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1. Hope/Resistance

Author's Note:
      Day 1 - Hope/Resistance

Genre: Drama/Suspense

Rating: Explicit

Word count: 1,562

Do not read any further if age gaps, sexual assault, or abuse upsets you. This chapter contains depictions of sexual assault. You’ve been warned.

    


    
    “Are you still resisting me?”

Korra’s labored breath became even more ragged when she lurched forward against her will. The pressure on her neck—from the fucking collar he had forced on her— grew tighter. The man behind the mask was amused by her struggling. A low chuckle escaped him. Korra’s stare was execrate, newfound anger finding her. If she still had her bending, she would have throttled him, humiliated him, destroyed him. It was the least he deserved. A harsh tug on the collar brought her gaze to the leash he kept her on. 

“I’ll train that out of you. You’re young. You can learn.”

Another yank and Korra fell on her knees.

“You monster,” She hissed. “I’ll make you pay for this, you’re going to regret ever crossing m—”

Her words died in her throat. Startled, Korra’s hands flew to her neck. She tried to speak, but there was no sound. She looked up, seeing a dark glint in the man’s eyes.

“That’s better. You know the old Northern adage, ‘a woman’s voice is best left unheard’? Growing up, I thought it an antiquated phrase,” He let his eyes rake over her body lecherously. “I suppose tradition has its value, Avatar.”

Fury rippled through her. Silent but angry, Korra’s baleful stare found the older man. Amon closed the small distance between them. His hand grabbed her face roughly, forcing her to look at him. Cold, unfeeling eyes peered down at her. 

“If you had come along quietly, this,” He emphasized by tugging on the leash, “Never would have happened.”

Korra wished she could still bend, she’d have burnt him to a crisp if he didn’t take it from her. The only thoughts keeping her going were flashes of a vision—Korra, the Avatar, standing triumphantly over Amon’s beaten and slumped form. She would make it happen. It didn't matter what lengths she had to go to. She would destroy him. Pure, unfettered hate burrowed into her.

Amon seemed to notice the hate in her eyes. His expression remained stony. His hand on her moved, his middle and ring finger forced in her mouth. Korra gagged, choking on Amon. She sputtered, incapable of speaking, at first confused. It was only when she dared to look at the mask she noticed his breath hitching ever so slightly. With that came the more obvious strain against his pants. Bile rose in her throat. His thumb rubbed her lip. 

“You look good like this,” He murmured. “You wouldn’t mind joining my next meeting like this, would you? Quiet, compliant, having me inside you.”

She bit down.  Hard. 

Amon cursed under his breath, ripping his hand from her mouth. Iron sat on the tip of her tongue. She spat at his feet, a red viscous spot on the ground before him. His hand whipped the leash forward callously. Korra’s head smacked against the hard, cold floor from the sudden move. Before she could protest, Amon was dragging her by the leash, collar pulled taut against her throat. She was silently choking as he forced her across the floor. Coughing grossly, Korra found respite when Amon released the tight grip he had on the leash attached to her collar. To her surprise, the man walked away, leaving her silent and shivering. Korra shuddered, watching him exit the large room. A  click  behind him told her how likely her escape attempt would be. 

Still, she wasn’t going to be some sitting turtle-duck for him when he came back. Korra stood up shakily, observing the room around her more in depth. No windows. A reflective and ornately designed floor. Walls made of lime. An expensive looking desk and couch. A fireplace near the door. Examining it closer, the fireplace did not have a chimney. Two pokers sat to the side. Korra’s shaking hands clutched one tightly. It wasn’t her preferred weapon, but it was better than nothing. She knew it was only a matter of time before he came back. The door leading into the room was the only exit. Korra stood adjacent to the hinges. 

Time passed. The Avatar wasn’t sure what to make of Amon’s unceremonious departure. There wasn’t a way to tell time so she didn’t know if hours or minutes had passed. Regardless, she didn’t want to waste this chance at escaping. Her grip on the fire poker tightened. Having to wield around a shitty fire poker as her only means of defense left her feeling vulnerable. Korra shuddered at the thought of what Amon would do when he reappeared. She knew the way he looked at her. Knew what men like him wanted. Her hands trembled at his expression when he had forced his fingers in her mouth. Her knuckles became bone white. 


   She would not let him touch her.  


Korra perked up when she heard footsteps echo down the hall. They grew closer and closer. She could recognize the stride. He was back. Her fists strained against the metal in her hands. Her shoulders quivered with anticipation, fear, worry. Her heart hammered in her chest when she heard the soft rattle of a key. A  click. The door swung open. 

Before Korra could even try to free herself, the familiar and paralyzing hold of Amon’s blood bending grip had dug into her. The poker clattered to the ground. A gasp escaped her. Korra stood dumbly, forced to rigidly watch as Amon gave her a dismissive glance. He nonchalantly picked the fire poker up, setting it back to its original spot. Korra blinked in disbelief. Her chance was gone. Now she was stuck with a man who wanted the unthinkable. Amon stood in front of her. 

“Kneel,” He commanded, and her body obeyed. His palm wrapped in the leash, he looked all too sated by the image of the Avatar on her knees for him. “I have something for you.”

Korra was mortified when he pulled out a ball-gag. Unable to move, to fight, to even speak, she was trapped. Amon’s hands, cold and calloused, worked quickly. The gag was fastened over her mouth. As if the point was cruelty, Korra felt a slight tingle in her throat. She could speak again. 

“There. That suits you, Avatar.”

A string of muffled threats and angry curses greeted his ears. While he couldn’t make them out, it wasn’t difficult to imagine what she was saying. He smiled behind the mask, enjoying the sight of a debased and imprisoned Avatar. 

“Now,” His hand wrapped the leash around the palm of his hand. “Come here.”

She couldn’t believe what he was forcing her to do—as if this humiliation wasn’t enough for him! She dreaded what else he had in mind. Apparently, she had taken too long to comply. He yanked harshly on her collar. A stifled groan left her. 

“I  said  come here.”

Without a choice, Korra shuffled alongside him quietly. He stopped at the couch in front of the fireplace. She knelt next to him, gaze fixed on the extravagantly decorated floor tile. He watched the Avatar carefully, eyes narrowing.

“Sit.” His hand gestured to his lap. 

Korra wanted to puke. 

Before she could refuse, punch him,  anything,  Amon chose for her. Her body fell into his lap clumsily. Amon hummed to himself. 

“Perfect,” He murmured. “Better than I thought it’d be. You can’t even say ‘no’.”

Abject terror flooded her. Tears began to cloud her vision. Korra was tugged forward. Amon’s grip on the leash hadn't wavered. He watched her carefully, eyes raking over her with delight. His unoccupied hand found her left hair tie. He removed it, then the right, and finally her back ponytail was let down. Her hair spilled over her shoulders. 

“You look beautiful like this,” He groaned into her ear. His hands found her hips and he ground roughly against her. This was too intimate, too horrible to really be happening. “If you weren’t an abomination, I might have considered marrying you, Avatar. The best you  deserve is being treated like an animal.”

Her heart stung from the insult. Amon’s cold gaze fell to her chest. His free hand fondled her breast. Korra whimpered through the gag, tears finally spilling onto her cheeks. She hiccuped when he pinched her nipple between her thumb and forefinger. The older man’s eyes darkened with thick, heady lust. He shifted, turning Korra on her stomach. Before she could try to squirm away, his hand slipped beneath her waistband and groped her ass greedily. 

“That’s it,” She could hear the smile in his voice. “Even if you’re an animal, a man has his desires. If you can satisfy them, I might let one of your little friends go.”

Korra jolted at the mention of her friends. Fuck. She had no clue what Amon was doing to them, what he had taken from them. He knew what would hurt her most. Breath wavering, she lay still as he continued to violate her, hoping he would be done soon. If she complied, maybe Mako, Asami, or Bolin could escape unscathed. Her eyes squeezed shut, trying to recall the breathing techniques Tenzin taught her. She tried desperately to focus on her friends, on her family, on anything other than what the man was doing to her. 

She could only  hope, as the man’s hands wandered under her clothes and his breathing grew heavy, this would help the people she loved.

  







2. Slow Dancing

Notes for the Chapter:Day 2 - Slow Dancing

Genre: Drama/Romance

Rating: Mature

Word count: 1,813

Do not read any further if sexual assault or age gaps upsets you. You’ve been warned.




