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Summary: 
            Instead of escaping from Amon in the mountains, Korra was captured by the Equalists. Without Korra, Republic City easily falls to the revolution. Everything in the city fell under Amon's control, including Korra.

          







1. Trapped

Author's Note:
      This fic is a vent fic. It contains graphic depictions of rape. I urge you to stay away if this subject matter would be triggering to you. Please be kind, if you don't like it don't read it. It is also cross posted on Fanfiction.net on my other account.

    


    
    When Korra opened her eyes, she was no longer trapped within the claustrophobic walls of Tarlock's makeshift prison. She found herself laying on a silken blue bed in the center of a small room. Korra sat up slowly, her head aching and her body weak from hunger and dehydration. She struggled to remember how she got there, wherever she was. Looking around, Korra recognized nothing in this foreign room. The walls reminded her of home, as there was an excess of water tribe paraphernalia littered around the area. Upon closer inspection, the room was definitely designed with the Northern Water Tribe in mind. There were two doors, one leading to a bathroom and the other most likely an exit, though the exit was unfortunately closed. She figured that escape was not an option and sat back with a groan.

Slowly, Korra recalled what happened before she lost conciousness. Tarlock was caught by Amon and stripped of his bending as she listened helplessly from her cage. After that, they electrocuted her box while she was trapped inside.Korra cringed as she remembered the feeling of electricity coursing through her body. The Equalists didn't give her a fighting chance, sio Amon must have been moving towards his end game. He did say he was saving her for last.

A thought occurred to Korra as she was examining the situation she found herself in. "If I was captured by the Equalists..." she started worriedly, raising her hand up to her face. "Did they take my bending?"

Korra tried to produce flame in the palm of her hand, but nothing came. Korra gasped, trying again. Still nothing. She went through as many bending forms as she could with her lack of energy and space, but she felt no connection to the elements. "No!" Korra cried. She felt tears form in her eyes, but even in her tired state she refused to cry.

The teen steeled her emotions before hoisting herself off the bed. She was burning on sheer willpower alone, having not eaten for a few days. She managed to drag herself to the exit and, slumping against the door, she weakly pounded on it. "Is anyone out there?"

On the other side of the door, Korra heard a muffled voice, but it wasn't speaking to her. "Tell Amon that the Avatar has awoken." It was, if she remembered correctly, Amon's Lieutenant. The annoying one who had attacked her with his electric batons, and the guy who had electrocuted her unconscious.

"Yes sir." Footsteps echoed down the hallway until they disappeared completely. After a few excruciating minutes, two sets of footsteps could be heard approaching her door.

"Open the door." Came Amon's low voice. It was unlocked and promptly opened, before Korra had a chance to prepare herself to come face to face with Amon.

The masked man had an intimidating presence, his eyes bearing down on Korra through the slits in the mask. Korra took a step back as Amon entered the room and signaled for the door to be closed. "You all may go. I want absolute privacy with the Avatar until further notice." He waved them off, keeping his eyes on the Avatar.

The leader of the Equalists and the Avatar-in- training held eye contact as the sentries cleared the area. A part of Korra wished for the chi blockers to return. Even if they hated her, she preferred it when they were in the room, too. It was very unnerving for the teen to be alone with Amon.

Korra didn't know what Amon hoped to achieve with this standoff, but she wasn't going to give it to him without a fight. They were silently taking eachother in, waiting for the other to make the first move. Korra straightened her back to appear more menacing, but in reality she was struggling to stand upright. Amon made the first move. He removed his mask, so that Korra could see his real, unscarred face. His skin was dark, like hers, and that combined with the room design suggested he was also water tribe.

"You lied!" Korra gasped. "You told your followers that you lost your face to a Firebender!"

Amon smiled, stalking closer. "That doesn't matter in the slightest. What matters is that right now, I am in control." He continued walking closer. Korra, like an identically charged magnet, was repelled backwards with every step. She was pushed back until she was tripped, landing on her back on the middle if the bed.

"Get away from me!" Korra cried as Amon grabbed her legs, dodging her kicks so as to climb over her legs and straddle her torso. She blindly punched at him and grinned when her fist made contact with his jaw.

The man above her growled, rubbing his jaw. "You're going to regret that. I was going to be soft with you, but now I realize that this must purely an educational experience for you." With one hand, he pinned her flailing wrists above her head to the mattress. His grip was strong enough to bruise her skin.The other hand went to caress her cheek.

"It doesn't matter what I do to you." The gloved hand crept downward. "I control you, just like I control this city." His free hand shot to Korra's neck, wrapping around it to block off her airway. She bucked her hips and struggled as best she could, but to no avail. Just as her vision was dimming and black was overtaking her, he let go. Korra lay limp as she sucked in as much air as she could. Amon moved on.

His hand was now on her breast, squeezing roughly. Korra whimpered. From his side, Amon unsheathed a knife. Korra's eyes went wide, but she quickly fixed her face into a hard glare. Her brought the silver blade up to Korra's eye, so that the young woman could see just how sharp the blade was.

"I am going to use this to cut your clothes off. " Amon explained coldly. "If you don't hold still, it will most certainly cut into your skin. I do not care in the slightest how much it nicks you in the process."

Korra lay as still as possible as Amon cut through her clothing. He let go of her wrists, and Korra's arms fell to the bed. The tip of the knife was placed at her shirt collar, with the sharp end facing the fabric. It was pulled through the fabric smoothly, leaving Korra's top half only covered by her bindings. The torn fabric of her shirt was tossed aside haphazardly. Korra looked up at Amon pleadingly, but he continued. He stripped her waist of the fur before pulling her pants from her legs and throwing both clothing items ot the floor. This left Korra in only her underwear. The knife was tossed aside, too, before Amon reached for Korra's bindings.

A new determination ignited inside of Korra as she attempted to push the older man off of her body. Had she been at full energy, she may have stood a chance. Amon simply slapped the poor girl across the face and pinned her wrists down again. Her bindings were removed and her breasts were left exposed in the cold air of the room. Amon leaned down and bit a nipple, causing Korra to whimper. "Please stop."

Amon shook his head before leaning down and connecting their lips. He locked Korra into a domineering kiss,pulling her in as she tried to pull away. His hand trailed lower, moving under the waistband of Korra's underwear. He pulled them down, and positioned himself so that he was straddling her waist with his own. He unzipped his pants and lined himself up with Korra's sex.

She was still dry, but Amon didn't care. He thrusted himself forward and Korra screamed. His pace was quick and unrelenting. Korra's cries simply turned into silent whimpers as he took her virginity. Exhaustion took over, and Korra could no longer do anything but take the humiliating rape. She let her arms lay uselessly on the bed as her body was fondled.

