she get's credit for and I found it challenging to write from her perspective which partially contributed to the delay. She's obviously accomplished, brilliant, and on the surface confident, but I think she holds herself to such high standards that she can be slightly self-deprecating as well. I also wanted to fill in some of the gaps concerning her time with the equalists without getting too repetitive since we do have some information from Korra's (rather confused) perspective. I find it interesting to explore how each character might react to Korra's situation in addition to them facing their own challenges.

Most characters' storylines have now caught up to one another and the story will largely be linear from here forward. I have a good chunk of the next chapters written in addition to the outline for the remaining story so now it's mostly filling in the details.

I sincerely want to thank everyone for reading this far. I'm amazing at how many views, kudos, and comments the story has gotten. Again, I'm sorry it took so long, and I hope you enjoyed it. I appreciate any feedback you feel like sharing.

        








14. Resistance

Notes for the Chapter:Wow, it's been a long time since my last update. I'm sorry for that! Life can be busy and stressful, but everyone has their own things to deal with. I did check in every once in a while, and was grateful to those who commented and wanted me to continue. It meant a lot. In repentance, I wanted to release this chapter and the following much longer chapter together. I hope you enjoy!




    
    Alone once more in her horrible cell with the detested, heavy shackles back around her wrists, Korra trembles in a heap on the ground, too weak and too distraught to move elsewhere. Her throbbing hip aches in the background, a mere afterthought in the face of her most recent trauma. Her previous white hot rage during the indignity of her assault, has been replaced by a mixture of self-loathing and worry over her captured friend. Mako’s here. Korra cannot stop shaking. Mako’s here and he’s hurt. He’s here because of me and he’s hurt because of me. The tiny, defiant voice that she has not heard in far too long answers her self-destructive thoughts. No, he’s hurt because of Amon. Korra stamps out such dissonance before it can take hold. Amon hurt him BECAUSE of me. It’s my fault for being the weakest Avatar in history. As if to prove her point, she looks down at her open hand and frowns. For the briefest moment, she tries to summon fire to her fingertips. His ivory mask leers at her through the darkness. She can hear his heavy panting as it fills the room. She blinks, once again seeing only her empty palm. Nothing happens. She closes her fist and sneers at her own weakness before hanging her head in defeat.

It’s my fault. I’m useless.

But, Mako didn’t give up on me. And, others are here too. Maybe…

“I own you.”

Tears run down her bruised face. She can still feel his hands on her, exploring her body. She feels dirty, tainted, and used. Worse still, Mako witnessed her humiliation. She remembers the warmth she felt deep within her pelvis. The shame is crushing. Her former teammate saw the depths of her depravity and powerlessness first-hand. Her skin crawls. I deserve everything that’s happened.

The conflicting emotions are too much for her exhausted consciousness to fully process. Her tired, abused brain is unable to continue functioning under such stressful conditions.

She sobs alone in the dark.


Asami sprints down the hallway. She can hear bangs and crashes sounding far above her head. Now’s my chance. Now’s my chance to save her. She runs as fast as she can towards Korra’s cell. I need to hurry. As she runs, she keeps track of how many equalists she passes, what they are doing, and where they seem to be going, trying to log everything away for when she has Korra in hand. She hears another loud thud, it sounds closer than the last. Alarms blare through the corridors as she and the other equalists scramble. According to Kenji, the headquarters are under attack from the remainder of the resistance. Based on the cacophony of sounds, the assailants are largely composed of benders.

It must be Tenzin and the others. If I can just get to Korra in time, I can bring her to them. Asami runs, knowing Korra’s life hangs in the balance. As she approaches the cell, her heart stutters. Four equalists wait by the door. Asami weighs her options as she slows her pace and nears the group. I might be able to take them alone. It would be easier if Korra could help though. It’s now or never. Asami decides to take a risk.

She stops in front of the door. Act calm, take charge. “We’re evacuating the building. The rebels are inside and there are too many benders. I came to help escort the Avatar.” As if to emphasize her point, another loud crash sounds in the distance. The equalists look at one another. Asami relaxes her shoulders, straightens her back, and prepares for a fight. A deafening boom sounds from a not too far off explosion as her body lurches to the side and the ground rumbles. 

Asami seizes the opportunity. In one fluid motion, she sweeps the legs out from under an off balance equalist. She completes the movement by bringing her heel down hard into the unfortunate guard’s face. Pivoting, she lands the next kick into the nearest sentry’s chest. Maintaining her fluid grace, Asami ducks below the outstretched arm of the third attacker and lands a series of jabs to the chi points of his arm, side, and back in rapid succession. As if choreographed, Asami dodges a kick from the final defender. Still twirling, she grabs the shoulder of the unlucky equalist and spins until he is in a tight choke hold. She squeezes with all her might. He’s thrashing in front of her. She maintains her grip as she feels an elbow collide with her side. Fueled by adrenaline, she barely feels the blow or the second strike to her ribs. She continues the constant pressure around the equalist’s throat until his body grows slack. She lets him drop to the ground.

Asami reaches down and removes an electric glove from the hand of the first equalist who lies motionless on the floor. The second guard is getting to his feet. Using her superior agility, Asami incapacitates him easily. Deciding that it is best to ensure the guards are thoroughly decommissioned, Asami uses the glove to deliver electricity to all of her would-be attackers. Almost there. Asami takes a set of keys off one of the immobilized equalists. 

Opening the cell door, she sees her friend lying on her side in the middle of the room. “Korra!” Asami calls. “Come on! We have to get out of here!” Asami can see Korra shivering, but the waterbender makes no move towards her. “Korra? Did you hear me? Let’s go.” Can she hear me? Asami rushes over, kneeling down in front of her. “Are you okay?” She can see streaks from dried tears lining her face. Asami reaches out a hand to gently cup her face. Korra looks up into the face of the masked figure before her. “Korra, it’s me, Asami. It’s time. We have to go.” She’s in shock.

Korra shakes her head, her eyes misty. “Asami? There’s no point. I can never escape.”

“Yes, you can. We’re leaving together and we’re going now.” Asami says firmly. She’s just confused. Stay with me.

“No!” Korra feebly tries to push her away. “Leave me, Asami! I’m dead anyway. You have to save Mako! He came here looking for me and now they have him too!”

Mako’s here too?! “Korra, we don’t have time for this. I’m sorry. We’ll get him out too but we’re going.” She bends over the struggling girl and, as softly as she can, picks her up, cradling her thin legs with one arm and her shoulders with the other.

“Please, Asami. You have to save him,” Korra cries as she flails weakly in her delicate grasp. “I’m not worth anything anymore. I can’t even bend!”

What does she mean, she can’t bend? Asami shakes her head. It’s for her own good. “I’m sorry, Korra,” Asami whispers as she jogs out the door. “I’m never leaving you behind, I promise.” Running as quickly as she can, while carrying her much too light friend, Asami heads towards the sounds of the fighting. She hurries as she hears more crashes somewhere up ahead and to the right. Tenzin, Lin, where are you guys?! “Hang in there, Korra. Everything is going to be alright. We can do this.” We’re so close.

Her left side aches, mandating that she take short breaths with her freshly bruised rib. Keep going. Carrying the quivering girl is far easier than it should be, yet her muscles burn all the same from the effort. Nevertheless, she keeps up a constant stream of quiet reassurances to the terrified captive. Korra appears completely unaware of everything going on around her. Asami worries for her sanity, but her biggest priority is escaping with their lives. She presses on through the dust and smoke that billows through endless corridors. Marvelously, she has not crossed paths with any other equalist. She continues through the labyrinth knowing that she must be nearing the surface. Nearly there.

They take another right turn. Her eyes land on a small group of equalists at the end of the hallway. Asami immediately reverses course, heading back the way she came. She takes a left, followed by another right that widens into a spacious garage. She sees six mecha tanks powering on and moving towards the exit. She tucks her head back around the corner. She wonders how her heart hasn’t crumpled from exhaustion with the erratic way it’s been beating. “It’s okay. It’s okay, Korra. We’ll figure this out.” She creeps down another hallway. The kitchen is connected to an alley. If we can’t reach the others, maybe we can escape there? She hurriedly races towards the cafeteria where she had eaten dinner alone mere hours ago. She feels her arms and back cramping. Keep going.

Korra is clutching at her coat. “Asami. Please stop.” The Avatar’s shivering intensifies, nearly convulsing as weak hands desperately pull at her equalist’s garb.

“We can’t stop, Korra.” Asami says as another shock wave courses through the floor and she stumbles. Asami forges ahead, her only goal is keeping the frightened Avatar safe. What direction did that come from? How do I get there?!