    
    Korra watched Mako and Asami dance together from across the ballroom. She was miserable. That jerk Tarrlok bombarded her tonight, leaving her with no choice but to agree to join his task force. She could still feel his slimy touch on her shoulders, grateful to have lost him in the crowd earlier. Tenzin’s warning echoed in her mind.  He isn’t used to taking no for an answer. Her scowl deepened. 

Katara warned Korra about this sort of thing before. She’d thought it funny at the time, telling Katara she could just blast a man with fire if he was being gross. Katara wore a tired smile, and gently told her how bad an idea that would be. 

“A lot of men won’t be obvious. Some try tricking people.”

It confused her when Katara told her that—“How could someone trick me into doing something I don’t want? I’m the Avatar!”

Now she was painfully aware of what Katara meant.

“There you are!”

Korra’s nails dug into her palm. Tarrlok had found her again. She bit back the urge to scurry off, to curse him out, to throw a volley of fire his way. He didn’t look bad dressed up, but he was laying it on thick. So what if he didn’t look like his face had been kicked by a zebra-donkey? Being attractive didn’t make him any less creepy.

“Enjoying the gala?” He lilted, standing too close for comfort. Korra leaned back. He moved closer again. She exhaled irritably. 

“Yeah, it’s  great.” Her tone dripped with venom. Tarrlok politely ignored that and offered her the glass he was holding. 

“Have you tried champagne before, Avatar Korra? You should have some.”

“No thanks. I’m fine being sober.”

“Oh, come now,” His arm snaked around her shoulder, pulling her tightly to his side. “You should loosen up. Joining my task force is a big accomplishment. Why not celebrate?”

Korra grimaced. Plying her with alcohol. Not subtle.

“I said I’m fine.” Korra shoved him away, glaring. Tarrlok’s smile never wavered. 

“No need for hostility, Korra,” She bristled at him using her name so casually. “You looked glum, so I thought it’d be nice for you to try something you hadn't. What’s wrong with trying something new? Or are you just not used to the city yet?”

Korra’s nails broke the skin on her palm. He kept twisting her words! All she said was she wanted to be sober and he somehow angled the conversation to be about her unfamiliarity with Republic City. 

“Look, can you leave me alone? I already agreed to join your task force.”

Tarrlok had a nonplussed expression. 

“I don’t understand. There’s nothing wrong with getting to know a work colleague, right?” His tone sounded confused. Korra began to doubt herself. Did she read him wrong? Maybe he was an old guy who wanted to understand younger people. She deflated. Maybe it wasn’t fair to be so rude to him. She  was the Avatar. Any politician would want a good relationship with her. Korra glanced at Mako and Asami again. They were laughing together. She felt even more pitiful than before.

“Sorry,” She mumbled, hand palming at her eyes. “I’m not feeling great.”

“I see,” Tarrlok said. He came closer to her again, hand slinked around her waist. “Would you like to leave? There’s a speak-easy around the corner that serves authentic Water Tribe food. I think you’d love it.”

There was no winning here.

She reached her breaking point. Just when she was about to let Tarrlok have it, a tall and imposing man walked up to the two. He seemed a fair bit older than Korra, with olive skin and pale eyes. His hair was dark and short. He was dressed formally, not as fancy as Tarrlok. He held his arm out silently.

“Oh, you want to dance?” Korra was quick to push Tarrlok away and take the man’s arm. Tarrlok let a flicker of annoyance grace him. She found herself pleased by that. The stranger turned his back to the Councilman.

“Excuse me, we were having a conversation.” He wrinkled his nose at the other man.

 “It’d be rude to refuse a dance, Councilman. I’ll talk to you later.”

Leaving Tarrlok in the lurch, Korra giggled. The man guided Korra into the crowd of couples. The music swelled, gentle violin and piano filling the room. She gave the handsome, silent stranger a smile.

“Hey, thanks back there. That guy doesn’t know when to quit.”

The stranger nodded. She tilted her head.

“I hope this isn’t rude,” Korra tried to find the words, not wanting to offend the handsome man. “Are you mute?”

The stranger nodded again.

“Gotcha. I hope you don’t mind me talking your ear off.” A glint of mischief appeared in her eyes, lips curling up ever so slightly. The man returned her grin. 

His hand fell to her waist, taking hers in his other hand. Korra warmed when he pulled her closer. His pale eyes captivated her. The stare he gave her was  intense. Korra wondered where he was from. Eyes that pale were common in the Water tribe, but his olive skin brought to mind illustrations of Earth Kingdom residents. Maybe he had parents from different nations. How exotic! She found herself blushing at the thought. Mr. Tall-dark-and-handsome was mysterious. She felt a flutter in her stomach. His hand splayed across her abdomen and he pulled her even closer, breath tickling her ear.

Korra wasn’t great at dancing, but the man kept the rhythm effortlessly. She thought she’d step on his toes, but to her surprise, he always avoided that. Whoever this guy was, he was no slouch when it came to dancing. Her chest pressed against his, the slow pace he took elegantly guiding her to the music. Korra was briefly reminded of a romance novel she nicked from Jinora, how a chapter described a heroine and her nemesis dancing in a similar way to her and this stranger. She thought it was stupid.  Why doesn’t she knock his teeth in? He killed her parents and enslaved her village!  

But now, feeling the intoxicating grip he had on her hip, the intensity of his stare on her, his hot breath ghosting over her neck—

She could understand the appeal. 

The stranger dipped her suddenly. Korra’s face became unbearably hot as the man’s stare pinned her down. His chin rested on her breast. He eyed her with desire. Korra laughed nervously when the man pulled her back up. His hand on her waist had snuck to her lower back, caressing it gently. 

“Wow,” Korra balked at how forward he was. She was never one to back down from a challenge. Even if that challenge came in the form of seducing a much older man. “Where’d you learn moves like that?”

The stranger looked stoic, shrugging noncommittally. Korra considered what to say next, feeling the older man’s hand trace patterns just above her ass. She leaned against him slightly, pressing her face to his chest. She was sure she was a bright shade of red, so this more intimate position helped hide that. Korra was out of her element. This wasn’t like when Tarrlok made her feel small and inexperienced. The stranger was decidedly better. Exciting. Having the attention of a mysterious older man like this was new. 


   Better get used to it. You’re the Avatar. A lot of people will be drawn to you. 


With that thought, the girl pulled back from him, squaring him with what she hoped was a sultry and attractive expression. 

“Would you,” She trailed off, her hand coming up to his broad shoulders. “Like to go somewhere with me?”

The stranger’s hold on her waist switched to her wrist, giving her a dark look. Her stomach flipped. Korra bit her lip. 

“There’s a garden in the back. Let’s go.”

After working through the crowd, a few hallways, and the passing glances of a few servers, Korra and the stranger arrived at the enormous garden. Korra marveled at the hedges. They towered over her, neatly trimmed into arcs. The stranger pulled her closer, his back to the wall of foliage. 

She had barely blinked before the man’s lips were on hers. He grabbed at her hungrily, pulling her tight to him. Letting out a surprised noise, her legs weakened. His hand on her back wandered, groping her ass. His other hand fondled her breast greedily. She felt like jelly. To her surprise, his tongue slid into mouth. Korra’s mind raced, recalling the seedy looking art prints she had once seen of a man and a woman kissing like this. Korra, not wanting to be upstaged, let her tongue clumsily meet his. 

Korra groaned against him, finding his broad shoulders. His hand on her breast pinched her nipple eagerly. She moaned. Korra bit his bottom lip (something she’d read in one of Pema’s books). She wanted this, wanted to prove to herself that she was desirable. His cloying kisses continued, making her dizzy. Her head spun. He tweaked her nipple again, earning a lovely noise from the Avatar. Korra groaned embarrassingly while his hand paid special attention to her chest. Her thoughts were fogging over. Mind racing, the kiss deepened. His mouth against hers was stripping away her better judgement. She could feel his desire pressing against her thigh. 

It became all too apparent that she was in over her head. Startled, Korra pulled away. The man was giving her a look so intense she thought he might devour her. Her fingertips ghosted over her lips.

“Um, that was,”  My first kiss… She blushed, trying to decide if mentioning her inexperience would make this man less interested. A sudden realization came to her. “Wait, I don’t even know your name!”

The stranger gave her a wry smile. 