"That's right...I own you."

"I'm going to destroy all of your friends and take you over and over again.."

"Look at you, you're not even fighting."

"You want this, don't you?"

It didn't feel like her body anymore. Everything hurt. She tried to make herself feel nothing, but a warm liquid dripping down her thighs brought her back to reality. To her horror, she realized that it was her own blood pooling beneath her and, thankfully, acting as a lubricant. Korra was painfully trapped in reality as Amon continued pounding into her. Suddenly, the man above her groaned and released a stream of warm liquid inside of her.

"~Good girl~". Korra blacked out just as Amon pulled out of her.

  



2. A proposal made in isolation

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra deals with the aftermath of the rape and the accompanying isolation.

          


    
    For the past few days, Korra had been confined to the same room and its connecting bathroom. On the first day, a posse of stone faced men came to replace her blood stained sheets. They spared her no pity as they went about their job and promptly left. Her meals were delivered personally by the Lieutenant, and those interactions served as her only form of human contact. It made her captivity very monotonous and suffocating, being trapped with a bunch of strangers who resented her very existence.

Exploring the room gave her little distraction, as there were only so many objects to inspect. The solitude was terrible in multiple ways. She was lonely and bored inside the room, and that forced her to retreat into her head. She didn't want to remember what Amon had done. She didn't want to feel his hands on her body. She had taken multiple showers in an attempt to wash Amon off of her but no matter how hard she scrubbed or how red she would make her skin, she still felt him.

As Korra lay inside of the warm bath, she imagined her Polar bear dog sitting beside her and giving her comfort. Naga had always been her rock in times of isolation. Now she was set adrift in an ocean. The water even felt foreign to her without her bending. Now, for the first time in her life, Korrra was truly alone. She missed Naga, she missed Mako and Bolin, she even missed Asami. All she could do was hold onto the hope that she would see them again, and that this Nightmare would end.

The Avatar hoisted herself up out of the bath, and dried herself with a towel. Her body felt impossibly heavy as she pulled on the plain blue shirt and pants that had been left in a drawer.

Korra swiped the foggy bathroom mirror and stared at herself, at what she had become, before closing her eyes and sighing. She could do this. She walked to the door and opened it, allowing the trapped steam to escape into the bedroom.

Sitting on the bed without a mask, was Amon.

"Hello Korra." Korra flinched back the moment she heard Amon speak. She had questioned her own eyes in the moments before he opened his mouth, but hearing his voice sent her spiraling. Her entire body was racked with fear and it felt that she was trapped beneath him once again.

"W-What do you want?" Korra stammered, clutching the door behind her.

Amon chuckled. "Don't worry, I'm only here to talk." He pat the the mattress beside him expectantly.

Korra trembled, debating whether she would listen or whether she would make a break for the door. She had to weigh her fear of what Amon would do to her if she listened, and of what would happen to her if she failed at escaping.

"Well?"

Korra decided it would be best to listen. So, she walked slowly over to the bed and sat as far away from Amon as possible. The man rolled his eyes before grabbing Korra's wrist and pulling her closer.

"What?" Korra squeaked, her breathing already strained and her throat constricting. She looked at the floor in shame, clenching the bed sheets in her hands out of sheer nervousness.

In a shocking display of gentleness, Amon cupped Korra's cheek softly. "You don't have to be afraid of me as long as you listen."

Korra nodded quickly to placate the older man. She hated herself for acquiescing so quickly, but she felt that she had no other options.

"I need to show the world that us Equalists show no ill will towards the newly cleansed benders now that we have taken control of the city." Amon started.

Korra gasped, her eyes widening. The Equalists already won? What happened to her friends? What happened to Tenzin? The city fell because of her. It was all her fault. All her fault All her fau-.

Amon continued. "That is why you and I are arranged to be married two weeks from tomorrow."

"Married?" Korra was taken aback. She slapped his hand away from her face angrily and glared at him. Amon's face darkened but she didn't back down. "Why would I marry you?"

"Because if you don't, you and the people you care about will suffer." Amon stated coldly.

Korra looked into his eyes and recognized them immediately. They belonged to the man who had raped her, who had taken her to make a statement of dominance. This was a man who would go to extraordinary lengths to get what he wanted. She had no choice but to listen to him, even if everything in her said to fight back.

Korra closed her eyes and a single tear fell down her face. "I will marry you."

"Good." His demeanor changed. Amon pulled her close to him and she didn't resist. She had so much love for the people around her, she would never forgive herself if she were the cause for their suffering. Korra tried to stay still as Amon locked lips with her, pulling her into a long and dominating kiss. He bit her lip before going lower, to her neck, and sucking at the skin. He bit down and Korra cringed, but remained a statue.

Pulling away from the trembling teen, Amon wiped the stray tears from her face.

"Compose yourself. We're going to a meeting soon."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading! I will try to update as much as I can.

        




3. Reunion

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra is temporarily reunited with her friends

          


    
    Korra was allowed a few minutes to gather herself. She returned to the bathroom and splashed her face with some cold water to try and hide the fact that she'd been crying. After dabbing her face with a towel, she looked at her own reflection.The color drained from her face the moment she realized that her neck was littered with small bruises and one large bite mark. The teeth indents in her skin were quite apparent to anyone who would see her. She tried pulling her shirt up to cover the mark, though she knew it wouldn't work.

"Korra!" Amon called impatiently from the connecting room. Korra frowned, wiping the last of the water away before making her way to the bedroom.

"Come over here." Amon had moved to the door and his mask had returned. In his hand was some sort of blue necklace. Korra immediately recognized it as a betrothal necklace from the Northern Water tribe.

"Do you know what this is?" He asked calmly, holding it out for her to see the intricately designed item.Korra nodded as her eyes examined the necklace. It consisted of a long blue strip of silk. In the middle a beautiful blue stone, perhaps Lapis, had been attached.

The young woman allowed Amon to place it around her neck. After the strip of jewelry was secured, Amon opened the door and led Korra down the hallway.

She found herself relieved that at least she'd have that to cover her neck, so she wouldn't be completely humiliated at this meeting. Korra assumed that this would be a meeting with more unpleasant Equalists. She didn't want to give them more ammunition to insult her with.

The majority of the hallways were surprisingly empty as they walked, only passing the occasional guard going about their duties. They would give Amon a respectful nod before continuing down the labyrinthine hallways.