“Asami! Please!” Korra is crying, begging to be put down. Asami is bewildered by Korra’s protests. “We can’t escape. I can’t!” The young woman’s wails are too much for the compassionate engineer. She staggers into a secluded alcove, gently setting her struggling passenger on the floor for a brief moment. “Please don’t make me do this! There’s no escape from him.” The Avatar weeps. “I’m useless! I tried before and he- don’t make me do it again!” Korra’s mumbled sobs become incoherent. Asami looks pitifully at the blubbering girl in front of her. She pulls off her mask as she softly pulls Korra into a comforting embrace, one hand lightly stroking the back of her messy hair. She knows they have no time, but she does her best to quiet the shaking prisoner.

“Calm down. Breathe,” Asami’s soothing voice commands. Korra’s unsteady, rapid breaths continue. “Look at me, Korra.” Through the terror and confusion, moist blue eyes meet sparkling emerald green. Asami knows that she’s finally connecting. “I’m not going to leave you.” The frightened face in front of her gives a nearly imperceptible twitch which Asami takes as an agreement. “You can do this. We’re going to get out of here. Just stay with me.” Korra nods. Asami’s face breaks into a watery smile as her thumb traces over a scrawny cheek. Korra’s breathing begins to level. Asami moves to collect her friend, so caught up in the moment that she almost forgets to replace her equalist mask.

Straightening her back while clutching her precious cargo, Asami once again heads down the passageway as the world continues to churn around them. She maintains the constant stream of reassurances and comforting words. “Be brave,” she whispers. She can feel Korra bobbing her head against her chest in understanding. She places one foot in front of the other, ceaselessly striving forward in the direction of the kitchens.

She hears a group of people thundering down the adjacent hallway. She hastily rushes into an unlocked closet. Peering through the keyhole, she sees a group of twelve clad in the familiar grey uniform of the equalists jaunt past their hiding spot. She waits until their footsteps echo in the distance and takes a deep breath to steady her threadbare nerves. “Here we go,” she murmurs to Korra, and they vault down the hallway in the opposite direction of the small platoon.

Asami takes another turn and nearly collides with a pair of kali sticks strapped to the back of an all too recognizable man. Asami freezes in her tracks, but it is too late to reverse course as three of the other ten enemies see her immediately. Her stomach feels like it has turned to stone. She hears Korra let out a quiet whimper and her grip on the waterbender tightens. What do I do? What should I do?! There’s way too many to fight and Korra is in no condition to help. She elects to remain passive, while looking for any opportunity to escape. The lieutenant moves to face her as he releases one of the sticks from its bindings. A buzz followed by faint crackles sound as electricity flows along the length of the weapon. She sees her fellow chi-blockers tensing, as they prepare for a potential confrontation.

She knows that she needs to speak first if she has any chance of convincing them of her loyalty to their cause. “Finally! I found someone!” She huffs. She tries to make her voice sound relieved despite panting from the stress and the physical exertion of carrying Korra. Continuing in a rush, “I was with a small group escorting the Avatar when we were attacked. I barely managed to escape with her.” Are they buying this?

One of the unnamed equalists behind Amon’s second in command takes a step forward. “Did the Avatar try to escape with them? Why are you carrying her?”

“I-” Asami hesitates only briefly before quickly fabricating additional excuses, “No, she didn’t try to escape. She seems pretty confused and might be hurt. Carrying her was the fastest way to get away from the benders.”

The mustached man in front of her remains silent as he observes the heiress. She can feel the intensity of his stare boring into her masked face. For a half second of madness, she wonders if his gaze can penetrate her disguise, permitting him to see her mixed visage of worry and defiance. Asami hears another distant crash as sirens continue to sound through the complex. The lieutenant shifts his stance to glance at the rumbling walls. His low voice adds to the mixture of sounds in the hallway, “We need to move quickly then. Amon has given the order for a full evacuation of the facility. You,” he points to an equalist, “take over carrying the Avatar.” 

We really are evacuating?! Asami thinks in surprise and shakes her head. “No! No, I’m fine. She’s lighter than she looks,” she says while trying to not sound out of breath. She is once again grateful for the mask hiding her sweaty, strained face as she clutches Korra tightly to her chest. The lieutenant raises an eyebrow. The floor rattles once more. “Come on then, we need to hurry,” she says insistently while taking a few steps towards the group of equalists.

“Hmph. Have it your way. Let’s go!” The lieutenant concedes as he gestures with his kali stick down the hallway. 

Asami is jostled to the center of the group as they travel upwards in the underground base. She taps Korra’s leg with gloved fingers in what she hopes is a reassuring manner, attempting to convey her support through touch alone. As they climb another staircase, Asami realizes they are traveling towards the main garage. Lowering her head a fraction of an inch, Asami whispers as quietly as she can so only Korra can hear, “Everything will be okay. I still have you, just be ready to move at any time.” Korra responds with silence.

Perspiration gathers across the back of Asami’s neck as she continuously searches for any new means of escape. The sounds of fighting move further into the distance as they continue their march along the hallways. Asami desperately holds her trembling friend close as she racks her brain, trying to find a solution to their predicament. Think, Sato! She could kick herself for her stupidity and inattentiveness. She is furious and disappointed with herself for not being faster, better, more careful. Why didn’t I check around that corner first?! Stop it! Focus! Now she is angry with herself for being distracted from her task of saving Korra. Look for your opportunity and run. She keeps her head on a swivel, not letting her focus lapse for a second.

They near the double doors which grant access to the Equalist garage. If there’s somehow a chance to get a Satomobile… The lieutenant moves closer to her as they step forward into the terminal. Asami’s heart plummets as she sees no less than fifty equalists in various stages of evacuation hustling to load vehicles. And, in the center of the chaos, Amon stands poised. His perfect posture is a haughty combination of authority and confidence, despite conducting a retreat. Asami knows that there is no chance for an immediate escape as Amon strides purposefully towards the Avatar and his second in command.

“Amon, we have the Avatar,” the lieutenant greets formally, bending at his waist in a respectful bow. His companions copy the action and, although she hates herself for it, Asami hastily follows suit as best as she can with the Avatar in her arms. Out of the corner of her eye, she sees a straggly Tarrlok stepping into the back of a large Satomobile, flanked on either side by guards.

The equalist leader inclines his head in response as his cool gaze sweeps over the shaking prisoner in Asami’s tired arms. “Load the Avatar into the transport,” Amon’s deep voice commands. “We’re leaving immediately.” Asami feels Korra clutching her jacket tighter, trying to curl into her chest. 

Full of self loathing, Asami forces herself to place one foot in front of the other as she walks toward a large vehicle. She feels a chill run down her spine as she stiffly passes Amon. Internally, she screams at herself, fervently hunting for any way out of the situation. We don’t stand a chance against Amon. Where are the others?! She could try to delay, but they are heavily outnumbered. Korra seems barely capable of standing and Amon alone could flatten Asami in seconds, even without use of his bloodbending. Out of options and without new information, Asami uses one arm to steady herself and the other to hold securely onto Korra, as she clambers into the back of a large truck where several equalists are already waiting. With great difficulty, as she can hardly bear the separation, Asami lightly sets Korra on a bench and sits next to her. To Asami’s dismay, the lieutenant settles on Asami’s left while Amon takes the seat directly opposite to Korra, who sits hunched forward with her shackled hands braced against her navel. Asami protectively shifts closer to her friend, their sides touching as Korra trembles.

Amon sits perfectly upright with his shoulders back and legs spread. His bone white mask smirks evilly as the vehicle lurches forward, out of the garage, and into the night. Swaying slightly, malicious eyes gleam in the darkness, leering at the young waterbender in silent appraisal. Asami’s blood boils at the sight of him. She wants to rip the smug porcelain mask off of his surely arrogant face and smash it to pieces. Her fists clench in an effort to stop herself from acting impulsively. Focus on what to do next. Asami considers making a break for it if the truck stops. No way that would work. It’s a ludicrous plan.

Amon’s wicked voice cuts through her internal dialogue. “I’m relieved that my favorite prisoner is able to join us on the move to our new headquarters.” Asami feels goosebumps spreading along her arms. One of the accompanying equalists gives a nasally chuckle. She briefly wonders if it is Shu, the man had always reminded her of a weasel pig. “Luckily, we prepared for the possibility of an attack at any one of our facilities. We merely had to enact the contingency plan.” Amon leans forward, casually resting a forearm on his thigh as he speaks quietly, his words intended for Korra alone. Although his voice is low, his tone is no less venomous, “Know this, Avatar. The people who attacked us tonight did not come for you. No one cares about a weak Avatar who is incapable of saving anyone. I’ve received letters, begging me to end your life so that a new Avatar may be born. The scum who attacked us tonight only did so in a misguided attempt to stop our righteous movement and protect their own meaningless bending. They will soon be equalized.” Amon pauses, “Unfortunately, your cowardly firebender friend tried to use the chaos of the attack to escape. He was summarily executed.” Is he talking about Mako? He- what?! Asami hears Korra’s breath hitch. She wants to reach over to comfort her. After a moment of her own panic, Asami thinks through things rationally. That doesn’t make sense. She had not heard of the equalists formally executing anyone before, let alone a famous professional bender without a public display. There’s no way that’s true, Korra!