“Not fair,” She huffed jokingly, a pleasant grin on her face. “You definitely know who I am. I want to know who exactly I’m kissing. So, your name?”

He leaned in close to Korra which confused her. He’s mute, so—

“You already know it, Avatar.”

Korra paled, immediately shoving him away and taking her fire-bending stance. Before she could attack Amon, he closed the little distance between them and hit an especially sensitive spot on her neck. She couldn’t move, couldn’t fight. Amon held her in his arms. Paralyzed, Korra’s eyes darted around in terror. Her body lay limply, dead weight. Her heart thudded in horror, he was going to take her bending, fight, get away, stop this! Amon’s deep voice rumbled in her ear. 

“Thank you for the lovely evening. I’ll be seeing you again soon, Avatar.”

He kissed her. His hand groped her chest one more time, deepening the kiss. Korra wished more than anything she could pummel him. Amon pulled away, and as he trailed off into the dark, Korra slipped into unconsciousness. 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Any and all feedback is appreciated.
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    “I-Is this right?”

“Not at the right angle.”

A harsh thrust informed Korra exactly what the right angle was. A moan erupted from her throat. Heady, misty eyes glanced up at the man inside her. He jutted into her punishingly. Korra groaned, not sure how much more she could take. 

“Please, I’m gonna—” A high pitched whine was all she could manage. Her release came swiftly, the man fucking her raggedly. 

“Slow—Slow down,” She begged. His expression darkened. The older man leaned down. Lips finding hers, he ground into her punitively, drinking in every little whimper she made, every plea as she struggled under him. Her writhing only made him harder. His pelvis pressed against her brutally. “Ah, please, stop it, no, I can’t—”

Amon came. Korra sobbed beneath him, tears spilling over on her cheeks. He thrust into her a few more times, forcing her to come again. The feeling of her contracting around him, her oppressive heat, and her pleasure betraying her tears was everything he wanted. He didn’t pull out, instead watching her cry. Her arms wrapped around him tightly. Amon softened, hands petting her hair gently. 

“There, there,” He mumbled into her ear. “You did well. Such a good girl.”

She hiccuped, sniffling when he pressed his lips against her neck. She reciprocated hesitantly, a misty fog obscuring her thoughts. Her husband seemed happy, and that was what mattered. He slid out of her, sitting on his knees to admire his handiwork.

The Avatar was disheveled, weak-legged and teary-eyed. Bruises littered her breasts, thighs, stomach, and arms. He loved to bite. Luckily for him, Korra never said no to that. His spend leaked between her legs. Amon’s lustful gaze met Korra’s vacant and tearful eyes. The way Korra looked under him, fucked out and desperate, was a work of art.

His plan was nearing fruition. Coming inside her ensured she would bear a child for him. Impregnating her would leave her vulnerable. Her breasts would swell, the baby would grow, and she’d have to rely on him more the further along she was. The thought made him hard. She’d be a wonderful mother. It wasn’t like she had a choice. Not that she would know. At least, not until it was too late.

He hovered over her, hand brushing over her forehead. 

“I love you.”

The words reached Korra, but her response came slowly. 

“I love you, too,” She wiped away another tear, appreciating the gentleness her husband showed her after being so rough. Her body ached. “C-can you hold me?”

He obliged, slipping next to her. She hadn’t stopped crying. He wiped her tears away, pressing a kiss to her temple. His body framed hers, hardened cock pressing against her sensitive core. Tempted as he was, he would let her rest. Already pushed her so hard today. The image of his young wife becoming even more dependent on him, her need for the man’s guidance and love, the family they would make together, came to him. He nestled his chin against her shoulder, peppering light pecks across her bruised skin.  Soon.

Korra fell into a dreamless sleep.

*~*~*~*

Sometimes Amon would wake her up by being inside her. 

It was always a surprise when it happened. Too infrequent to be a common occurrence, too often to be something he did in a ‘mood’. Korra would wake up feeling dizzy, migraines a daily issue. Her husband would be on top of her. She’d feel fuzzy, corners of her thoughts slipping into the pleasure her husband induced. 

This morning, she had woken up to her husband’s mouth on her cunt. 

Korra groaned out, still sore from the last time he’d taken her. He liked to make her hurt. It didn’t bother her anymore, but sometimes it became too much. There was only so much a woman could endure from a man, after all. She imagined, as his tongue flicked against her clit, this was his apology for last time. Korra accepted it without protest. 

“Oh,” She bucked her hips against him, fingers threading through his short hair. She ground against his tongue, pleading silently for this to never end. “Amon…”

His tongue finally entered her, earning a delicious sound from the younger woman. He’s unrelenting, forcing himself further and further in her. Throaty, debauched gasps filled the quiet morning air. Korra’s migraine faded dully. She whined, pleading eyes begging for her husband to let her finish. 

“Please,” She implored. “Don’t stop.”

Her husband gave a dark look that nearly made her come. Pure, burning greed. She trembled beneath him. When he gave her that look, fear took over her mind. His tongue lapped her slowly. Amon exploited every sensitive nerve, every inch of flesh that wavered under him.

Loud, sudden knocks at the door broke their focus. 

Amon paused; then continued to please his young wife. Another knock, louder and more urgent. A scowl of disdain came over him. Korra started to sit up when he removed himself. He offered a small smile and shook his head, motioning his hand for her to lie down. She pouted until his hand brushed over her forehead in consolation. Amon kissed her ear. 

“I’ll be right back. Don’t touch yourself.”

Korra laid down, migraine returning as soon as her husband slipped pants on and left the room. Even with the painful throb in her head, Korra’s sensitive body stayed aroused. She glanced at the wall, trying to think about anything other than her husband’s tongue between her legs. Her arm wandered, tracing patterns on her bare stomach. This didn’t count as touching herself, right? The woman’s eyes fluttered shut. Her hand began to wander lower. Fingers slid against the small tuft of hair above her clit. 

Korra froze, locked up, wrist angled uncomfortably close to her center. Try as she might, she found herself lethargic, unable to move though she wanted to. She groaned loudly. Was she falling back asleep? Thoughts blurred, bleeding into each other. Incoherent and needy, Korra’s mind gained a brief moment of clarity when the door slammed shut. She briefly wondered who could’ve been at the door. Amon’s footsteps echoed up the staircase. The man looked pleased, if a bit sinister, when he saw his young wife so desperate for release. 

“You tried to touch yourself.” His voice lowered ominously. Amon hovered over her at the bedside. His hand brushed back some of her hair, thumbing over her forehead affectionately.

“Please,” She whispered, not even sure of what she was saying. Fervent, pliant, and completely at his mercy. “I’m sorry. Please, don’t leave me like this. I need you.”

“I’ll do whatever I want to you.” He fell between her legs again, letting go of his hold on her wrist. She could move again if she wanted. Teeth found her inner thigh. A depraved moan left Korra. Nodding in blind agreement, she thanked every spirit and higher presence for her husband’s intense fixation on her cunt. Amon’s tongue swept across her sensitive, sweet skin like a paintbrush. Stroke after stroke left his wife trembling and bereft, completely undone because of him. 

The canvas before him shuddered as he painted every inch of her skin. 

*~*~*~*

The migraines were getting worse. Korra wasn’t sure why. Amon was as doting as he could be when they weren’t in the bedroom. Her husband offered her to lay down, tucking her in wherever she needed rest. He’d thumb over her forehead and the pain would dull for just a moment. Nowadays, Korra often found herself instinctually uneasy when not around the man she loved. Thoughts often felt syrupy at best, images blurring together when she tried to recall what she last asked for help with. 

She leaned against the wall of the kitchen, thin frame buckling from the migraine she had. Holding her head didn’t make it hurt any less. What could possibly be causing this? Was it a health condition? Maybe whatever she was going through was genetic. Korra sighed. She’d have to ask her parents if this was something to worry about. 

Her parents…

The young woman jolted. Wait. Why—why couldn’t she remember what they looked like? She knew they existed, knew she had to have some relationship with them. Their faces escaped her memory, as hard as she tried to remember them. Their names, their faces, where were they? Her migraine worsened, squeezing her eyes shut and clutching her head in her hands. Racking her brain produced nothing. Tears began to spill over. What was happening? Why did it hurt to think? How could she not know what her parents looked like?