After a few minutes of this, they finally arrived at their destination. There were two guards positioned outside of a metal door. "I expect you to be on your best behavior." Amon reminded Korra as the Guards granted them entry. Korra entered with her eyes-and expectations-downcast.

"Korra?" A familiar voice called from inside. It was Tenzin, sounding more concerned than ever. Korra looked up to see many familiar faces sitting around a table. It was overwhelming, to see so many people after days of solitary confinement.

To the left of Tenzin sat Beifong and Asami. They were all looking at her with worry filled expressions. On the other end of the table, sat Hiroshi and the Lieutenant,who looked at her with indifference.

She was shocked, relieved, and ashamed all at once. Her mind went blank and she couldn't think of a response. She just stared blankly, internally hating herself for not being more elated. She should have been happier. They were okay! It was selfish of her to wish that they hadn't seen her. They must have been so worried, and here she was dismissing that.

The leader of the Equalists didn't appreciate her trepidation. From behind her, Amon nudged her forward and led her to her seat. She was seated in between Hiroshi and Amon, across the table from the people she trusted. Both sides glared at the other, unwilling to be the first to cut the tension. Tenzin was the first to speak.

He cleared his throat awkwardly. "We thought Tarlock had captured Korra with his blood bending. How is she here?" He and Korra made eye contact briefly before his eyes traveled to her neck. The former councilman looked angry, and Korra couldn't help but feel that his anger was directed at her. She looked away in shame.

Amon waved his hand, brushing the acolyte off. "That is of little importance. We have Tarlock in our custody as well. That is all you need to know."

Lin, who had been sitting with her arms crossed, spoke up. "Why did you bring us here. What do you want?" She had been around long enough to know that they weren't brought there just to catch up. Amon wanted something. What scared her most was the realization that he was going to use Korra to get it.

Amon chuckled. "Cutting to the chase I see. Well, I think it would be best if I let the Avatar tell you." Korra flinched as all eyes were drawn to her. She didn't want to tell them. They would realize how weak she really was, how undeserving of the Avatar title. But she had to be the one to tell them, to protect them.

"Amon and I are getting married." Korra said quietly. The room was silent. Hiroshi and the Lieutenant were unfazed, having been informed of this prior to the meeting. It was the captives who all looked distraught.

"I know for a fact that Korra doesn't want to marry you!" Asami hissed. She turned to her father. "How could you let this happen? How could you support a man who would do something so horrible?"

"Bending is a blight on the world! Amon is the savior who will cleanse it. What he's doing is right! When will you see that?" Hiroshi answered, his voice raising with every word.

Korra felt tears forming in her eyes. It was all too much. Tenzin Asami and Lin were all angry. They must have hated her for betraying them like this. The people in the room continued spewing insults at each other as Korra retreated more and more into herself. She knew she was seconds away from breaking down, but no one seemed to realize that. No one, except Tenzin who was attempting to get her attention. He called her name but Korra couldn't seem to hear him. After a while she heard nothing but her own self-deprecating thoughts.

It took Amon standing up from his chair and slamming his hands against the table for the room to silence. "I will give the Avatar a few minutes alone with you to explain. Hiroshi, Lieutenant let us leave for a moment."

As soon as the three men left the room, Tenzin rushed over to where Korra sat. Kneeling in front of her, he held her hand as he tried to calm her. Asami was next to her, brushing her fingers through her hair. Lin stood to the side, as she was inexperienced in this sort of thing but concerned nevertheless.

The teen started sobbing as she tried to push them away. "I don't deserve this!" She cried, burying her face in her hands. "You should hate me!"

"We don't hate you, Korra, we love you. We're glad you're okay. Everyone was so worried about you." Asami said quietly as she extended her hand again. "Please talk to us."

Korra hiccuped as she attempted to calm herself. She was no longer sobbing but she was still struggling to breathe normally. Tenzin led her through a series of calming breathes, which definitely helped. "In... And out...In...And out...Good...It's all right. We're here now."

They gave Korra a few moments of reprieve before they started assailing her with questions. They knew Korra had gone through a lot, as the Korra they knew would never display her emotions so freely unless something big had happened, but they had been so worried for her.

Korra was able to give them a summary of what happened with Tarlock at the mountains up until the present-though she left out what happened with Amon that first day. She explained to them that she was indeed marrying Amon even if she didn't want to.

In return, Tenzin informed her of what had happened in her absence. The rest of the council was forced to resign while Tenzin and Lin were allowed to keep some authority. They had never exerted their power over Nonbenders so now that they were stripped of their bending, they would still remain in the good graces of the public. All benders had been released once they were equalized, including Mako and Bolin. Amon was staying true to his word; He was trying to keep the peace between both sides of the dispute now that he was in control.

Lin remained silent throughout both explanations. Tenzin and Asami were satisfied with Korra's story, but Lin knew there was a key part missing. Something happened that Korra didn't want to tell them. Her eyes had been drawn to the bruising beneath Korra's necklace the entire time. She wanted to bring it up, but she hesitated. They were trying to keep the conversation as light as possible for Korra's sake. On the other hand, a secret would have been a heavy weight for Korra to carry when she was already bearing the weight of the world.

Lin asked the question before she could stop herself. "Where'd those bruises come from?"

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading! This is the first fic that I've actually posted so I'm glad that some of you took the time to read it! I plan to post more chapters though they may be more spread out because I will be busy with school. Thanks again!

        




4. Another temporary farewell

Summary for the Chapter:
            A well-meaning-but-socially-inept police chief, a young heiress, and a man with unresolved issues attempt to comfort a sheltered teen with the fate of the world resting on her shoulders. It goes as well as one would expect.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Thank you for the comments! I appreciate all of your suggestions. This is my first published work and I'm still adjusting to all the formatting and everything so please bear with me.




    
    Korra averted Lin's gaze and not-so-subtly tried to pull her shirt up to hide her neck.She knew it wouldn't work, but she didn't know what else to do because Lin was suspicious of her and doubted her so much already. The two of them were only just starting to connect. This relevantion would erase all of that progress, Korra was sure of it. Lin seemed unconvinced so, the teen tried to brush it off. 

"Nothing. It's nothing. It doesn't matter." She turned to Tenzin, smiling nervously. "How're Pema and the kids?"

Tenzin frowned and shook his head softly. "Please answer the question, Korra." By now, he was immune to most of Korra's tricks and distractions. She didn't want to talk about something so she was avoiding the topic. He knew the girl was often too guarded to admit her fears and weaknesses. She would avoid her feelings until she could avoid them no longer, then she would do something rash and reckless. It was a cycle that he was trying to help break her from, but a cycle she was still in. The air acolyte had to admit it was scary for him, too. He loved Korra like a daughter and felt responsible for her. He himself now noticed the bruises and it pained him to think if how they happened. She was obviously hurt, he couldn't ignore that, but he couldn't bring himself to delve deeper into the topic.