“You said you wouldn’t kill him!” Korra’s weary voice breaks from anger and grief as she raises her head to look at the masked man in front of her. “You said-” Korra’s fury is suddenly cut off as her body tenses, her head tilts downward, and her wrists flex against her abdomen. Asami’s own breath catches. Is he bloodbending? She quickly glances around the truck but the other equalists appear unperturbed. The motions were subtle, Asami might not have noticed if she had not been watching the encounter so carefully.

Amon is leaning so far forward, he is barely touching his seat. “That was before his additional escape attempt,” he responds vindictively. Amon reaches a hand forward and Korra muscles appear to slacken before he harshly grips the back of her head, cruel fingers yanking her hair to force her face upward into the almost routine position. Tears leak out of doleful blue eyes as the once proud Avatar cowers. The sight is harrowing.

“Why haven’t you taken my bending? Why don’t you just kill me already?” Korra asks in a pitiful whisper and Asami’s heart breaks more than she thought possible.

Amon lets out a mirthless chuckle. “All in good time, young Avatar. You’ll be begging for me to end you before our time together ends.” Amon is so close that his mask is touching Korra’s cheek, her skin so pale that it nearly matches his ivory vizard. “Besides, you and I both know that your bending is worthless. Remember, you are nothing.” Amon now whispers directly into Korra’s ear. Despite their proximity, Asami cannot make out his next words. 

She feels Korra squirm beside her. Don’t listen to that bastard! After several long moments, Amon pulls back, gripping Korra’s chin with a strong hand, forcing her to look into his masked face fully, her eyes wide with terror. After another moment, he lets his hand delicately trace across her neck before he withdraws. He resumes his rigid posture across the vehicle and ignores the master of the elements entirely.

Asami is so filled with conflicting emotions that she wants to scream. Blind fury, deep sorrow, crushing fear. Shame, guilt, pity, and an overwhelming urge to seek retribution. Through sheer force of will, she restrains herself from attempting to strangle the equalist leader. Nevertheless, she is unable to stop herself from staring at the miserable, petrified face of her friend. She wants to hold her and console her. I will save her. I will. I promised Korra that I would get her out. She alternates between fixating on her culpability and blaming herself for the failure of being unable to rescue Korra and fantasizing about dismembering the man who dared to hurt her. Stop it! Focus! Asami tries to curb her wayward mind as it hurtles along a dark track like a Satomobile, fishtailing out of control. I need to focus on what I can do now to help Korra. Although still on edge, Asami brainstorms through various scenarios, making plans for when the truck eventually comes to a stop.


They travel for far longer than Asami anticipated. As she is unable to see out of the dark windows in the back of the truck, she has no idea where they are going. When they finally reach their destination, the lieutenant opens the back doors. “Everybody out!” He calls down the two rows of benches. One glance at Korra and Asami knows that the young girl is physically incapable of moving at the moment. As tenderly as she dares, Asami bends to collect her friend and shuffles out of the truck. 

Once on solid ground, Asami takes in her surroundings. They are parked at the top of a grassy precipice overlooking the city. We’re so much farther away than I thought, Asami worries. Next to them sits a long row of Satomobiles, trucks, and, closer to a very large building, mecha tanks. The structure appears to be a combination of a factory and warehouse.

“Let’s go!” The lieutenant’s voice rings out again. “Bring the Avatar inside.”

Full of dread, Asami turns to face the facility. Instinctively holding Korra closer as she passes Amon, Asami trudges towards the plainly constructed building. Entering a capacious garage, Asami sees more vehicles, including several biplanes. Amazed that she can still be surprised by the extent of her father’s corruption, Asami stares in wonder at the machines. Dad, you gave them our planes too? Asami is so emotionally overwhelmed that she barely feels the additional pang of sadness as she pictures the late nights spent poring over the biplanes’ designs with her father, now knowing that their beloved project will be used to terrorize the rest of the world. One more memory tarnished by his immorality. One more thing for our enemies to use against us.

Escorted by the lieutenant and five additional equalists, Asami is led out of the hangar and into the adjacent building. Her body protests after carrying the Avatar for most of the evening, but she does not complain, and after a short journey, she reaches a metal door. Inside is a small room, more spacious than Korra’s last cell, with metal walls and a roughly hewn floor made of timber. Outside of a thick metal loop set into the floor’s center, there are no other furnishings or decorations. All that effort, just to bring Korra to a new prison. The lieutenant ushers Asami into the room impatiently. Asami can barely step forward due to trepidation as she contemplates delivering Korra to her latest horror. The others linger by the door as Asami moves to the far end of the room. “I’m sorry, Korra. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry,” she murmurs in a barely audible whisper. Her young passenger does not respond. She hopes Korra can hear her. “This isn’t over. We will get out of here together. Don’t give up.” She can’t bring herself to let go after she sets down the troubled waterbender. Korra avoids all eye contact, resolutely looking away from her at the ground.

“Get a move on!” The lieutenant calls from the doorway.

Asami does not want to look away from her friend. “Shouldn’t we take off her restraints since she’s here now?” Asami calls back in answer.

“You know the rules, her cuffs don’t come off unless Amon gives the order.” He turns to leave.

Asami knows that she is being too obvious but she cannot force herself to care. “I’m so sorry,” she whispers. “You’ll get through this.” She gently releases Korra’s shoulders. 

This isn’t over. I’ll find a way to get her out of here. She stands to leave.

How long before I’m caught too?

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Poor Korra. I would guess that this is not how most of you envisioned the resistance's attack going or Korra's response to it. Her recovery will not be linear, and how can it be when each time she shows some resilience, she is beaten down further? Nevertheless, there's always hope. Why else would her story be titled "Unbroken?"

        








15. Endgame


    
    Wooden splinters prick her back as the metallic taste of blood fills her mouth. Her head lies heavy on the rough floor. Her messy, matted hair frames her defeated face. To her displeasure, she had been graced several times over the last few days with visits from Amon. Fortunately, he had always been accompanied by at least two other equalists. While her treatment during such interactions remained brutal, the presence of the indifferent chaperones ensured that the encounters did not turn sexual. Amon himself had shown no indication that he desired the young prisoner and Korra surmised that he wanted to maintain his false composure in front of his subordinates. His attention had been solely focused on preparing the Avatar for his “Grand Demonstration to the World.”

Under the harsh direction of her captors, Korra had been painstakingly memorizing a speech for the event, no doubt written by the equalist leader himself. When she refused to speak or stumbled through her lines, she would subsequently be beaten. And honestly, Korra did not really mind the pain. She knew that she deserved it for being the most ineffective Avatar in history. Mako had died because of her. While she no longer romanticized their relationship, or rather she thought that she was incapable of even being loved, she mourned for her former friend. It was not the same as the devastating grief of a lost love, rather it was the sadness of losing a close friend compounded by the overwhelming guilt at being the cause. Mako’s life had been too steep of a price for her continued miserable existence. Then again, maybe he was the lucky one for being granted a quick end. Such a thought magnified her self-condemnation. She just hoped that Asami was not being too hard on herself. Korra had not seen her would-be rescuer since the evening that she had been delivered to her new prison. She prayed to the spirits that her confidant was staying hidden and safe. She had never been close to escaping. The prospect of freedom had always been merely an illusion. She had known throughout the chaos of the attack on the equalist facility that it was impossible to break free.

While the speech was simple enough, Korra’s battered brain, emotional turmoil, and generalized fatigue made it difficult to recite by heart. Nevertheless, by the conclusion of their last session, Amon had deemed Korra’s performance acceptable.

Alone once more, Korra lays miserably in the dark. Out of habit, she tugs at the chains which bind her to the floor. Although she now has it memorized, she wonders if she will be able to bring herself to repeat the speech to anyone of consequence. She may be useless, but she is still the Avatar. Her dignity is lost forever, but how can she admit that to the world? How can she declare Amon’s cause righteous while defaming the existence of bending? If I do that, I really will show the world that I’m the worst Avatar in history. 

Why does it matter what the world thinks of me anyway? No, even if I am scum, I can’t do that to all the other Avatars before me. He’ll kill me though. 

But, that would be a relief. 

What if he doesn’t kill me? 