Korra’s eyes darted around the kitchen. Now that she thought about it, she couldn’t remember when they had moved in. How long had they lived here? The answers she was desperate for eluded her as she attempted to remember. When… When had she met Amon? How did they fall in love? What day was their anniversary? 

Questions continued piling up, burdening her already frayed mind. Her migraine grew worse. Pressure began building in her head. 

“I’m home.” She heard the voice of her husband at the front door. Her stomach sank. Korra quickly brushed away her tears.  Amon shouldn’t see me like this, she thought,  I’ll only worry him. Not knowing what her parents even looked like loomed over her. Shaking, she pulled herself up and leaned against the kitchen counter. Her knuckles gripped the wood tightly.

Amon appeared. Korra stared unblinking as he pressed a few kisses to her lips. 

“How was your day? How are you feeling?” His gaze lingered on her abdomen for a moment. “You aren’t feeling sick, are you?”

Something in his tone told Korra he didn’t mind the idea.

“Amon,” Her voice came out terse and choppy. Struggling to hold back tears, she exhaled. “I think I need to go to the hospital. I-I can’t remember what my parents look like. I keep getting these migraines and I—”

He interrupted her with a kiss. His lips were so forceful she thought he bit her at first. His hands sat on her lower back tightly, pulling her against him. Her husband’s arousal was already poking against her thigh.

“Are you having a rough day?” His tone usually sounded consoling enough, but Korra could swear she heard sarcasm now.

“Amon,” She choked his name out again. “I don’t remember how we met. I don’t remember what day our anniversary is. I’m s-scared. Please, help me. I should go to a hospital. I need help.”

The expression he wore faded from concerned to bored, if slightly irritated. The man sighed like he was about to scold her, like she was in trouble for bothering him. 

“Korra, why don’t you lay down for a bit? I can take you to the hospital tomorrow. It’s too late in the day. Travelling at night is dangerous. We’ll get you seen, but not today.”

He started to guide her to the comfortable couch located in the center of the living room. The young woman wanted to pull away, but found she couldn’t. Her body moved of its own—her own?—will. Her mind, desperate for answers, was betrayed by her body. Amon sat her on the couch.

“Where—Where were you all day? What do you do for work? When did we move here?” Korra rambled off each question as it came to her. Gaps in her mind became chasms, jagged black pits with no bottom.

Amon pet her hair when she sat down. He pulled a blanket out, resting it over her. Against all rational instinct, Korra yawned. Tomorrow… Tomorrow she could learn what was wrong. This feeling wouldn’t last forever. Her vision blurred.  Weird, she thought when a stray tear escaped. Resting for a bit wouldn’t hurt. She yawned again. The pain in her head was fading. 

Maybe it’d be completely gone by the time she woke up.

*~*~*~*

Amon sighed at the sight of Korra completely unconscious on the couch. His grasp on her mind slipped as she slept. He’d no doubt her brain was working hard, past lives trying to meddle with his influence on her. No matter, he thought. He wondered what to do. Maybe it was time to let her brain recover the memories he obscured. Prodigious indeed, Amon could feel the nerves and delicate tendons in her brain. Like chi paths could be blocked, so too could certain nerves in a human’s skull. Years of practice—first on insects, then animals, then lowlife brutes who needed to be reprimanded—made him more aware than most how memory and neurological functions could be influenced. 

The key word was influence. While he could block her mind from remembering key details, he couldn’t completely alter who she was at her core. The  conscious  Korra hated him, wanted to fight this, and would destroy him given the chance. With how many times Korra had been distressed underneath him, pushed to tears when he fucked her, he knew she didn’t want this. Amon slipped onto the couch, pulling her head onto his lap. 

Thoughts turned to the question Korra had asked. He hadn’t been doing much. Disposing of the police officers that came to their door the other day. The officers had been all-too-curious about the Avatar’s disappearance. Slippery bastards fought tooth and nail, but it ended like it always did. He’d thrown what was left of the men into the bay when he was done. Red bubbled, faded into the murky water. His hand brushed over her forehead affectionately.


   The things I do for love. 


Now was the time to remove his influence. Amon knew he couldn’t keep this up forever. His many, many failures had taught him that the migraines would worsen until her entire mind collapsed in on itself. Brain hemorrhaging was never far behind. The brain itself would become catatonic. The insect/animal/person affected would be gone, a husk that could do nothing. Even as their hearts beat, even as they breathed, there was no coming back from that. Korra didn’t deserve that. The Avatar’s chest rose and fell.

Yes, she would understand how trapped she was. Once she woke up, he knew she’d try to destroy him. He looked forward to the light leaving her eyes, the Avatar aware of who he was and what he was capable of. She’d snarl at him, curse, fight as much as she could. The man smiled fondly at the thought. This new life would be all she had. 

Korra, broken down, forced to comply, unable to say no as he took her over and over. Her spirit would splinter under this revelation. How horrible she would feel, when he revealed the truth to her. Her expression would be a work of art he had orchestrated. 

Amon’s hand spread across her stomach possessively.

 I can feel it, he thinks lecherously,  She’s pregnant. 
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    Life in a solitary prison, the courts had decided. His trial had been plastered everywhere, drawing eyes from everyone. The son of an infamous criminal, a blood-bender  facing life behind bars for his crimes. The Avatar testified for two days, avoiding looking him in the eye as she recounted what he had done to her. 

On some twisted level, he’d wished she choked up more, even cried a little when describing how it felt for him to be inside her, controlling every twitch and spasm of her body. The closest he got to that satisfaction was when her voice cracked, in the middle of talking about having her bending stripped from her. In that moment, her eyes met his. She blinked, regaining her composure, continuing her testimony. Amon hardened seeing the effect he had on her. That image of the Avatar, desolate and crushed under the memory of losing everything, was something he contemplated daily, hand inside his pants.

The door leading into the prison corridor creaked open. Amon perked up. He hadn’t had a visitor ever since the Avatar took away his bending and forced him into this squalid jail. Whether that had happened days or months ago, he didn’t know. All he knew now was the isolated cell he’d occupy until he died. Footsteps echoed in the small hall. Light approached dimly, shadows flickering ominously.

Amon’s eyes widened when the Avatar appeared in front of his cell. She held a lantern, candle burning brightly in the dark. The two stared at each other for a prolonged moment. The Avatar sighed.

“You’re probably wondering why I’m here.”

He was. 

“Here to rub it in.” He stated flatly. Amon watched her face twist up. 

“I’m not like  you,” She snapped. “I didn’t come here to gloat.”

Appraising her slouched shoulders, introspective stare, and the way she fidgeted with the pelt around her waist, Amon stood up. Korra tried not to flinch when he did. He came to the bars, no longer obscured by the shadows her lantern cast. Her heart raced. Those pale, cruel eyes that haunted her nightmares—even months later—pinned her down.

“Then,” He leaned against the bars. Hands encircled the cold metal keeping him trapped. “Why are you here, Avatar?”

She looked like she was second guessing her decision now. Toying with her hair, Korra glanced down the hall. Anything to avoid looking at him. Amon chuckled. It was too easy to read her. 

“You want closure.”

Korra’s face lit up in surprise, stumbling back a step. The lantern swayed.

“You want the nightmares to stop, don’t you? You want to assure yourself that I can’t hurt you anymore.”

His cold gaze, cast in shadow, made her heart race. It thudded in her chest. The candle in her lantern flickered. She bit her lip. 

“Avatar, you’re shaking.”

Korra blinked, realizing her hand trembled at her side. 

“You’re scared of me. You should be.”

She gulped, shaking her head adamantly. While she didn’t know how it was so easy for him to pick up on her nerves, she couldn’t let him think he had the upper hand here.  He  was powerless.  He  was the one imprisoned. Guards were stationed right outside the door. The chances of Amon doing anything and succeeding were low. Amon didn’t have his bending. For the past seven months, he had been housed at the highest security prison in Republic City. Try as he might, she knew all he had was his manipulative prowess. Her thoughts turned to Tarrlok and how small he’d made her feel. She exhaled shakily. 


   He can’t hurt you. 


She squared her shoulders and glared at Amon. Korra closed the distance between the two, standing at the bars he was cozied against. The lantern she’d been holding was set down. Her heart hammered in her chest. Despite this, she glared deeply, defiantly at Amon. She was not afraid. Korra wouldn’t let him have the satisfaction of seeing her cowed and frightened. He had no power over her. 

“I’m not afraid of you.”