"That's it!" Lin reached forward before Korra could stop her and gently tugged down the piece of jewelry so that her skin was in full view. Korra's hands flew to her neck but it was too late. They saw. Her mind raced as she tried to think up a reasonable excuse. "I umm. It was a spider fly that did it. That's all. It doesn't matter."

Tenzin nodded solemnly, placing his hand on her shoulder.  "Did he do more?"

"It doesn't matter what he did or didn't do." The young Avatar crossed her arms and sank into her chair, almost like a child.

Asami spoke up. "It matters to us." Asami had grown close to Korra over the previous weeks. Asami was metaphorically isolated from normal life. Her father had kept her sheltered out of fear that she'd met the same fate as her mother. Even with all the privilege, she despised how out of touch she was now that Korra and the brothers opened her eyes to it. She and Korra had a connection because Korra was literally isolated from the world. Neither girl had had a close friendship like that before. It infuriated Asami to know that Korra didn't realize just how much they cared for her. "We care about you so much Korra. You have to know that."

She seemed so genuine that Korra almost believed her. She almost believed them all. But she knew the truth; It didn't matter what happened to her, they were only acting this way out of pity. She was a burden to Tenzin, a menace to Beifong, and a threat to Asami's relationship. She probably deserved to be Amon's wife, his prisoner. They shouldn't care about her as much as she cared about them. Enough about her. She would switch the topic to them.

"Can't we just talk about Tenzin's family? I've been really worried about them.."

"Sure." Lin sighed. "Go ahead, tell her." She pointed at Korra. "But don't think we won't ask about this again." Korra nodded to placate the older woman. Internally she felt that she had achieved a personal victory. She had outmaneuvered her friends so that she didn't have to selfishly make everything about her.

With a rare smile, Tenzin happily told Korra that Pema had gone into labor and brought a healthy little boy into the world. Tenzin's smile fell a little as he informed her that he had missed the birth because he had been captured by Equalists, but they were reunited as soon as he was equalized. 

It was at that moment that Korra fully realized the implications of their situation. Amon wouldn't imprison high profile benders and just allow them to keep their bending. He was indiscriminate in his judgment. The last airbending master had his bending taken away. Lin, the bending brothers, and everyone else who opposed the revolution were all equalized. I'm not unique, Korra reminded herself. I'm not the only one who had their bending removed. She wasn't even the Avatar anymore. She was a nobody.

All sound in the room dimmed as Korra blankly listened to the others talk. Every so often, she would fake a chuckle or a nod to make it seem like she was listening intently. It was honestly hard for her to focus. The scenery in the room kept changing, but only for her it seemed. The other's didn't see a predatory Amon standing over her, they couldn't have. They didn't know that with each impromptu question, Korra was trying to ground herself in reality. She was just tired, having had nightmare plagued dreams for days. The teen only needed to sleep, and was relieved when Amon and his Lieutenant reentered the meeting room.

Hiroshi entered as well and hastily grabbed his coat from the back of a chair. "Come, Asami. We are going home." The entrepreneur left the room and Asami hesitantly followed, waving sadly as she left. 

Amon turned to Lin and Tenzin and addressed them cordially. "The Lieutenant will escort you two back to your homes." 

Tenzin turned to Korra and extended his hand so that he could place it on Korra's shoulder. She knocked his hand to the side suddenly, so that she could pull him into a hug. The older man hugged back and gave her whispered promises that everything would be alright. Lin gave Korra one "Hang in there kid" before she and Tenzin deserted her, too.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Just a reminder to stay safe everyone!

        




5. The Betrothed

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon decides that he wants to know more about his fiancee.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Hope you enjoy the chapter!




    
    Once Korra and Amon were alone, Amon closed the door behind him and removed his mask. He sat down at the end of the table and gestured for Korra to take the seat next to him. "You did good." He said with a monotone inflection. 

She grumbled as she took the seat, moving the chair so that she and Amon weren't as squished together. Her arms crossed as she tried to self comfort, though she hoped Amon interpreted her behavior as obstinance rather than fear. "What now?"

"I think that we should talk."

"Talk?" Korra scoffed. "Talk about what?"

Amon seemed taken aback. "Seeing as you're my future wife, I thought it necessary that we have a simple conversation. No need to be so unpleasant." 

"I'm unpleasant? You have had so many opportunities to talk and you chose to hurt me instead." She turned away to hide her face, though the tears in her voice gave her away. Amon was acting like an entirely different person and blaming her for holding him accountable for his actions. Logically, she knew she was not even remotely at fault here. But still, he made her feel guilty and she didn't know why.

"I'm sorry that I wasn't as gentle as I had planned to be, but I was frustrated and you were being disobedient." Amon answered. 

In his mind, he had done nothing wrong. She was the one who was out of line for not listening. He correctly predicted that he would be her first and he originally planned on making the experience as enjoyable as possible. But if he learned anything from his father, it was that forfeiting control made a person weak. There was no space for error in their relationship. Secretly, he hoped that they would be able to make this marriage real, not just some political formality. Their children would be able to continue on his legacy of chi severing, but he refused to treat them like his father had treated him. He would be different.

The young woman tapped her fingers against the crook of her elbow. After she first saw him in person back at the Revelation, she thought that she had Amon all figured out. She was quite wrong. With each new interaction she was learning more and more about him, and nothing made sense. First she pitied him more than she feared him. Then she feared him. Then she became absolutely terrified of him. He was unpredictable and dangerous, but who really was he? She decided she wanted to know who she was dealing with. "What do you want to talk about?"

"What do you like to do?" Amon asked awkwardly. He wasn't equipped for social interaction as he never had the need to personally interact with others. He could manipulate an audience, but he couldn't seem to put his young captive at ease. 

That remark did not sit well with her at all. "All I've ever really had was my bending but you took that away from me."

Suddenly, Amon had an idea. "Maybe if you keep being good I'll give you your bending back." 

Korra's eyes widened. "You can give me my bending back?" For the first time in what felt like years, she felt hopeful. She was hopeful until she remembered who she was speaking to and what he was capable of.

"Yes," He lied. It was the perfect plan. He didn't really know how to restore her bending, but eventually she would learn that she doesn't need it. He was all she needed to be happy, and she was all he needed. If he could just make her see that, everything would be fine.