What more can Amon really do? Does it even matter? She had already experienced the worst of everything. But, emotions are not rational and her fear continues to spiral.

He could hurt Asami. Or Tenzin, or the kids, or Bolin. My parents… 

And Mako- Mako’s already gone. Anger fills her then, as her thoughts turn towards a desire for revenge. The feeling is fleeting, however, and is quickly replaced by despair. 

What’s one more life, or ten, or twenty against the world? 

It’s not like I can save anyone or anything anyway. 

Korra knows that she is irrelevant. There are no good answers. Brilliance does not strike her. She sits alone in the dark and broods.


Tenzin paces anxiously back and forth in the storeroom that had been converted to his office and headquarters for the bending resistance. While typically calm, almost to the point of stoicism, the airbending master is unable to control his agitation. They have two days. Two days until Amon’s demonstration, where Korra will be brought before the public and at best have her bending removed. Two days remain to plan her rescue. Word of the gathering had been brought to them by an unexpected pair, a young woman and a gangly looking adolescent male who claimed to be renegade equalists. Tenzin had wondered at the time how the nervous teenager had gotten involved with such a dangerous organization. Although the ever wary Lin had been concerned regarding the authenticity of the information and the possibility of a trap, it took only one look into his earnest hazel eyes and Tenzin believed the boy’s warning to be genuine.

Even with the advanced knowledge of the assembly, they had very little time to plan. At the insistence of Lin and knowing the the United Forces were still barricaded from the city, Tenzin had begged the Fire Nation for aid. While they had agreed to send assistance without hesitation, Tenzin worries that they will not reach Republic City in time. Kya, his sister, had already begun traveling from the South prior to the warning. She had left her tribe soon after Tonraq, who assured them that she would be there in time for the rally.

What worries the airbender even more than the timing of the event, was the other message carried by the lady who had accompanied the lanky teen. The woman named Mira claimed to be sent by Asami, from whom they had not heard in over a month. The truly frightening information she delivered revealed that Amon is actually a powerful bloodbender. After that realization, everything clicked into place. Amon is the son of Yakone, an old enemy of his father, who despised the Avatar and everything for which it stood. It also made sense that Amon was able to control Korra and prevent her escape.

Tenzin feels like a knife is boring into his heart every time he thinks of his student from the South Pole. He had been with Tonraq and Lin when they discovered the four unconscious equalists lying outside what had surely been Korra’s cell. Taking in her sorry excuse for living quarters had caused Lin to break a large hole in the wall as Tonraq screamed his fury. Tenzin is unable to remember the stench of the place, the blood on the floor, and the singed bed frame without feeling nausea overwhelm him.

Nevertheless, they had been fortunate enough to discover and rescue Mako during their siege on the equalist base. The golden eyed firebender had been beside himself with concern for his former teammate. Thankfully, his injuries were largely superficial outside of a broken wrist. Mako had reported seeing Korra a mere hour prior to his liberation. His description of Tenzin’s prized pupil, however, sent chills up the airbender’s spine. Tenzin’s every waking thought is consumed with worry. He can only imagine what Tonraq must be experiencing.


Korra’s back, wrists, and joints ache. Due to her restraints, she has not had full use of her extremities since arriving to her new prison. She feels battered and bruised from her prior rehearsals with the equalist leader and his cronies. She hardly moves outside of performing basic human functions and consuming meals of broth twice a day. While she longs to stretch her limbs, she feels apathetic enough to not even try repositioning herself. A key turns in the lock to her cell and she turns her head towards the sound. Her heartbeat quickens and dread fills her stomach as she watches the door swing open. Her feelings of anxiety lessen slightly as she does not see the monster of her nightmares standing in the entryway, but rather a slight, feminine figure accompanied by two other unknown equalist men. Is that Asami? She squints her eyes against the light that invades her small room, it’s too bright. No, she’s not tall enough. Maybe it’s Mira. She decides to remain silent as they approach her.

The female crouches down in front of her with keys to the detested shackles in hand. “You need to come with us.” Definitely Mira’s voice. The cuffs fall away from her wrists as a gentle hand reaches under her arm. Korra’s heartbeat picks up in tempo. Is it time?! Is this the end?

Korra hesitates to speak, but not knowing if she is being brought to the rally or to some fresh, sick game of Amon’s drastically exacerbates her nerves. She whispers, “Where are we going?”

“Amon said that we need to get you ready for your speech,” a male’s voice answers not unkindly. Korra looks at the tall equalist who spoke from the doorway.

“Oh,” is all she can think to say. Not knowing if today will be the end of her suffering or just the starting point for new agony, she slowly climbs to her feet with the assistance of Mira. Her joints scream in protest as she moves gingerly, stiff from the days of abuse and restricted movement.

Aside from her overall physical dismobility, as Korra stands, she knows that something is deeply wrong with her hip. When she tries to put weight on her right foot, she nearly falls back to the ground. She is only able to stand with the assistance of Mira. Walking hurts even more, but Korra forces herself to limp forward, knowing that she may soon be going to her doom. Today’s the day. He’s going to take my bending. Does it really matter? My bending was useless anyway. Still, the thought of the permanent severance of her connection to the elements fills Korra with a deep sense of sorrow and shame. Her one, tiny sliver of hope is that he might kill her too.

She knows that there is no going back. Misery lays behind her, uncharted anguish in front. She hobbles out of the room. Mira stays by her side, supporting the majority of her weight as they move through a hallway and into a small bathroom with a chair on one side and a shower on the opposite wall. She notices a pile of clothes and a thin towel folded on top of the solitary piece of furniture. To Korra’s surprise, the male equalists do not escort them past the entrance to the room. 

Mira pauses briefly, turning to close the door while saying to the others, “We’ll come out when we’re done. Wait here.” Mira moves Korra towards the shower. “Amon said that he wanted you to be cleaned up for today.” Korra cannot bring herself to respond.

Mira stays by her side, an unspoken offer of help as she waits for Korra to start disrobing. A spark of discomfort flutters in her stomach as Korra considers the humiliation of once again having to wash in front of another person. Korra quickly puts an end to the thought. This isn’t nearly the worst thing that I’ve ever done or will do today. And, it’s only Mira. Stop being a crybaby and get it over with. Besides, a shower might be kind of nice.

Trying to balance on one leg, while largely being held up by Mira, Korra removes her shirt. Goosebumps involuntarily run across her skin as her chest makes contact with the cool open air. Struggling briefly with her pants, the loose trousers fall to the floor as well. She is momentarily disgusted by herself when she sees the smear of old blood between her legs as she removes the last of her undergarments. Her menstrual cycle had barely lasted two days, likely from the stress of her situation and inadequate nutrition, and it was thankfully light compared to usual. Nevertheless, she had to deal with yet another added discomfort when she was not given new rags upon her arrival to the current facility.

Again with Mira’s support, Korra positions herself below the showerhead and turns it on. She cannot help her initial shiver as the water sloshes over her, turning a dark, rust color as it swirls around the drain, dirtied by the layers of grime and blood on her skin. The water is tepid, but Korra embraces every moment with the inoffensive liquid. Although she has been unable to will herself to bend since her disastrous escape attempt, she knows that she will miss the connection to her native element most of all. She can feel her eyes watering as she numbly contemplates the future before her. Arms shaking, she grabs the soap. She lathers it across her skin, trying to wash everything away and knowing that she cannot. The soap stings as it brushes across her litany of cuts and injuries, but the discomfort barely breaks through her reverie. Only when the soap runs down to her blistered right calf, does she let out a small gasp. Still, the pain pales in comparison when contrasted against everything else she has experienced over the last several weeks. Nonetheless, her teeth chatter from the cool burning sensation. She continues to lean against Mira who turns off the water. Knowing that she will never fully be clean again, yet feeling marginally better to be rid of some of the filth that had accumulated during her time spent in captivity, Korra gratefully takes the towel offered by Mira.

As she dries herself, she notices that the time spent in darkness has not been kind to her once caramel skin. She can tell that her limbs are thinner, her skin dry and pale where it is not bruised. Mira assists the significantly cleaner Avatar to the chair and places the stack of clothes on the floor, allowing the frail woman a chance to rest. Korra is relieved to see fresh undergarments on top of the pile, including both underwear and chest bindings. With her now limited mobility, Korra once again requires the aid of Mira to don the drab, grey equalist clothing. She flinches reflexively as Mira’s hands travel across her healing back, wrapping her torso in the loose fabric, before passing a stiff tunic over her head. Mira takes the time to gently cover Korra’s angry right calf with a clean bandage before completing the outfit with the usual trousers and a pair of shiny, leather boots. Although wearing actually laundered clothing is foreign to her, Korra does feel more comfortable after such a prolonged period of neglect.