Amon took note of the steely glare she settled him with. The anger, fight,  raw  strength in her eyes led to thickening in his pants. He’d have laughed at the absurdity if Korra weren’t here. Hands around the bars slid lower, trying to discreetly adjust himself. If he had his bending he could’ve taken care of it easily, but thanks to that  damn Avatar, he had to hide it like a normal man. 

Korra noticed his unsubtle futzing, gaze flicking lower. An undeniable tent in Amon’s pants peeked out. Her mouth fell agape.

Sharp barks of laughter echoed in the small hallway. Amon blinked once in surprise, twice in annoyance. The prospect was more humiliating than he expected. He could feel his face warm, something that hadn’t happened since the time he’d been caught masturbating as a stowaway.

“It’s not that funny.” He grumbled, fiddling with the fabric around his crotch. She laughed even harder at that. Frustration grew unbearable. What the fuck did they make prisoner’s clothes with these days?! It was impossible to conceal his desire from her. Amon’s head raced, trying to think of anything to stop her triumphant, pretty laugh. 

“It happens sometimes. It’s like a burp—it’s involuntary. This isn’t because of you.” The man hissed, arms crossing. The Avatar’s laughter had subsided into the occasional snort and giggle. Her expression was pure joy, something that made his erection worse. 

“Sure,  pal,” Korra smirked at him, gazing at his crotch. Amon pulled his shirt down in a futile—and hilarious—attempt to shield himself from her. Another brash laugh escaped her. “Dude, are you serious? You’re still hard.”

His face contorted from embarrassed to outraged. He stalked back to the corner of his prison cell, shadows swallowing him once more. Brushing some of her hair out of her face, she cocked her head. 

“I mean, it’s kind of impressive,” Korra teased. “You’re forty-one, right? Not a lot of guys your age with that much…  vitality.”

Amon’s face, hidden in the dark, was mortified. This was worse than the time he blood-bent Tarrlok. Worse than being caught as a masturbating stow-away. Worse than every second he had to spend with Yakone. Fists curled at his side. 

“Go AWAY,” His voice came out louder than he’d meant. Korra laughed yet again. Sweat dotted his forehead. Who knew being the subject of a woman’s laughter would feel this horrible? The man’s mind raced, trying to find something to throw at her. “Don’t you—don’t you have your little harem to run back to?!”

A guffaw erupted from the Avatar at his petty dig. 

“You sound just like your brother when you say things like that,” Korra snickered. “Can really see the family resemblance. He had an interest in me too, Amon.”

Amon flushed at the way she said his name. Rigid and silent, he sat unmoving. Korra’s arrogant smirk hadn’t dissipated. Eyes glimmering with mischief, Korra beckoned to him through the bars. Amon stilled. This had to be some elaborate scheme, right? He didn’t move an inch. She sighed loudly (the way he did when he was her age). 

“I’m not gonna hurt you, you big baby. C’mere.”

Something about the mix of annoyance and earnestness in her voice compelled him to do what she said. Amon hesitantly shuffled across the concrete floor, slowly illuminated by the lantern. Halting at the prison bars didn’t make him feel any less exposed and vulnerable. Hands covered his crotch. Embarrassingly, he was still at full mast from her teasing. The Avatar looked him up and down like a predator. He shivered demurely.

“Move your hands.”

Amon drew a blank. Was the Avatar propositioning him right now? Maybe this was a really, really good dream. He did what she commanded, curiosity getting the better of him. The smile on the woman’s face grew even more mischievous.

“You know,” The young woman pressed against the bars keeping them separate. He gasped when her hands—warm, small,  strong—traced over his clothed erection. “You don’t look half-bad like this.”

Her voice swirled in his ear, earning a shudder. Closing his eyes, Amon savored the feeling of her fingers on such a sensitive part of him. She leaned up to him, lips brushing against his ear.

“Is this—” Her palm pushed  hard against his erection. He moaned against his will. “—Why you were obsessed with me?”

The man stayed silent, not wanting to answer her. It wasn’t like his silence changed much. She could see it in his eyes, his intense stare all-consuming and yearning. Korra’s devious grin widened. Interesting.

“I guess even  you  have a weakness. You’re only human.”

Amon moaned when her fingers wrapped around his shaft through his pants. If this were anyone else, he’d have throttled them for such disrespect. But because it was Korra… The older man groaned, bucking against her hand, desperate for release. Korra seemed more and more intrigued by his eagerness. The young woman continued in her efforts, fascinated by the way he shook under her attention. The man who’d given her nightmares for months, terrorized her nights, threatened to destroy her and almost succeeded, was helpless against her now. A consistent, warm pulse in her abdomen informed Korra that she liked this as much as he did.

Korra’s hand slid into his pants. The older man jolted. Fingers traced along his length experimentally. When she came to his tip, a ragged, strangled groan reached her ears. Wetness slickened her thumb. She pressed it on his tip, forcing an uncharacteristically shy plea from him. 

“Wait.” He whispered, sweat lining his entire face, a meek expression.

Korra didn’t. The faces he was making, the noises she was drawing from him, it was all too good to stop now. Besides, she told herself, a little humiliation went a long way. She’d learned that with Tarrlok not too long ago. Palm wrapped around his warm, heavy flesh, Korra could feel her own desire heighten. The smell of sex and obscene wet  slaps  filled the small hall. 

“Avatar.” He whimpered shakily. He was so close now, only a little more and he’d finish. Breathing hard, Amon pressed against her hand even more. Korra seemed pleased by this development. Without warning, she reached through the bars and guided his hand to her chest. Eyes widened. Her cheeks were red, the warmth of her body against him perfect. Better than any dream he’d had, any fantasy he indulged privately. 

Bucking against her hand, his thumb flicked over her nipple. Korra sighed contentedly when he did. Her breasts were warm, heavy,  perfect against his rough, calloused hands. The older man groped her chest greedily, drinking in the pleasure on Korra’s face. Her breathing was becoming heavy, too. He imagined her naked below him, chest exposed, defiant as she was now. That burning fight in her until he fucked it out of her and made her come so hard she’d have no choice but to submit to him forever. 

Amon groaned throatily, finally coming. He could hardly breathe, the Avatar felt so good around him. Korra’s hand stroked him a few more times, eventually slowing to a stop. Her hand withdrew from his pants. Shoulders shaking, Amon’s heated gaze fixed on her. His hand was still on her chest. Hungrily, his other hand reached through the bars to fondle her more.

The Avatar pulled away from him. She bent his spend off her hand, flinging it into the corner of his cell. That insufferable grin hadn’t faded. She grabbed the lantern and eyed him satisfactorily. Korra knew she’d never have to worry about nightmares with Amon again. Other types of dreams, however… Her smirk deepened.

“We should do this again sometime.”

With that, the light from the candle flickered and faded with her.
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    He thought he’d died. He should have, really. 

But he woke up bandaged, bruised, bloody, and irate. Amon looked at his surroundings, trying to decipher if this was a pre-death vision, some comfort his mind created for himself before he was gone forever. But the room was not familiar. A thick, coarse blanket lay on him. Old wood walls and splintered floorboards speckled with the odd nail here and there. The room was almost bare. A nightstand next to the lumpy bed he was lying on, a small bucket of water in the corner. Austere and mysterious. A small window lay adjacent to the door of the room. The simple pane of glass was warped. Whether that was the result of time or meddling, he couldn’t tell. He swallowed dryly. 

Amon (Should he still use that name when he failed?) tried to flex his fingers and found most of them were gone. He could thank Tarrlok for that, if—

His eyes grew wide, remembering. His brother, what had happened, if he hadn’t survived—

His panicked thoughts about Tarrlok were diminished when he noticed a shadow cast on the glass. The window (if he could even call it that) obscured what was outside, glass so deformed he could only  guess  that whatever was lurking was the reason he was lying here. The shadow disappeared from the glass, doorknob rattling a moment later. 

The Avatar opened the door to his room. The last person in the world he'd hoped to see.

Yeah, he was dead. Spirits must be playing a cruel trick on him in his dying moments, letting him see the embodiment of everything he hated, knowing his brother was dead because of him, and now he was at the Avatar’s mercy. Would this torment last long? He would rather be dead now. He exhaled, turning over on his side so he wouldn’t have to see her. 

His bandaged torso did not like that, as pain shot through his entire right side. Wincing, rolling onto his back (which hurt as bad), he groaned miserably. 