Korra was obviously uncomfortable with the idea, but determined to get her bending back. "What would..behaving... involve?"

Amon furrowed his eyebrows and rested his fingers on his chin. He needed to start with something simple so that he wouldn't immediately lose her interest. He could work up from there.  "Appearing with me in public and openly agreeing with the cause."

"No." Korra deadpanned. She was suspicious from the beginning, but that absolutely confirmed her suspicions. He was just using her like he used her before.

Spirits that's not good, Amon thought. He was planning on having her do that anyway as they announced their engagement. If the public knew that Korra was not on board one hundred percent with the marriage, they would lose trust in him. She was going to appear smitten with him whether she wanted to or not. "Well, you are required to do that anyways. I was just trying to give you an easy one." 

Korra was outraged. He still wasn't listening to her and speaking over her. Even after he claimed to want to have a civilized discussion. She stood up from her chair and, in a display of strength that surprised them both, she got in his face and said "The people of Republic city are worth more than my bending. I am the Avatar and my duty is to the people!"

Amon couldn't remember when he lost his composure. One second Korra was talking down to him and the next she was straining under the pressure of his blood bending. She looked terrified, and Amon felt a private thrill. He was the one in control.

"You- You can bloodbend?" Korra choked out as she floated a few inches above the ground. She floated helplessly as Amon went on an angry tirade, screaming at her with every word.

"You will listen to me! I'm have been so patient with you and

You keep exploiting that! You WILL do as I say or there will be consequences! Have you forgotten that I control what happens in this city? I could send away little Rohan so that that pretentious councilman will never see him again! Do you want that?"

"No!" Korra squeaked. Amon released her from his hold and she fell to the floor. She lay there trembling on her hands and knees, too afraid to do more. She didn't want to be hurt again. She wanted to go home. "Please let me go."

Amon stared at her for a moment. He didn't regret scolding her because she was out of line, but he did regret making her this scared of him. He walked over and kneeled before her, gently pulling her into a hug. She froze, and he could feel her body shaking in his arms. She was afraid of him, that much was obvious, but he could show her how much he could dote on her. Slowly, he ran his fingers through her hair in an attempt to soothe her. "You're not going anywhere. You're mine."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Amon has daddy issues. He wants to crreate a loving family for himself and he thinks Korra could give him that. Also, I would like to note that I don't plan on writing an Amorra love story.  It will be unrequited and forced, if anything. Just wanted to add that. Thanks for reading!

        




6. Wedding Plans

Summary for the Chapter:
            The wedding is fast approaching. With many things to do to get ready, Korra must also battle with the fact that she is marrying a man she despises.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Sorry that I haven't posted a chapter in a while. I am still planning on finishing this story, but I've just been really busy with school. I plan to write the next chapter this weekend.




    
    The remaining days before the wedding saw a drastic change in Korra's routine. She was finally allowed to leave her room, so long as she was supervised by Amon or another high-ranking Equalist. It was because Amon was convinced that Korra had resigned herself to being his wife, though he still wanted to make sure she knew that any escape attempts would be easily thwarted.

Korra spent most of the day glued to Amon's side. He would wake her in the mornings and escort her to breakfast, where he would try to engage her in normal conversation. The young woman was still cautious of him, so he tried to make her feel more at ease by telling her about the man underneath the mask.

Korra simply stuck to short answers and sat silently as she picked at her food.

Her behavior wasn't reserved for just meal time. She was timid and withdrawn the entire day, flinching away from his every movement as if he was going to strike her. This made Amon frustrated, but he was determined to win her over.

Whenever Korra was left alone in her room, Amon would go out of his way to buy her gifts. He bought books and clothing and fine jewelry for the teen, but she would give a halfhearted thank you before distancing herself from him. It was times like those that he wanted to pull her close and press his lips against hers. To take her on the bed and show her that she was required to love him. But, he knew he would have to be patient if he wanted their future together to become a reality.

The gossip in the city helped boost his confidence. The public already believed that Amon and Korra were two former enemies brought together by love. That could be credited to fine acting on the Avatar's behalf. The day after their meeting with Tenzin, Amon had arranged for a press release so that he and Korra could personally deliver the news. Everyone in the city who was deemed important was in attendance.

"Greetings all of Republic City. The Avatar and I have some news for you all. We are to be married in a weeks time."

As Amon addressed the crowd, Korra had her arm around his elbow and a small smile plastered on her face. At some point he had become disconnected from his body. He heard himself speaking, but his entire attention was on the woman next to him. When he stopped speaking, he was unsure if his audience had bought it. The subsequent cheering brought a smile to his hidden face.

"Any questions?" Amon asked through the microphone. The reporters had many questions for both Amon and Korra. Thankfully Korra was able to convince the reporters that she was a lovestruck young woman.

"Avatar Korra, do you have anything to say to the many people out there who have had their bending removed?"

"I would like to say that they should not lose hope for the future. I hope that Amon and I can set an example for everyone that unity is the best solution in times of despair."

The next day, every newspaper had a picture of Amon and Korra as their front page, instead of the typical analysis of the political climate. Tensions were already fading, it seemed.

He should have been happy, or at least relieved. But he wasn't, because he knew that she was only acting. He saw her gaze drift longingly to her friends in attendance. He had to silently squeeze her hand beneath the podium, as a warning that she needed to correct herself. He wasn't sure if he put a stop to it because the audience wouldn't like it, or because he didn't like it.

/

It was two days before the wedding when Korra was sent to pick out a dress and have it fitted. The Lieutenant drove her there and escorted her into a bridal shop filled with intricately designed wedding dresses. Just as Korra was about to feel the fabric of the closest gown, she heard someone call her name.

"Korra?" Korra's heart stopped as she turned to see her mother. She might not have cried if she had been given a warning, but she soon found tears streaming down her face. She ran to her mother and pulled her into a tight hug.

"I missed you." Senna whispered.

"What are you doing here?"

"When your father and I heard the news, we came as soon as we could." Senna said, pushing Korra in front of her so she could check her child for injuries. She frowned when she saw the fading hickeys on her neck. Korra blushed.

"I spoke to Tenzin. Your father and I are staying at Air Temple Island with him."

She looked Korra in the eyes, gauging her reaction.

"Dad's here?" Korra asked. She became panicked. "Does he still have his bending?"

Senna hugged her again. "Your father wouldn't have been able to come if he was allowed to keep his bending."

She cupped her daughters cheeks, smiling warmly. "But you're worth it Korra. Your father would do it again if he had to. We love you."