Curiously, Mira bends toward Korra, places a gentle hand on her shoulder, and quietly whispers, “I can’t say that everything is going to be okay. But after today, at least it’ll be over. Just keep moving forward, okay? A mutual friend asked me to remind you to be brave. She said to tell you that you are not alone.” Korra's heart skips a beat as she looks into the masked face of the female equalist. What is she talking about? Does she mean Asami? Please don’t tell me she’s getting even more mixed up in this. Why would Mira be giving me a message from Asami anyway? Does that mean they found out who she is?!

Korra does not want to speak and risk exposing her brilliant friend, but with new fear for Asami’s safety she is unable to stop herself from asking, “I- she- that friend is okay though right?” Although she cannot keep the panic from her voice, she whispers her question to match Mira’s volume.

“She’s fine,” Mira says soothingly, “Don’t worry about her right now. Just remember what she said, okay?” After a soft squeeze to her shoulder, Mira straightens and moves to the door. Korra’s head is spinning. Asami what are you doing? And what do you even mean?! Does that mean she doesn’t want me to say the speech?! Or does she just want me to go through with it? I am alone though. Please spirits, let me just be alone and let this be over. Please don’t do anything reckless, Asami! 

She has no time to clarify anything else because when Mira returns, she is accompanied by the two other equalist guards. Looking down, Korra sees familiar shackles clutched in the hands of the shorter equalist. Dread returns to Korra’s stomach as she feels the heavy metal objects clamp around her raw wrists.

“It’s time to go,” the shorter equalist sneers. Korra’s eyebrows knit together as she recognizes the high-pitched voice of one of the Pig-rats. She wonders if he’s the one that she bit or the one that she blasted with a fireball. She does not have long to ponder before the man harshly pulls her out of the chair by the wrists and she collapses to the floor.

“Zhu, knock it off,” the other male guard rebukes. “Amon wanted us to make her presentable. I don’t want to report you.” Korra feels herself being pulled to her feet, the tall man is not overly forceful.

She hears the Pig-rat scoff. “That cunt bit me,” he says contemptuously. Oh, Pig-rat One it is. “She deserves everything she got and everything that’s coming to her.” Korra wishes she could bite him again. He takes a step closer to her, “Maybe Amon will let us play with what’s left of you after.” Korra feels heat color her face and she looks down at the floor. He chuckles in his nasally voice, it sounds like he is snorting, before walking away to lead them from the room.

Korra hears the gangly man tell her in a soft voice that she can lean on him. He half carries her as he leads her out of the room and through the headquarters. This facility is not nearly as grand or maze-like compared to the previous underground labyrinth of tunnels. Despite her slow speed, she soon finds herself in the large hangar filled with several flying machines and mecha tanks. Korra’s breathing halts and she can taste bile when she notices Amon settling into the back of a Satomobile. After a light tug on her arm, she is instead led to the back of a broad truck which she notices is filled by no less than a dozen soldiers.

Although assisted by the tall equalist and Mira, Korra groans loudly as her hip is forced to flex in order to clamber into the back of the vehicle. Panting slightly, she settles onto the long bench that runs along the length of the vehicle. She is flanked on either side by her escorts.

The drive into the city is longer than Korra expected. There are no windows in the back of the transport. There is only a canvas tarp that covers the opening of the truck bed, so she is unable to gauge how far they are traveling. It does give her a few moments to dwell on her immediate future. Korra is unable to stop herself from quivering, knowing only part of what awaits her. The fear of the unknown is more horrifying than the thought of Amon taking her pitiful excuse for bending. What should I do? She spends the trip mulling over Asami’s words. Be brave, she tells herself, as if. She had already proved herself to be a coward during the resistance’s attack on the equalist base.

They travel for quite awhile before finally coming to a stop. She is no closer to comprehending the meaning of Asami’s words than when they left. She is out of time and out of answers. The back of the vehicle opens and Korra is greeted by the sparkling blue water of Yue Bay.

Of course this is where he picked. Korra can picture Amon smirking behind his mask when he decided to perform her ultimate disgrace at the Pro-bending Arena. 

They bring Korra to the stadium’s back entrance. Dismally, Korra notices poster after poster of equalist propaganda decorating her former stomping grounds as they lead her through a series of hallways to the back of a platform. The addition must be new. Korra knows the building well and does not remember a ground level stage. Then again, the last time she was here the equalists had blown up the main arena. Such musings could barely distract Korra for more than a few seconds.

She is closely guarded by no less than two dozen masked equalists, all equipped with electricity conducting gloves and the standard monotonous uniform. Korra can see the lieutenant issuing commands to another group of chi-blockers who stand at the far end of a huge curtain that must lead to the grand stage. On the other side of the hanging, Korra can hear a loud thrum. It sounds like thousands of voices blurring together into an excited jumble. 

Korra is shaking almost violently as she works to control her breathing. It’s almost time. Trying not to hyperventilate, she is grateful that she is still being held up between Mira and the tall equalist. Be brave… right. Her doubtful thoughts return to her beautiful friend. What is she thinking? 

“You’re not alone.” Korra closes her eyes, inhaling deeply. Please be safe. A starkly white mask interrupts her trance. She lets out her breath in a quick huff, opening her eyes just a crack to dispel the image as she stares at the floor. She mentally reflects on the equalist leader’s zealous declaration that she may soon recite. “The impurity that is bending must be cleansed from the world.” Her eyes water but she is afraid to close them when the haunting vizard lurks in the darkness. “Be brave.” I can’t do it. I can’t say those things- but what will happen to everyone? Her thoughts return to her friends, her family. A singular tear runs down her cheek.

The crowd on the other side of the tapestry quietens. “Thank you all for joining me on this historic occasion.” The low, rough voice that reverberates in the stadium sends icy chills down Korra’s spine. Tumultuous applause rings throughout the arena. The thick fabric curtain begins to slowly rise off the wooden stage towards the rafters. Be brave. “Today you will all witness the eradication of an abomination, the erasure of what should have never existed. For those few of you who still harbor the misconception that the Avatar is a being of quintessential power, I will show you the error of those notions.” Amon pauses for dramatic effect. “Behold, the infamous Avatar,” Amon ends his sentence mockingly as the drapery is raised above Korra’s head. Korra does not register the collective sharp gasp followed by shocked silence from the audience. She is too busy fighting a wave of nausea as she locks her eyes on a bone white mask in the center of the stage. Amon turns theatrically with his arm outstretched, palm up, in a grand gesture. He acts like he is showing off an exotic creature.

With a small prod in the back by an unknown figure, Korra is prompted to move. She feels the hands of Mira and the other guard release her. Be brave. Korra takes a deep breath and then painstakingly hobbles forward. Her hip screams in protest, but she grits her teeth and continues to advance. She may be heading to her doom, but she forces herself to move forward of her own volition. She can hardly hear the crowd muttering through a high-pitched buzzing sound that fills her ears. Slightly winded, she stops when she reaches the middle of the stage next to Amon who stands behind a tall microphone. 

“When the young Avatar first arrived, she was nothing more than a feral animal. It took some training to break her in, but we finally tamed her.” Amon sets his hand heavily on her shoulder. Korra shudders, looking only at the ground. “As you can see, this supposedly ‘all powerful being’ is merely a broken girl who will tell you herself that our cause is righteous. The very spirits themselves have forsaken her. Not only did they deliver the Avatar to us, they also gave us the means for her destruction.” 

The weight of his hand is a threatening reminder. Be brave. Korra chances a glance at the crowd. The entire arena is packed with people, but the angry mob that she was expecting do not look as frenzied as she envisioned. Many do look eager for her demise, but she also spots several faces that have a look of revulsion. Of course, they’re disgusted by me. 

Are they really though? Looking closer, Korra sees a few faces that appear… sympathetic? That can’t be right. Amon continues blithely, “When I was a boy, a firebender struck down my entire family and left me scarred. That tragic event began my quest to equalize the world.”

Now’s the time. Be brave. “That’s a lie!” Korra’s voice cracks but she puts as much emphasis into her words as she can muster. The crowd begins to murmur almost instantly in response. Ugh! What am I doing? Spirits, let them believe me.

Amon’s fingers dig into her shoulder. Korra winces. The added pressure puts her off balance, her hip begrudges the additional strain and she wobbles. “Everyone calm down,” Amon says quietly. “We have nothing to fear from the Avatar. Let’s hear what she has to say.” 

Amon lets go of her shoulder and takes a step away from her, gesturing to the microphone. His posture is relaxed, but Korra knows that this is calculated. In her mind's eye, she pictures him looming over her menacingly. “I will destroy you.” Korra’s heart thunders in her chest. She knows that progressing down this course will lead her to unfathomable pain. Yet in her soul, she also knows that she must continue. Be brave.