“You shouldn’t move too much,” The Avatar’s voice broke the silence. “You’re pretty banged up.”

The man said nothing. He took in the sight of the girl, not nearly as wilted as the last time he had seen her. To his dismay, she seemed chipper. Like she was taking some pleasure in seeing him so weak.

Maybe he couldn’t blame her for that.

“At least you’re awake,” She spoke again. Did she like to hear herself talk? “You’re lucky. You didn’t get hurt as much as your brother did.”

The man jolted upright at the mention of his brother. It quickly proved to be a horrible idea. Searing pain ripped through his torso again, forcing him to lie down again. 

“Is he… Is he alive?”

The Avatar studied him carefully, a curious expression on her face. 

“Yes,” Relief flooded through him, tears pricking at his eyes. “Take it easy, okay? You’re in no condition to move.”

“I want to see him.” 

The Avatar’s face grew somber. Her hand came up to rub the back of her neck. 

“I don’t think that’s a good idea.” 

Raw indignation burned through his thoughts. He nearly sat up in protest before he thought better of it.

“Do you think we’ll hurt you if we’re together?” He scoffed. Tarrlok couldn’t bend anymore, so the one she’d have to worry about was  him. 

The Avatar’s expression stayed serious. 

“I’m not afraid of you,” Her voice was steady. Her heart stayed calm, unaffected. He hated that. “You can barely sit up right now. You wouldn’t get very far if you tried anything.”

“Then this is your way of punishing us? Keeping us apart?” He spat the accusation out. Frustration was starting to settle in him, restlessness in his nerves.

“Amon,” She sat at the edge of his bed and he wanted to recoil hearing that name from her mouth. Her tone was serious, oddly collected. Her fingers fidgeted with the frayed edge of the blanket. A nervous tic. “Tarrlok told me he doesn’t want to see you.”

His heart dropped. 

Funny. Out of all the outcomes, that hadn’t occurred to him as a possibility. A heavy, oppressive weight bloomed in his chest. 

“Liar,” He gritted out, not even believing himself. “You’re lying. I can—can feel your heart, I know you’re  lying.”

The Avatar seemed taken aback but irritated. She sighed loudly. 

“We both know that isn’t true.”

At a loss for words, he stayed silent, jaw tense. The girl shook her head, a small grimace on her lips.

“Look, I need to redress your bandages. Can you let me do that?”

Tears burned at his eyes, blinking them away as quickly as he could. His only family didn’t want to see him, that didn’t make sense, that couldn’t be true, he knew Tarrlok, knew how much his brother looked up to him, how could Tarrlok  not  want to see him?! While he agonized over this, the Avatar reached for the bandages on his torso. As much as he wanted to hiss and draw back from her, he found he didn’t have the strength. Her hands quickly removed the bandages on his chest, legs, and arms. Dried blood and gnarly scars littered his skin—if you could even call it that. His right hand was gone, left hand having three fingers left. I'm going to have to learn to write again, the unwanted thought came to him.

“Amon, I’m going to heal you, okay? I don’t want your wounds to get infected. It’s going to hurt, but I need to do it.”

The Avatar's voice distracted him from his misery. His eyes grew in surprise. She seemed to recognize the confusion in his face. She exhaled, drawing water from the bucket in the corner. 

“After you took my bending, I thought I was only ever going to be able to air bend. But Aang helped me. He restored my ability to bend all elements.”

It took everything in his will not to curse. Of course.  Fucking Avatars.  

The water in the Avatar’s hands fell to his skin. A raw stinging heat flared up the moment it did. All he could feel was the slow, awful pain of healing. He ground his teeth together, biting back any noises. Water and blood congealed together. His skin burned. The Avatar was concentrating on his chest, the push and pull of the water leaving him exhausted. After what seemed like an eternity, the water found his scabbed and very unpleasant looking legs, and eventually his arms fell under her attention. Without a struggle, the Avatar finally redressed his wounds. 

His face flushed from the embarrassment of having this  girl  take care of him. Worse was the dread pooling from knowing his brother didn’t want to see him. Tears once again burned at his eyes. This was too horrible to be a dream. Even the spirits couldn’t come up with something so perfectly tailored to make him  miserable.

“Leave.” He rasped, struggling to hold back. 

The Avatar did not. The blood-filled water she had been using to heal him fell back into the bucket. Silence filled the air. An agonizingly long moment of quiet overtook the room.

“Are you okay?”

“Leave,” He repeated. “You’ve done enough.”

The Avatar watched him. To his dismay, she sat on the edge of the bed again. Her hand found a healed part of skin on his leg and rubbed it consolingly. 

“I’m sorry about what happened between you and Tarrlok.” 

The tears he had been fighting to hide finally spilled over. He felt mortified, so sore he couldn’t even wipe away his own tears. Sobs wracked his chest, knowing now that he had completely failed.  The Avatar was unaffected, his movement was dead, and the only person he cared about didn’t want anything to do with him.  Worthless, he told himself. Tarrlok’s hatred was the least he deserved. He deserved this, deserved everything he was feeling now. Dying in the boat would have been a mercy, but the world did not want to be merciful to him. It never was.

“It’s okay to cry, Amon.” The Avatar’s voice broke his self-loathing thoughts. Her hand came to his cheek, wiping some away. His breath hitched when he realized he appreciated the comfort.

“Don’t call me that,” He jerked back, glaring at her even through tears. He ignored the small warmth in his chest that came from her compassion. “I failed. Are you satisfied? Do you like seeing me powerless? I don’t need your pity.”

The Avatar looked unsure and drew back. She sat unmoving on the bed, gaze flitting from the floor to the door a few times. 

“Should I call you Noatak instead?”

Hearing his name from her was surreal. If the raw pain from his body wasn’t all-encompassing, he’d still have assumed this was a bizarre dream he couldn’t wake up from. The hush falling over the two only twisted the knife of his old name in more. 

“Fine,” He grumbled. “Will you go.”

The Avatar, though hesitant, nodded. She picked the bucket up, resting it on her hip. She came to the door and the warped glass of the not-window. She turned to face him. 

“I’ll be back with dinner later. Get some rest, Noatak.”

The door clicked behind her. That familiar loneliness he’d cultivated for twenty-six years returned. He closed his eyes. The ache in his chest worsened. More tears escaped him as he ruminated on what the Avatar had told him. A warmth passed over him as he recalled the moment the Avatar touched his face, said his name. His heart thudded.

Alone, scarred, and bandaged, Noatak was left to ponder why he  liked  how his name sounded coming from her.
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   “Thirty days have passed since the tragic passing of Avatar Korra. A vigil was hosted in her honor, attended by bereaved family and friends. In her fight with Amon, the Avatar was dragged into the water with him. Neither resurfaced. Efforts to locate their bodies proved ineffective, as Yue Bay’s currents are volatile this time of year. Councilman Tenzin resigned not long after her premature death.  



   “She is remembered fondly as a courageous, powerful girl who enjoyed rides on her polar-bear-dog and pro-bending with friends. She is survived by her parents, uncle, and cousins. The White Lotus have begun preparations to look for the new Avatar in the Earth Kingdom. The process won’t be finished until a child is old enough to bend other elements reliably. 



   “Republic City holds its breath, the end of the Equalist threat overshadowed by the young woman’s passing. The future is uncertain. 


 “Now, for a word from our sponsor! Can you imagine a picture in motion? A dazzling ‘Mover’ will premiere—” 

Amon switched the radio off. Korra, bound and distraught, lay on the ground before him. 

“I told you they wouldn’t be looking for you.” Amon moved to the small bed behind her and sat on it. Korra sat rigidly, unblinking at the news. 

It had been a month since he’d abducted her, ripped her away from everyone she knew, and forced her on the run with him. Being the Avatar didn’t matter. When Amon had pulled her ashore, he’d given her a look so angry, so rage-filled she feared he’d kill her. Instead, he stripped her of the last element she could bend. Despair had swallowed her last triumph.

To avoid suspicion, Amon had cut her hair, forced her into new clothes, and checked them in and out of cheap hostels along the path away from Republic City. She missed her long hair. It had always been a point of pride to Korra to let it grow out. The daily minutiae of tying her hair grounded her. 

She looked different now. She’d lost weight, muscle definition fading with a lack of training. Dark circles under her eyes and chin length hair seemed to fool the average passerby. Korra considered the many spare identification papers Amon had on hand. Her memory flitted to that ominous cage in Tarrlok’s secret cabin. 