Korra felt undeserving of that love, but she said it back nevertheless. She hadn't seen her mother in so long and she missed her dearly. She was grateful that she was able to at least pick out her dress with her mother. The Lieutenant stepped out of the shop while the owner came over to assist them.

Korra would hear stories, when she was younger, of brides celebrating their engagement with their family. Korra had always envisioned herself overwhelmed with joy at the prospect of marriage. Now she only felt dread as she tried on dresses.

The one they picked out was a dark blue color. It was practical but elegant, extending down to her ankles with just the right amount of coverage. The moment Korra put it on she knew that she loved it. Now she only needed to get the dress fitted.

"I see Amon is quite the lover, huh?" The shop owner, an elderly woman named Rin, asked jokingly. She meant it in the best possible way, but it made Korra uncomfortable. She didn't like the marks on her neck and she didn't like the assumption that she did, either.

Korra grimaced and looked away. "Y-yeah." The woman nodded slowly.

"I've helped many brides in my day." She started, measuring the various parts of Korra's torso. "I know what a happy bride looks like and I know what an unhappy bride looks like."

"It really doesn't matter.." Korra mumbled.

"Korra, honey. You can tell us. We're alone here." Rin stopped what she was doing and went to the door of the dressing room. She briefly made sure there was no one standing outside before locking it.

She pulled Korra over to a chair and sat her next to her mother.

"It might not matter to you now, but a man like Amon will have expectations for you. Especially on your wedding night." Rin said.

Senna nodded in agreement. "I know we've already had the talk, but I just want to make sure your ready. On your wedding night-"

"I know!" Korra yelled, covering her face. "You don't need to tell me." She was embarrassed and desperately wanted to talk about anything else. She felt something building inside of her. She was angry. They didn't understand anything. They were talking to her like a child, as if to erase what Amon had done to her.

Senna pulled her hand down gently. "But honey, we just want to make sure you know what you're getting yourself in to. You don't have to marry him."

"You don't know anything!" Korra exclaimed, louder than she wanted to. When she saw how taken aback they were at her outburst, her guilt made everything come pouring out at once.

"He already did it!" She sobbed. "He already made me have sex with him." She ignored their gasps because she knew it would only make her feel worse. "I have to marry him. He said he would hurt everyone if I didn't."

Senna wrapped her daughter into a hug, singing to her softly as she shook. The woman was angry. She had been a Non bender her entire life, but she never felt envious enough of the benders to do something so horrible. There would be hell to pay. Amon wasn't about to do this to her daughter and get away with it.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading! Remember to stay safe and wear your masks!

        




7. Decisions and consequences

Summary for the Chapter:
            A chapter in which Amon is manipulative (again)

          
Notes for the Chapter:Boom! Another one!




    
    Korra's room fell deathly quiet as she sat on her bed, hands folded tightly in her lap like a child waiting to be admonished. She had made a misstep in telling her mother what Amon had done, that much was clear.

Her mother had stormed out of the fitting room and into a confrontation with Amon's Lieutenant. The store was, thankfully, empty aside from the four of them, so Senna felt no qualms about ripping into the man right then and there. He humored her for a few minutes until he finally had enough and dragged Korra to the Satomobile. Korra missed the chance to say goodbye. All she could do was hope that she would not be barred from seeing her mother after this.

On the ride home the Lieutenant had only uttered a single, "Just wait until Amon hears about this," under his breath. His hand tightly gripped the gem of her shirt as they travelled the hallways. He practically shoved Korra into her room before he left her to her own devices.

Waiting was agony. So, she sulked over to a shelf and picked out a random book from the middle. Opening it up to the first page she recognized it immediately as one of her favorite books from when she was back at the South Pole. It was her book, most likely stolen from Air Temple Island. She sighed, before tossing it across the bed. She couldn't stand to look at it right now, for it held to many memories.

She turned to look at the door instead, determined to be ready for whatever her chastisement would be. She still flinched when she heard the handle of the door jiggle. Her posture straightened and her fingers dug into the bed sheets. Amon sauntered in, partially obscuring the hallway from view. The two sentries who had been following him turned to leave now that their task had concluded. 

"Korra." Amon started, shutting the door behind him. He removed his mask, placing it down on a dresser. His hair was messy, despite it being short in length, and he looked tired and vaguely disappointed. Amon walked forwards, towering over the teen. "My Lieutenant told me about what happened today. I thought you said you would be good." 

"It's not my fault!" Korra defended, stuttering slightly as she said "I didn't know my mother would do that!" 

She really didn't. It wasn't often that her sweet and soft spoken mother would lose her cool and go off on someone. She closed her eyes and scrunched her eyes as she mentally berated herself. He was right. She should have known her mother would do that. She shouldn't have expected her mother to retain her composure after she dropped a bomb of that capacity.

Amon pinched the bridge of his nose. He took a deep breath before looking at Korra. "Why would you tell your mother that I'm forcing you to marry me?"

Korra didn't know what she was supposed to say to that. Was there a right answer? She didn't want to marry him, it was as simple as that. She was telling her mother the truth. Korra shrugged. "Because you are?"

"I'm not forcing you." Amon scoffed. "You agreed to it." He leaned forward, scanning Korra's face for a reaction. 

"I don't want to marry you! You're forcing me!" She moved to shove him back, but he grabbed her hands before  she could make contact with his chest.

"If you don't want to marry me, you don't have to." 

"Really?" Korra asked incredulously. 

"Yes."Amon gestured to the door. "You can leave if you want. The door is unlocked."

Korra cautiously stood up and walked to the door, keeping her gaze on Amon the entire time. She turned the handle and the door was unlocked, just as Amon said it. She felt a bubble of joy in her stomach. Freedom was in sight. She could leave. As she stared down the hallway it felt too good to be true. 

"What happens if I leave?" Korra asked. She turned back to see Amon staring absently at the ground. 

Amon shrugged. "The Nonbenders and former benders would grow further divided. I would have to show strength and quell any rebellions before they grow. I sincerely wished it wouldn't come to this. It's disappointing, really. The former police chief and councilman Tenzin are suspected conspirators. They'd be the first detained."

Korra's jaw fell slightly. She should have known it wouldn't be that easy to just leave. She exhaled and closed the door, moving hesitantly away so that she wouldn't be able to change her mind.

Amon smiled and gave her a soft pat on the head. "I knew you would make the right decision. See, agreeing with me hurts less." He leaned forward, connecting their lips once more. She let him lead the kiss, going limp as he ushered her to the bed. His hand trailed down her body, one resting on her lower back while the other crept under her shirt. His hand felt cold on her warm skin. A shiver went up her spine as he began unraveling her bindings, letting them slowly fall through the chasm between her torso and her shirt. He lifted her shirt before pushing her onto her back, kissing her all the while. Just as he was about to move his hands below her waistband, someone knocked on the door.