She takes one more steading breath as she looks into the crowd, “Amon has been lying to you. The spirits didn’t give him the power to take people’s bending away.” She can sense Amon tensing next to her. Babbling quickly, “He uses bloodbending to do it. Amon is a waterbender-” Her voice cuts off suddenly as she feels his now easily recognizable, heinous influence rapidly coursing along her veins. Her muscles lock in place as it swiftly travels to her throat, wrapping around her airway and squeezing harshly before withdrawing. Korra lets out a splutter as his grip leaves her, the sensation of choking causing her to cough.

Amon chuckles ominously, “You’re desperate, Avatar. Making up stories about me is a pathetic last resort.” Korra is trembling vigorously, at war with herself in her own head. The abhorrent shackles around her wrists rattle as she shakes. I can’t do this! You’re the Avatar! No, I’m not! You have to warn them! He’ll-

He killed Mako! Red hot rage momentarily fills Korra as her thoughts flicker to revenge. I’ll take him down with me!

Be brave!

She knows she does not have long if Amon decides to crush her completely. She turns to face the imposing equalist leader. Ignoring the burning in her throat from his last invasion, she continues in a rush, “Your family wasn’t killed by a firebender! His father was Yakone, and his brother is councilman Tarrlok!” Her muscles subtly lock in place once more, the pressure building in her veins. She knows pain is coming. Terror fills her but she is also teeming with resolve. The crowd is getting louder.

The lieutenant quickly approaches the equalist leader. Confusion in his voice, he asks, “Amon, what is this? What is she talking about?” 

After another rough chuckle from Amon, he turns to face the stadium, “Hmph, an amusing tale. But I will show you the truth.” Moving surely, Amon lowers the hood of his tunic and unties the strings holding his mask in place. “This is what a firebender did to me.” The crowd lets out another gasp as they take in a scarred, mangled face.

“The Avatar is lying!” Someone shouts. They don’t believe me. It didn’t work! The crowd erupts all at once. Korra cannot make out anything past the pounding of her heart in her ears. Amon replaces the ivory mask.

Korra can feel the crushing, warning pressure tightening around her lungs. “I’m telling you, he’s a waterbender,” Korra wheezes out, begging the audience to see the truth. A sharp burst of pain stabs through her chest. Korra falls to her knees struggling to breathe.

“Enough of this,” Amon commands.

“What’s happening to her?” Someone from the audience shouts through the chaos.

“The Avatar is overly excited. She is trying anything she can think of to save her own neck,” Amon lies coolly. He turns to face Korra. “Because she knows that today, I will rid the world of the Avatar. Forever!” Korra can feel herself suffocating. Little black specks dart across her eyes. 

“Let her go!” A flash of lightning flies across the stadium. It is followed by an ear splitting boom as it lands in the space between herself and Amon. The equalist leader jumps back and the hold on the young waterbender is broken. Korra gulps in air greedily as the lieutenant rolls to the side. Benders are flooding the stage. She sees volley after volley of fireballs raining down around her. Amon is able to evade the deluge of flames easily, some of his supporters are not so lucky.

Explosions seem to be going off everywhere at once. In her confusion, Korra is struggling to stand. Two pairs of hands hurriedly pull her to her feet. Korra fights against their grip but is too weak to throw them off, especially with her hands still bound. “Calm down! We’re trying to help you!” 

“Mira?!” Korra asks in panic, recognizing the voice.

The woman nods quickly, “Yes, come on! We need to hurry!” Korra feels dizzy. Mira and the unknown equalist start to pull her to the far side of the stage.

A thick cloud of dust swirls around the stadium. A cacophony of bangs and flashes of light surround her. She sees Amon get blasted off of the stage by a tornado of air. He is quickly pursued by a tall, bald man in scarlet and yellow robes. Tenzin?! Spectators are fleeing in every direction. It’s pandemonium.

From the bottom of the stage, a boulder is launched past her head and crashes into a stocky equalist that was reaching for her. Through the haze, Korra sees a patch of short grey hair and the glint of a metalbender’s armor. “Beifong?” What is happening?! Spears of ice quickly follow the boulder and lodge themselves deep within the chests of two more would-be captors. Korra thinks she is hallucinating. It does not make any sense for her to see that man here.

“Is this real?” Korra mumbles in shock as she is dragged through the debris that litters the platform.

Another loud crash followed by a scream sounds behind her. Through the strangled yells and chaos, a piercing howl rings in the distance. She is being lowered off the stage into the waiting arms of a strong, young man. 

“Korra!” Bolin exclaims. Although he looks serious, his excitable face breaks into a relieved smile as he gives Korra a bone-crushing hug. It does not help her breathing, but the greeting is very brief. “I got you! Let’s get out of here!”

“I- Bolin?!” Disbelief continues to roll through Korra. Tears flood her eyes at the sight of her friend. Her chained hands gently touch his face. “What are you doing here?!”

Bolin looks at her quizzically. “We’re here to rescue you, of course! Everything is going to be okay!” He spins with her in his arms, taking off at a sprint. Korra is not sure if that is true, but she desperately wants to believe him. She lets her head fall against his broad chest. They’re really here. They really came for me!? The realization is surreal. She ignores the ghost of electricity fluttering across her skin.

“You’re not alone.” Korra had never really believed those words. How could she, after everything that she had experienced? But, her friends are here. They are fighting to save her! 

“Bolin! Put me down, I want to help!” Korra tries to shout over the noise but it is challenging to take a full breath. She coughs, her chest burns.

“Uh, Korra- No offense, but it doesn’t look like you can walk very well and there are lots of people trying to kill us at the moment,” Bolin puffs out as he runs. “Man, you’re light and all but I have really got to start going on jogs.” He wheezes slightly, “I mean.” Huff. “This is seriously not easy.” Korra would have rolled her eyes if it was not for the extreme mortal peril that they were both in. Yeah, that’s really Bolin! She can feel the corners of her mouth twitch upwards. Her mouth has not moved in that direction in far too long. 

The former police chief, Lin Beifong, and three members of the white lotus join them on the run through a short corridor which leads to the main entryway of the arena. More tears sparkle in Korra’s eyes as she fully takes in the older woman. Although their relationship had started with conflict, Korra feels nothing but relief to have the composed metalbender at her side.

“Hang in there, Kid,” Beifong reassures in her low, confident voice. Not missing a step, the former police chief smoothly twists her hand into a fist. Snap! The loathsome, ever present metal cuffs break cleanly in half. In the same fluid motion, Lin flings them away from the young Avatar. Korra hears a thud as the ruined metal smacks against the wall. Gratitude floods through Korra as they leave the detested restraints in the dust.

“We’re nearly out,” Lin continues. Korra is overflowing with a mixture of trepidation and agitation. Her mind is a battlefield between fear and faith. Her extreme conditioning makes it difficult to hope, but logically she can see that they are physically moving away from the fighting. Her former allies are here fighting against her jailers. Yet, she is unable to feel elation when she is racked with new worry for her saviors. She knows the suffering that awaits them if they fail. She tries to quiet her emotions, focusing on moving air through her aching lungs. This is actually happening, she tells herself. We’re getting out of here! Korra can make out the cavernous atrium up ahead through a screen of smoke. She knows that beyond that lies the exit.

Suddenly, Bolin tenses and stops moving. Korra flies out of his arms and lands with a jolt on the floor. Dazed, she picks her head up to see the others have stopped moving as well. Her stomach drops as she sees their limbs contorting, fighting the grip that must surely be taking over their bodies.

“I wouldn’t leave yet, Avatar.” A voice hisses vehemently from the shadows in front of them. You’ll miss the main event.”


Asami’s pulse races as she seeks refuge behind a thick granite column. She has just finished neatly wiring a long row of mecha tanks with explosives. She can hear the equalists on the other side scrambling. They call out orders to get the machines up and running. Although desperate to know how things are progressing inside the main arena itself, she knows that her role is vital to the success of the mission, if any of them actually have a chance of escaping. Asami refocuses herself. She needs to do her job well, so that Korra will be able to escape. 

Asami had been truly instrumental to the insurrection that was currently being implemented. Although she had not been sure at the time that she could fully trust the woman, she had asked Mira to help her. Asami had unfortunately learned that acting alone yielded very poor results. Worst of all, the price of gaining such knowledge had been ultimately paid by Korra herself. Asami cringes each time she reflects on her prior failed rescue attempt. She had thus worked diligently, passing as much information as she could to the resistance while organizing the small group of disillusioned equalists. She had even ensured that Tenzin was aware of the existence of the biplanes. She prays to the spirits that between the Fire Nation Navy and the United Forces, the airfield is able to be destroyed and Yue Bay blockaded. 