   Horrible family. 


She couldn’t quite get used to the new names he chose for them. Every town they visited, they’d use a different name. Paranoid? Yes. Good at covering his tracks? Yes. Not like she was able to do much. Every escape attempt left her twisted and sore under his watchful eye.

Once, she had nearly lost Amon in a crowd. In the small moment of freedom she had, she grabbed the arm of a woman. Korra almost told her who she was, almost said she needed help, but Amon slipped inside her. Her voice wouldn’t work. The woman had stared at Korra confusedly, and Korra prayed she would recognize her. 

She didn’t. The woman wretched her arm out of Korra’s grasp, perplexed and annoyed, before walking away. Amon’s hand grabbed her shoulder tightly a moment later. Ever since, he’d kept her on a tight leash. She was usually gagged and bound to a bed most days, while Amon left their hostel to make quick money. Blood-bending made someone a great pick-pocket. Korra didn’t have the privilege of leaving often. When she did, she’d sigh in relief, feeling the sun on her skin again.

That relief would hardly last long. He’d rest an arm around her shoulders when they were in public. A gesture that didn’t seem out of the ordinary. She’d feel him, feathery touches in her blood. It was hard to tell when he wasn’t inside her. Sometimes she’d swear he left her alone, only to feel the slightest tug in her arm, a breath in her body that wasn’t hers. 

“If you behave,” He once whispered to her, a dangerous look on his face. “I won’t have to do this anymore.”

Neither of them believed that.

Korra slumped forward, withered and dismayed. Her friends, her family, Naga, all of them thought she was dead. The White Lotus were already looking for a new Avatar. Dying in the bay wouldn’t have been as bad as this. Heart aching, tears fell from her eyes. Quiet sobs escaped her. The sun was setting, slats of light fading through the window. She didn’t know how much more of this she could take, how much crueler could he be?

“Why?” She croaked, tears spilling over onto the floor. “Why are you doing this to me?”

She heard the bed-sheets rustle behind her. Strong arms hoisted her onto the mattress. Amon laid her down, hovering over her. Pure loathing crossed his features. Without warning, he straddled her thin, trembling frame. Pale eyes filled with resentment and fury left Korra choking, gasping for air.

 No, she realized dully,  It’s the hands around my throat.  

The older man’s hands encircled her neck, pressing brutally into her skin. Her breath stolen from her, more tears surfaced. His grip on her tightened, and if she could see it, Korra was sure his knuckles would be white. Teeth gritted, a scowl burned onto his face.

“This is your own fault,” He began choking her harder. Spots appeared in her vision, specks blurring together, bleeding into her sight. “If you hadn’t forced me, none of this would have happened. You did this to yourself.”

The pressure on her neck worsened. Was this how she would die? Hundreds of miles from home, alone, strangled to death by a man who hated her? Korra brought her bound hands up to the ones around her neck in a desperate plea. 

“N-Noatak, stop.” She rasped, hardly able to force the words out. 

To her surprise, he did. She gasped, gulping down as much air as she could. Amon still straddled her, watching her with an indecipherable expression. Korra couldn’t help but cry. She cried loudly, and Amon unexpectedly let her. The weight of the older man was too much, settled on her hips like he was going to—

The thought made her shudder. A strangled whine burst from her throat when he stroked her cheek. He wiped away a tear with his thumb. Korra nearly puked when he brought his thumb to his mouth, licking her despair. She said nothing, terrified he would choke her again. He leaned down, breath tickling her ear.

“I hate you,” Perhaps the least surprising thing he’d said to her. He rolled his hips against her. Terror struck her. She began to struggle under him. “I told you I would destroy you. I’m a man of my word.”

He got off her, a rare moment of relief flooding Korra. Said relief didn’t last long. His blood-bending grip burrowed deep under her skin, heat and pain erupting in a place Korra had feared he might touch. Korra’s body was no longer hers. The insidious and overwhelming sense of Amon inside her left her quaking.

“Stop—” Her own voice didn’t sound like her, too weak and pleading to really be Korra. 

An unrestrained moan escaped her, feeling the older man’s efforts. Pleasure, alien and horrible, rippled through Korra. Amon’s stare bore into her.

“Why should I.” His voice, cold and demeaning, pierced her. She couldn’t answer him, overcome with the intoxicating heat blooming in her core. 

Amon sat on the edge of the bed, calloused hand coming to fondle Korra’s chest. She’d thrash away from him if she had any control over her body. The older man’s hands traced over her breasts. The combined attention he was giving her chest and most intimate spot forced another moan from the girl. Horrified, Korra felt a sudden spark in her abdomen. His fingers ghosted along her nipple, pinching it hard. The Avatar shuddered, unable to move. She could only blink her constant tears away.

Amon’s cruel stare settled on her. The sight of the Avatar debased, violated, and terrified almost made up for his ruined life. Amon leaned over her, watching every iteration of despair flit across her face. Korra groaned in need because he willed it.

“I hate you,” He repeated, thumbing another tear off her cheek. He tasted it. “You’re an abomination.”

Korra shrieked when his tongue pressed against her cheek, lapping up stray tears. He groaned lecherously, another spike of pleasure in Korra’s abdomen. The severity of what he said horrified her. To some extent, what he was saying was already true. She didn’t have free will anymore. She couldn’t fight him without her bending. She was little more than a warm body for Amon to control, assault, defile. That realization shattered her.

Pangs of pleasure swelled, becoming more insistent and impossible to escape. Amon was hard now. Seeing her so broken and defeated stirred a desire he’d never felt before. His hand continued to assault her, slipping under her shirt and squeezing her breasts with a raw, burning need. Korra yelped, groaning and whining under his hold. 

The pressure building in her cunt made the moment he pinched her nipple incredible. Despite the turmoil her mind was in, Korra’s body obeyed every silent command Amon gave it. She was a spectator watching as her body twitched in pleasure, enjoying every second the older man violated her. His other hand gently stroked her bruised throat.

“You’re going to want this,” Amon grabbed her breast roughly. Korra’s gaze snapped to his dark, baleful eyes. “When I’m done, you won’t be able to refuse. You’re going to beg for everything I do to you.”

Korra was frozen as she came. She whimpered pathetically, vision blurred from how much she was crying. Amon looked unimpressed. His rough grip on her breast grew painful. Her mind blanked, trying to focus on something, anything other than this. Korra couldn’t. Amon was still inside her, a ghostly presence she could feel scrape against her bones. 

Thoughts blotted and stained. The overwhelming pressure in her abdomen ebbed and flowed.  He’s toying with me. As Amon disrobed her, laying her bare for him, Korra stared vacantly at the ceiling.

~*~*~

No escape, no recourse. It wasn’t easy to adjust to. 

Fair or not, this was her reality. She hardly knew if her movements were her own anymore, if her body was something she could trust. Anything that fell under his influence was vulnerable. They travelled. Town to town, city to city, village to village. Once or twice, Korra wondered what it would be like to live a domestic life in cozy villages. She’d watch the scenery pass by, snow start to fall. The nostalgic glow brought her some comfort, something that reminded her of her parents. Naga. Her home.

Amon held her close at night when it got cold. Korra would lie limply, feeling his heartbeat against her back. When he woke in the morning, she would feel him instinctively slip into her. He’d still pretend to be asleep, holding her tightly while his predatory will teemed beneath her skin. Korra imagined this was his way of ‘keeping her in line’. As horrible as it sounded, it was incredibly effective. His plan to instill desire in her had worked. 

Korra couldn’t help but beg for him the way he said she would. Amon could be so gentle, taking her slowly and savoring her body. More often than not, he took her roughly. She’d be on her knees—at some point, she couldn’t tell if she did it voluntarily or if it was his doing— for him. He’d whisper her worst fears to her. Told her the world was better off without her. No one was looking for her. She was worse than a failure. Her body was forced to obey every silent, unseeable command he gave it. 

One night, Amon approached her differently. He seemed a bit fidgety, taking her aside. Korra hesitantly sat on her knees before him, as was routine. The older man’s hands gingerly traced along her neck. Flinching, Korra froze. He hadn’t laid his hands on her since that awful night. That didn’t mean much when he still physically controlled her and monitored every aspect of her body. And a flush rose to her face, wondering what he’d do to her tonight. The man thumbed over her throat.