Amon bolted up and fixed his mask to his face. Not caring that Korra was topless, he opened the door. "What is so important that you bother me right now?" He huffed.

"Sorry, Sir, but it's important." Lieutenant spoke, his eyes wandering to see the blushing teen trying to cover herself with her shirt. "I just received word that the United forces are on their way. They are set to arrive the day of the wedding."

Korra struggled not to smile as she listened in on the conversation. If all went well, she and the city could be freed.

"Increase security around the waterfront. I want planes and  Equalists stationed everywhere. I will speak to you about the specifics later." Amon turned to look at Korra."I'm otherwise busy at the moment."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading!

        




8. A Dream?

Summary for the Chapter:
            In this chapter Korra is asleep. I want to make it clear that I am not going the "It was all a dream" route because I realize the title might imply that. If it doesn't make you think that, just ignore me.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Thank you for reading! Sorry for the short chapter. I've been really busy lately.I plan on finishing this, so don't worry about that. Enjoy!




    
    "Korra."

Korra opened her eyes, only to recoil slightly at the sudden onslaught of light that invaded her vision. Everything around her was white and hazy, as if she was among the clouds in the sky. She assumed she was dreaming because, for the first time in weeks, she felt a sense of calm washing over her. A part of her wished she could stay here forever. An endless dream, just like this. It was more appealing than reality.

"Korra."

The voice, so familiar and comforting, called her name again. She started forward in the direction of the voice, walking through empty space to an unknown destination. It all looked the same, but something inside her told her that she was going in the right direction.

In the distance, she immediately spotted the bright orange robes of an air acolyte. The figure, a man, was standing with his back to her. He looked like Tenzin, with his shaven head and his blue arrow tattoo. He obviously wasn't Tenzin,  however, because his posture alone was far less rigid. It was Aang, finally come to talk to her directly instead of relying on cryptic messages.

"Hello Korra," Aang said, turning to face her as she approached. His face was gentle and relaxed, and Korra immediately felt at ease. They sat down on the soft ground so that they could talk.

"What's going on?" Korra asked. "How did I finally reach you?" It was amazing to finally have a past life to go to for advice. Here was someone who had been in the same position as her, responsible for the fate of the world but without a clue as to how they were meant to bring balance.    She needed the ability to return here in the future if she had a chance at getting through this.

"You're asleep, but I am very much real." He smiled at her proudly. "I am here because you've unlocked your airbending."

"What?" Korra gasped. She lost her bending, and she didn't remember using any airbending. The last thing she remembered before she fell asleep was Amon spooning her in a post coital bliss. 

"Why now?" Korra asked. She curled into a ball and pulled at her hair in frustration. "Why am I so useless that I couldn't figure out my airbending until I lost everything else?" The clouds darkened and the air felt impossibly dry and suffocating as Korra continued berating herself. Rain started to fall, until the droplets froze into ice shards.

Aang glanced at the changing atmosphere, unaffected and seemingly immune to the storm. He created a small field of air to protect himself and the younger Avatar. He grabbed her hands. "When we are at our lowest point we are open to the greatest change. I know you've been dealt a lot of pain these last few weeks, but I promise you that you can get through this." He swiped his thumb across her face, wiping away a tear.

Korra sniffled. "How do you know?"

"I know you. You aren't just the Avatar, Korra. You are a strong young woman and you have friends who care." 

The atmosphere changed back to the calm scene it was before, aside from a few grey spots in the clouds and the distant roll of thunder. Airbending brought Korra hope. If she played her cards right, she could catch Amon off guard.   She was also lost in thought she almost forgot about Aang, sitting in front of her.

"There is one more thing." Aang said, startling the young woman. Her heart beat speed up and she tensed.He frowned, his face ridden with guilt that he scared the young woman. "I'm sorry, are you all right?"

She chuckled softly before nodding her head, that she was okay and ready to hear whateverhe was going to say. "I can give you your bending back, as long as you allow me to."

"What if I don't allow you to?" Korra asked, her eyes downcast. "What if I don't deserve my bending back?"

"It's ultimately your decision and I support you either way. But I think you deserve it. The voice in your head telling you otherwise is wrong, okay? You do deserve it."

"But I'm ruined. Amon ruined me. I don't deserve to be happy, I only deserve to be miserable, " Korra sobbed.

"Amon is lying to you, Korra. What he did to you was wrong and you didn't deserve it, no one does. The only one at fault here is Amon. I promise you that even if you dont believe me now, you will in the future." Aang spoke with such conviction in his voice that Korra couldn't help but believe him. She nodded, wiping the tears from her face before kneeling. Her posture straightened as she said,

"I'm ready."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading! Stay safe everyone!

        




9. Bolin

Notes for the Chapter:Boom! Another one!




    
    It was the early morning on the eve of the wedding. The sky was still dark, but the Equalist headquarters where Amon and his higher-ups resided was bustling with activity. Almost everyone was completing last minute preparations, whether it was for security or general event planning. Everyone, except the wife-and-husband to be. The morning found the couple still asleep in their bed, until a particularly loud group of men woke Korra from her sleep. The teen scowled when she realized that the form pressed flush against her back belonged to Amon.




She had to carefully maneuver herself from Amon’s arms so that she wouldn’t wake him. She tested her bending by producing a small flame from her finger. It worked, she thought to herself. It wasn’t a dream. Aang had restored her bending. Amon couldn’t have predicted this development. Standing over him, watching the rise and fall of his chest, she realized that he was at her mercy. She could finish this here and now, while the man who had tortured her would be none the wiser until it was too late.



He looked so peaceful in his unconscious state, with his features relaxed and his face expressionless. The opposite of the man she had come to know. She raised her fist, ready to strike, until she stopped herself. She couldn’t do it. Not now, anyway. She grabbed a set of clothes from her dresser and made her way to the bathroom.


Each step sent pain radiating throughout her pelvis, as Amon had been quite rough with her the night prior. The pain wasn’t even the most infuriating part of it. She had passed out from pain and exhaustion while he got to ride the wave of relaxing euphoria. She almost envied him, until she surmised that she would rather he deal her pain than pleasure.

Korra locked the bathroom door behind her. It wouldn’t stop Amon if he wanted to come in, but it would at least give her a warning before he could burst in. She had no clothes to strip off, so she just stepped into the shower. Using her water bending, she was able to clean all remnants of Amon from herself and gently heal most of the tears he had caused. The aftermath was better this time, perhaps because she had her healing abilities to relieve the residual discomfort. She finished her shower and dressed herself.