Asami knows the part that she has to play. She had personally created it during one of her many flashes of brilliance, when responsibility had irritatingly combined with her pragmatism and selflessness. In this moment, Asami regrets her decision to assign herself the position. It had made sense at the time, and on a deeper level, Asami knows it is still the right call. Of the resistance, she is the most well-suited member given both her background in engineering and skills with espionage. Nevertheless, she is frantic to finish her portion of the plan quickly so she can go support the others and find Korra. Not knowing where things stand is nearly unbearable, but she will take on any discomfort if it means helping her friend. I owe Korra that much.

After pressing down swiftly on the lever attached to the chain of explosives by a long cable, Asami covers her ears. Bang! Bang! Bang! The sequence of detonations sends shock waves through the earth. Rubble and shrapnel blast across the room, followed by the screams of those who were standing too close to the blasts. Asami can feel the impacts from stone and metal striking against the pillar that provides her cover. The screaming intensifies. She can smell the caustic scent of scorched flesh. Asami feels no remorse for the unconscionable equalists. They deserve every bit of the agony that they are experiencing. She peeks out from behind the column, surveying the damage. Not one of the mecha tanks remains functional. “Whew,” Asami lets out a long breath. That actually worked surprisingly well.

Knowing that any remaining, uninjured soldiers are now more than distracted, Asami sprints across the room to the adjoining hallway. She hurtles around the corner and nearly collides with none other than Hiroshi Sato, as he is escorted by two other equalists to the source of the latest commotion. Her typically well-oiled, ingenious mind grinds to a screeching halt. She had not expected to see him today, or ever again for that matter. She forgets that she is wearing the mask of an equalist. She does not compute that he is unable to see her surprised face. “Dad?” Asami asks incredulously.

Hiroshi does a double take as the other equalists continue forward without them, towards the chaotic sounds of pain in the room behind her. He squints, recognizing the voice of his wayward daughter. “Asami? Is that you?”

Oh. Oh no, what have I done? Sato, you are such an idiot! Hesitantly, Asami reaches up and pulls off the layer of fabric disguising her exquisite face. Her previous surprise is wearing off. She stares at him, trying to keep her emotions in check. 

“Asami, what are you doing here?” Hiroshi asks, bewilderment evident in his voice.

Asami responds callously, “I came to help end this madness that you started!”

Hiroshi blinks, taking a step forward. “Asami, I know I have hurt you and I am sorry. But, I believe that one day you will come to your senses, and we can be a family again.”

Come to my senses?! Asami’s blood begins to boil in outrage. “Are you insane?” She raises her voice indignantly, “How can we be a family after everything you’ve done?!” Asami is seeing red, shouting, “Mom would hate you for what you’ve become!”

Hiroshi’s face turns an angry, burgundy color. “How dare you!” He splutters, “I am avenging her death!” He takes another step.

Asami’s emerald green eyes sparkle with rage and incomprehension as they meet her father’s muddy brown irises. Icily she replies, “No you’re not. You’re just terrorizing innocent people. I won’t let you do it anymore.”

Bitterness and resentment contort Hiroshi’s features. ”Asami! Do you even know what you’re doing?! You are aiding the very people who took your mother away!”

“You’re worse than the triad that killed her.” Asami also takes a small step towards her father, raising a finger to point at him in admonishment. “You don’t even feel love for Mom anymore. You’re too full of hatred.” 

Spittle flies from Hiroshi’s mouth as he berates her, “You ungrateful, insolent child!” He leans toward Asami, shaking his head maniacally. “I now see there is no chance to save you!” Hiroshi lunges for her neck.

Asami’s body moves instinctively. Using her years of training, Asami smoothly redirects his outstretched arm. She gracefully uses his own momentum to swing him to the side. He crashes face first into the wall with a solid thump. Asami does not stop her movement as she places her electrified glove against his back. A blue current passes into him. His body jerks and crumples to the floor.

“You really are a horrible father,” Asami whispers. She turns and runs away from him, looking for her new family whom he had wanted to destroy.


“Amon,” Korra rasps, her voice cracking. Her eyes water with the knowledge that she was right. There’s no escaping him. She is struggling to stand. She pushes up with her hands, her right knee on the ground. Her hip throbs. The others are scattered around her, wrestling against their invisible bonds. 

“You seem to require constant reminders that you are powerless against me, young Avatar,” Amon says vindictively. His snow white mask gleams in the dim hallway as he stalks toward her. Korra can tell from his posture that he is brimming with fury. “Should we show your old friends how pathetic you are?” I am pathetic. “Or should I just execute them now?”

“Please,” Korra begs, “don’t hurt them.” Her chest aches. They would be better off dead than stuck with him. Amon lets out a wicked laugh. I’d be better off too.

“Leave her alone, you sick bastard!” Lin Beifong says in a snarl. She is tougher than nails, stronger than the metal that she has the ability to manipulate. Although her limbs contort unnaturally, she has nothing but murder in her eyes for the equalist leader.

“Ah, former police chief Lin Beifong, daughter of the legendary inventor of metalbending. I have been looking forward to officially meeting you.” Amon replies, his voice low and menacing.This can’t be happening. He advances towards the older woman, stepping around two of the white lotus members who lay between them. Don’t let this happen! Fight!

But I’m weak. Amon was right.

“Drop dead, you monster,” Beifong hisses contemptuously. Her body is being forced into a kneeling position. Her arms twist out to the sides, behind her back. You have to stop him!

“Very well,” Amon replies coldly. “I’ll start with you.” What can I do? The equalist leader moves to stand behind the grey haired metalbender. Her scarred face reflects nothing but outrage and determination. I’m powerless. “Though, it’s almost a shame to take the bending of one who’s so talented.” He chuckles again. “Almost.” You are the Avatar! A voice screams in her head. Show him!

He stretches out a hand towards Lin’s forehead.

“NO!” Korra screams as she reaches out to the woman who had defended her. In this moment, Korra is no longer afraid. Amon is the embodiment of all of her worst nightmares, but it does not matter. The pain and terror that she had experienced, her injured right hip protesting against her movements, her impending death… none of it matters. Because larger than her fear, is her sheer determination to protect her friends. Accepting whatever fate has in store for her, she reaches out. In this moment, she is one with the world, one with the spirits, one with the very air itself that surrounds her. A tumultuous torrent of air blasts from Korra’s palm and billows through the corridor. The cascade crashes into the masked man who haunted her existence and blasts him down the hallway away from his intended victim. 

Shock at what she has done fills the narrow space. Korra stares blankly down at her open palm. I… can airbend? “I can airbend!” Reinvigorated, Korra surges to stand, ignoring the pain ravaging her body. She launches another two powerful streams of air at the equalist leader who is knocked backward off of his feet. Her companions’ bodies relax, freed from his bloodbending grip.

Amon reaches a clawed hand towards Korra. The spiritual peace and acceptance of her newfound epiphany comes crashing down around her. She can feel his vile influence bearing down on her as he regains his feet. He takes a step toward her. His essence is invading her, spreading tongues of fire along her body. 

No! She will never again let another piece of him enter her. In her final act of defiance, she channels all of her focus and repressed emotions into forcing him out. His will grapples with her own, but she perseveres. She shoves his essence away from her. 

“No. You. Don’t!” Korra grunts. She kicks her right leg forward, reaching for the freedom that she thought was lost forever and finally escaping his violent grip permanently. Air is the element of freedom! But, this is so much more than that. She wants nothing more than to protect the people who she loves so deeply, those who put themselves at risk to save her. Her only desire is to free them from a fate worse than death. She is beyond the fear that was her constant companion. She no longer feels the malevolent presence of her former captor. She feels only the swirling life force around her. A column of air rockets forward and smashes into the equalist leader’s chest.

Once again, Amon is thrown to the ground. The two closest white lotus soldiers have recovered enough to move towards him. Korra punches forward, releasing another current of air. Amon avoids it by rolling to the side. He throws his arm outward. A guttural shriek followed by a horrendous squelching sound resonates down the hallway as one of the sentries erupts into a fountain of blood. Korra does not know the man, but what is left of his ruined face would be unrecognizable regardless. 

Korra has no time to contemplate the horror of the situation because Amon is spinning the thick, crimson fluid around himself as he moves into a crouch. He whips the blood forward, aiming for the new airbender. The stream evaporates, bubbling and popping into red vapor as it collides with a furious jet of fire from the former white lotus member’s compatriot. The middle aged man roars in anger as he launches yet another fireball at the equalist leader’s head. Amon swiftly dodges the attack. Scarlet rain fills the hallway as the firebender explodes, his blood forcibly ripped from his remains. Lin is sprinting towards Amon with the third white lotus member as Bolin moves to stand in front of Korra protectively. As the former police chief runs, she launches metal shrapnel from her sleeve.