“I have something for you.”

His other hand slipped behind her neck. A cool ribbon pressed against her skin. He fastened the necklace quickly. Korra’s gaze drifted to the pendant. It wasn’t intricate. A drop of water had been etched onto it. It was a smooth, simple blue. She wondered if he made it so generic other people wouldn't take note of it. Amon’s hands began stroking her hair. He actually smiled at her. The older man kissed her along her neck.

“We should consummate our relationship.”

Korra’s hands trembled. Amon's phantom hold slid along her spine, trailing around and pooling into each nerve and tendon it could. He was inside her, proving once and for all she would not escape him under his control. Korra closed her eyes, tears beginning to blur her vision. Her head rested in his lap. Amon continued to pet her hair, his hold on her ghosting along every inch of her body.

“Okay." Her voice came out trembling, still crying. 

His fingers yanked on a lock of hair.

"You can be a bit more enthusiastic," His voice, though calm, carried an edge Korra could easily pick up on. "Do I need to make you?"

"N-no," Korra shivered, moving so she was between his legs. "I'll be good. I want this."

Her tears failed to convince either of them. Korra inhaled sharply, hands trailing along his thighs. The former Avatar tried to offer an eager smile, but it faltered when his hand slid down her torso. She hiccuped. More tears escaped.

"Convince me," Amon drawled, dark stare making Korra feel so, so small. "If you stop crying, I'll be gentle."

The girl's shoulders trembled. He had never said this before, never made this sick of a bargain. She didn't know how dire the consequences would be if she refused, or worse, failed. Blood roared in her ears as she tried to blink away any remnants of her discomfort. Korra, for some reason, couldn't. She sniffled, wiping them away, but more and more came to replace them. With a lurch in her stomach, Korra realized she could feel him behind her eyes.

"Wait," She wiped away more tears, "You're making it worse."

Amon's lips curled up.

"Is that your way of saying you can't stop?"

Korra stared in disbelief, feeling the man's purposeful will usher out tears. Amon leaned forward, cupping her face in his hands. His mouth came to her cheek, tears dribbling onto his tongue.

"I'm a man of my word. I wish I could have been gentle," The dark humor in his voice made Korra's heart thud. "But a more base union is fine."

Korra felt her muscles lock under his intent stare. He laid her on the bed, her inert body lying prone while his stare raked over her. This was how his twisted game would always start. Then came his hands, quickly removing all her clothing. Her body shivered in the chill of the room. Her skin was bruised along her chest and thighs. Those were the places he seemed to lavish his most attention, though her ass had its moments in his eye. Korra couldn't help but clench in anticipation, knowing soon what he'd do to her body.

"Beautiful."

The older man straddled Korra, a position reminding her eerily of the first time he'd violated her. His hands wandered along her skin, callouses tickling her smooth, vulnerable body. The man's mouth lowered to her chest, tongue swirling around a pert nipple. She groaned. He was already stiff. Arousal was pooling in her, though if it was her body's natural reaction or Amon's debauched influence, she couldn't tell. Either way, her body wanted what her mind did not.

He pulled back and got off her. For a brief, naive moment, Korra thought he would not follow through. Her hopes dashed when she saw him removing his clothes out of the corner of her eye. 

Now naked, the older man straddled Korra once more. Eyes, cold and inhuman, crinkled slightly as he took in the sight of the young Avatar trapped under him. A breathy sigh left him. Without warning, he entered her. Korra could not stop her tears. As subconscious as breathing, she cried. Hips pressed flush to her, the ache of him entering her stinging. The rhythm of their bodies moved in tandem to his desire. 

“So young,” He groaned out, pace quickening. Korra couldn’t stop the throaty, wanton noises bubbling up from her throat. The most reciprocation she’d willingly give him. “I’ll never let you go.”

Her thoughts raced at his words—No! No! No—

Amon's hips rutted against Korra's. The warmth of his mouth on her breast distracted her briefly, a high pitched whine leaving her. His mouth pressed into a thin, sinister satisfaction.

"Even though you fight," He continued to press into her. Korra can feel his heat, his laughter, his breath ghosting over her skin. Wetness began to pool out of her folds from his abuse. "Breaking you down is always incredible."

Korra wished she could refute the ever-growing pleasure in her abdomen. It wasn’t enough for him to force her into this. It wasn’t enough for him to see her cry and beg for him to stop. All that would sate his sick desires was her trapped, brought low, and forced to feel the pleasure he wanted her to feel. Her body no longer obeyed her. Try as she might to fight this, Korra simply couldn’t. A sadistic leer crossed Amon’s face.

“Keep fighting me,” His hips rolled against her harshly. Korra’s breath stuttered. “I can feel your resistance, Avatar…”

“Amon,” Korra’s voice warbled. Her voice didn’t sound anything like her. “Stop.”

Relishing how long she endured, Amon laughed. 

His hands splayed across her brown skin with fervor she hadn’t yet seen from him. To her horror, his lips found hers. This kiss was deep, brutal, inescapable. His tongue slid against hers, teeth finding her bottom lip and drawing blood. The older man groaned obscenely, his deep timbre resonating richly. 

“Mine.”

 He began thrusting into her fiercely. Amon’s pace was horrible, spikes of discomfort threading across her lower abdomen. Korra whined in pain.

“So good for me,” He was speaking  at  her rather than to her. It was a common enough occurrence for her to not be surprised by it. “Obedient little thing.”

Korra sobbed at that. Her clit ached, stiff from his intention and the utter degradation. Not a person, not Korra, but a  thing  for him to derive pleasure from. A warm, pliant body with no will of its own. An obedient  object  he could abuse, fuck, ravish. Pressure, hot and traitorous, burned in her clit at the realization. The smell of sex filled her nose. Against all logic, her cunt grew wetter with this thought.


   Stop, stop, stop! 


He didn’t. Nor did the thoughts that made her unravel.

Korra couldn’t escape this. Escape  him. She had lost. Shame, stark and awful, seeded deep into her thoughts. Nothing she did would change what he wanted, what he willed. He had the power to make every sick desire, twisted fantasy, and sadistic want a reality. He burned inside her. A particularly punishing and abusive thrust drew a needy whine from the girl. 

Punitive and vindictive hips forced a groan from the girl. The older man’s cock was getting harder to deny; harder to stave off pleasure. Korra was helpless to every thought he had. Her body wasn’t hers anymore. Amon’s psychic hold made her nothing more than a docile, warm puppet. The way his influence and control nestled into every vulnerable nook and cranny, Korra felt nausea overwhelm her. He fucked into her hard. 


   I’m not even a person anymore. 


Amon’s hips were picking up pace, groans heavy and lecherous.


   I’m a toy for him. 


Wet slaps echoed in the small room, another reminder of the unwanted pleasure throbbing in her abdomen.


   I’m nothing. 


Her peak lit every nerve aflame, electricity rippling through her sensitive, vulnerable skin. Voice reaching a fever pitch, Korra’s head fell back in ecstasy.The degrading, horrible thoughts that were all her own pushed her over the edge. She contracted around him, loving every moment he fucked into her. Her hot, blinding release streamed out all at once, soaking the sheets under them. Sobs wracked her, unable to see clearly. She was his, thrusts picking up pace. Amon’s eyes squeezed shut in concentration. Her legs felt leaden, heavy and weak under the knowledge that she was no longer  herself . 

With a final, guttural groan, Amon came inside her. His hot, horrible release earned a debauched whimper from the poor girl. He forced himself in her a few more times, thrusts lazily riding the wave of his orgasm inside the young Avatar. Sensitive, overstimulated, and broken, Korra watched with glassy, vacant eyes as his hands found her neck again. Still inside her, he simpered. 

The older man leaned down, lips capturing hers again. She reciprocated, unable to do anything else. 

“You will never escape me.”

Korra could only nod. He didn’t even make her. She was just acknowledging the truth. That she, the Avatar, the one person in the world who possibly had a chance of defeating him, was nothing more than a possession for him. That her friends, family, everyone she ever cared about believed she was dead. That with his watchful eye and control, Korra was nothing, would be nothing, and would remain nothing. She was his, and what she wanted didn’t matter anymore. 

That night, and many after, she belonged to him.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you all for reading. Any and all feedback is appreciated.

        
Author's Note:Any and all feedback is appreciated.
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