Amon twists, the blood spiraling around his moving form as he evades the projectiles. The sickeningly red fluid glistens in the low light of the corridor. Amon raises his right arm, preparing to strike.

“Aargh!” The equalist leader lets out a grisly scream as the sharp fangs of a massive polar bear dog clamp down on his shoulder. Growling viciously, Naga shakes her head savagely. The body of the revolutionist is dragged behind her, flopping side to side with her movements as his skin tears. The fierce animal spins with his arm still in her teeth, flinging him away from her into the large atrium that is the main entrance to the building. 

New shouting echoes from the lobby as the equalist leader lands harshly on the tile floor. Spectators escaping from the rally yell in surprise and confusion as they take in the sight of Amon’s mangled right arm, attached to his body by only a few fibers of sinew. He is hemorrhaging from the gaping wound as the enormous polar bear dog stalks toward him, her bloodstained teeth bared. Naga lunges forward, her jaws opened wide and ready to crush the bleeding equalist.

Naga suddenly stops mid leap as Amon sits up and reaches forward with his remaining left arm. His fingers curl. Naga whimpers as she is thrown to the floor. Amon raises his hand once more. A sleek, furry creature, the color of terracotta, scuttles up Naga’s back and launches itself off of her saddle. The fire ferret tumbles through the air, and lands on Amon’s outstretched arm. Pabu’s small, needle sharp teeth sink into the equalist leader’s fingers. Amon howls in rage. He throws his arm sideways, dislodging the animal from his flesh. Bleeding heavily, Amon uses his newly liberated hand to apply pressure to his ruined shoulder. Blood pours out from between his fingers.

Amon knows that he will not survive if he is unable to control the hemorrhage. Instinctively, the equalist leader concentrates on the blood flowing through his own body and out his severed extremity. Using his power of bloodbending, Amon forces the crimson deluge to stop. Focusing his energy into his right arm, Amon’s torn arteries begin to repair themselves, knitting together layer by layer.

A woman screams in the distance. Voices resonate throughout the lobby, a mixture of disbelief, anger, and fear.

“The Avatar was telling the truth!”

“He’s bloodbending!”

Naga gets to her feet, shaking her head. Her low growls rumble, adding to the noise in the atrium. Cautiously, she does not yet approach him. Instead she starts a slow, wide circle. Pabu climbs onto her back, hissing at the masked man.

“Amon!” A male’s voice rings out through the commotion. A tall man dressed in a grey uniform and wielding kali sticks strides forward. “Everything the Avatar has said is true, isn’t it?! I just saw you bloodbend!” The mustached lieutenant points one of his sticks at the equalist leader accusatorily, before he rips off his own equalist mask. “You traitor!” He shouts. “I dedicated my life to you!” The second in command stomps on the mask, crushing the glass goggles under his boot. He then sprints toward Amon, who crouches on the ground. The lieutenant raises an electrified kali stick above his head, preparing to strike. In one fluid motion, Amon yet again stretches out his left hand and incapacitates his attacker with the overwhelming power of his bloodbending.

“You served me well, lieutenant,” Amon says coolly as his former subordinate writhes and groans under his invisible grasp. The chi-blocker lets out a scream of agony as his limbs twist beyond their limit and his bones snap. Blood begins to trickle from the terrified equalist’s eyes. Amon throws his arm sideways, launching the tattered man across the lobby where his body collides with a stone pillar in a ghastly crunch.

Equalists and benders in various stages of combat and pursuit are flooding into the lobby. Amon straightens himself, gripping his right shoulder with his functional hand. His eyes scan the room. The common people linger unsure of what to do. Some appear angry, some are frightened. A few point their fingers, while others shake their fists. He sidesteps as a fireball blasts toward him. Amon can see Tenzin, the airbending master creating a complicated spiral of air from an upper floor as he prepares to attack. Amon’s midnight blue eyes narrow as he sees the fragile Avatar being escorted into the room from the side hallway. The battered girl is propped between the former police chief and her young earthbending friend. They are followed closely by a white lotus member. The Avatar’s face looks determined. Ferocious snarls sound behind him from the aggressive polar bear dog.

“Gah!” Amon lets out a harsh curse. In his current state, his only hope is to escape. His right arm hangs uselessly at his side. He feels weak from losing too much blood. A prolonged fight would be to his detriment. He can feel the air pressure changing. Amon will need to move quickly if he is to avoid whatever attack the airbending master is constructing.

Turning to the side, Amon sprints for the entrance. Feeling the blood pulsing through all those in his immediate vicinity, Amon uses his psychic bloodbending to take hold of and freeze any beings within a twenty foot radius. Gasps and screams reverberate throughout the lobby as he races toward the exit, continuously moving his paralytic field as he navigates through the crowd. Projectiles made of fire, earth, and ice hurtle past him. Amon dodges. He is almost to the outside doors. He can feel the wind of the tornado that pursues him, which is unfortunate for the surrounding spectators. The rallyists closest to the exit had also been trying to escape and are now frozen by his bloodbending grip. In one brutal, crushing movement, Amon implodes the five men nearest to the door. Blood streams from their destroyed corpses, flowing upward as he passes them. One more fluid motion, and Amon turns the warm wave of crimson into a glittering wall of scarlet crystal. A torrent of air crashes against the thick slab of ice. It splinters into thousands of rubies, but Amon has already reached the tranquil waters of Yue Bay. He leaps, hurtling toward the water which transforms into a large tidal wave. The water sizzles as more fireballs chase after him. He pays the steaming liquid no attention as he glides away from the object of his obsession. All of his meticulous plans have failed. His thoughts return to a never ending dark trajectory. He had made the Avatar a promise. It does not matter how long it takes. He will destroy her.


Korra watches as the man of her nightmares flees the atrium. Horrified screams fill the lobby as people come to understand the gruesome, shattered wall of red. Small skirmishes still transpire across the lobby, but they are quickly dissipating. The remaining equalists efforts are half-hearted. They are confused and demoralized by the loss of their leaders and the revelation of Amon’s treachery. 

Korra is held up between Bolin and Lin as she balances on her left leg. Her breathing comes in quick spurts. Her chest feels like it is on fire, but her heart feels lighter than it has in a long time. 

“Korra!”

“Avatar Korra!”

“Korra!”

People start to press in around her as she is shuffled toward the exit. Korra feels dazed, barely conscious of her movements. Things appear to be happening in slow motion, almost as if she is moving underwater. Hands reach toward her. She does not like the feeling of so many people pressing in around her. Suddenly, her vision becomes obscured by a thick hunk of white fur. Korra is only saved from being tackled by the supportive arms of Beifong and Bolin, as Naga crashes into her. The polar bear’s entire body shakes as she fiercely wags her tail, clearing the immediate area of the gawking spectators.

“Naga!” Korra cries as she buries her face into the warm fur of her steadfast companion. Korra squeezes her eyes shut as her furry friend starts to lick her face enthusiastically. “I missed you so much, girl,” Korra whispers as she shakily pats her best friend’s side. Naga yips quietly and sits down on her haunches. Korra notices the blood smeared across Naga’s muzzle, chest, and paws. Although she initially panics, her canine friend appears uninjured. Even you came to get me? “Thank you,” Korra murmurs as her eyes glitter. Love for her animal companion overflows her tired heart.

Her heart has not felt so full in a very long time. It is so full that it hurts. Her breaths come rapidly. The love Korra feels must be making it harder to breathe. Her thoughts are sluggish and otherworldly, almost as if she is in a dream. There is a sharp pain in her chest. She feels dizzy. Overwhelmed. Exhausted. Black circles appear in her peripheral vision. Her head swims. Her vision blurs and she collapses.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Again, thank you guys so much for reading! I sincerely appreciate all of the kudos and comments. I remember being excited when I reached 100 hits.

I hope it doesn't read like there is too much flip flopping. Korra went through so much and her progress was reset several times. I really wanted to highlight the mental struggle that she had been fighting within herself, while still having her come out on top in a realistic way. When you list out everything she'd been through, her PTSD would be immense. Keep in mind, she was suicidal and trying to resist brainwashing.

Side note, I know some of the bloodbending was gruesome, but I think it would have the potential to be devastating. Some of what I wrote is fan service, but we're fans, so why not? I also think it would make sense for them to bring a huge polar bear dog to a fight against nonbenders. I'm sure Naga could do some serious damage and she would want to defend her human.

This is not the end of the story. Korra still has a lot of recovering to do, but I do hope that it gives you guys some answers! I'm sure that you've figured out that there are no guarantees for when the next chapter is released, but there will be more. Please let me know what you think of it!
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