Amon was gone when she stepped out of the bathroom. A note lay on the bed, reading “Hiroshi Sato’s daughter is going to be meeting you in the meal room in fifteen minutes. Don’t be late.” Unsure of when the note was written, Korra hurried to the meal room. A couple sentries stopped her on the way, suspicious that she was attempting an escape. They only let her continue when one of the sentries volunteered to escort her on her way.

The sentry seemed awkward and…vaguely familiar. He was suspiciously friendly with her, making conversation when other equalists would have shunned her the entire time. Like a true gentleman, the masked man tried to hold a door for her as they passed a set of doors. He managed to clumsily trip over his own feet as if he were unused to wearing the uniform.

The pair came to an intersection, where the path ended and the path diverged into two directions. Korra watched as the young man went the wrong way, absently traipsing down the hallway as she waited for him to notice that she was no longer by his side. He was already 20 feet ahead of her when he turned to find her staring him down from a distance with her arms crossed.

“This your first day?” Korra asked, suppressing a chuckle.

He lightly jogged back to her before turning the other way. “You could say that.” The man said, rubbing the back of his neck. Despite the young man’s distractions, the pair found their way to the meal room.

“Asami!” Korra called out, running over and throwing her arms around the other woman. The room was otherwise empty, and Korra waited for the Sentry to leave so that she could tell Asami about her bending.

“Thank you for escorting me, but I would really appreciate some alone time with Asami.” Korra said, trying not to let her frustration seep into her words. She didn’t want to ruin her standing with the only person here to treat her with decency. 

“Don’t you realize who he is?” Asami gawked. “I mean, no offense, but he’s not the best actor.”

“I resent that!” Bolin joked, ripping off his mask.

“Why didn’t you tell me sooner that it was you?” Korra asked, giving her friend a hug. She felt a little embarrassed that she didn’t figure it out sooner.

“I didn’t want to expose myself out in the open! Who knows who could have heard me?”

Asami gave the younger teen a pat on the back and congratulated him for his good work. “I’m so glad that you got here okay. I was a little worried.  Where’s Mako?” 

“Tenzin decided that he wanted Mako to stay back in case something went wrong.”

“Why are you here?” Korra asked. 

Bolin dramatically placed his hands over his heart, feigning offense. “I can’t believe that you don’t want to see me, and you think that I need an excuse to visit with my close friend.” She punched him in the shoulder playfully.

After a few more jokes, Bolin finally filled Korra in on the escape plan. Asami had been working from the inside. Her father had underestimated her, and she was able to compile as list of information that they could use to exploit the Equalist’ weaknesses. They couldn’t risk attempting to rescue her without proper backup, so they decided they would interrupt the wedding with the United Forces as backup. 

“Asami organized this secret get-together because we wanted to fill you in on the plan. I know your hands are tied right now, but we are doing everything in our power to help you.”

Korra grinned. “That’s not exactly true.”

Bolin looked hurt. “I promise you that we're trying our hardest!”

“That’s not what I meant. I meant that I’m not completely helpless.” She pulled them in close and held out her hand, showing them the small flame she could produce. They gasped, clearly not expecting her to ever bend again. They expected some other advantage, like top secret information. This was even better.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading!

        




10. Congratulations Are In Order

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra tries to restore Bolin's Earthbending. Keyword: tries

          


    
    “You have your bending back?” Bolin asked, rather loudly. He could have been heard by anyone passing by. Asami shot him a glare and he got the message, lowering his volume to a whisper. “Does this mean that it’s not permanent?”

“I was visited by Aang last night and he restored my chi. When I woke up, I was able to bend again.”

“Could I get my bending back too?” He looked at Korra all wide-eyed and innocent, expecting her to say yes. Bolin had so much trust in her but Korra didn’t know if she was capable of energy-bending Aang had been the one to restore her bending, and she was nothing like Aang. Tarlock had ultimately been right. She was just a half-baked Avatar, unable to defend anyone or anything. Bolin would become another disappointed person, but she wouldn’t do him the dishonour of giving up. 

“I don’t know, but I can try.” She directed Bolin to kneel in front of her as she had with Aang. Taking a deep breath, she tried to summon the power to bend energy. It had to be inside of her, right? She definitely knew first-hand what it was like to be on the receiving end. She placed her thumb on the center of his forehead and hesitantly moved her opposite hand to his chest. 

She was definitely feeling something. Just as she felt the energy surge through her own body, she felt nauseous and unsteady. Her legs were like jelly and she could barely stand up straight. She fell forward slightly, leaning on Bolin for support. 

“What’s wrong?” Asami asked urgently, rushing to Korra’s side and helping Bolin guide her to a chair.

“I- I don’t know.” Korra stammered.

Asami felt her forehead. “You’re burning up! Why didn’t you tell us you felt sick?”

“It wasn’t this bad.”  Her head was suddenly throbbing and her entire body ached. Intense waves of nausea passed through her as they brought a cup to her lips and funneled water into her mouth. The water came right back out, dripping down her chin and onto her shirt.

Korra’s head slumped forward. She was still semi-conscious, but she didn’t have the strength to move. Suddenly she was being carried in strong arms. Bolin’s arms. 

“We need a doctor!” Asami shouted, running into the hall along-side Bolin. 

They were soon swarmed by Equalists. The helpful ones, understanding the urgency of the situation, immediately directed the pair to the medic. The unhelpful ones either sneered at the sickly woman or they stood by, inactive as the scene played out. 

“Someone get Amon.” An older woman directed, sending two Equalists in the opposite direction.

Asami held Korra’s limp hand as they went on. She held her hand all the way to the medical corridor, only letting go when she was placed onto a cot. The crowd dispersed at the Doctor’s request, leaving only Asami and Bolin. The Doctor was currently examining Korra silently, and Asami couldn't handle the suspense. “Is she going to be alright?”

“I do not know yet, Miss Sato. She is obviously feverish and her heart rate is slightly elevated. Do you know how long she has been experiencing these symptoms?”

“No, Sir. I haven’t seen her in days.”

“But I have.” Amon’s voice echoed throughout the quiet room. Korra’s face twitched slightly at the sound of his voice. The Doctor bowed and Bolin followed suit, still masked and still imitating an Equalist. “And I believe I know why my fiance is ill.” He walked over to her and ran his fingers through her hair. Asami rolled her eyes, knowing all too well Korra’s true feelings for the man. 

“What is it?” Asami asked impatiently.

“I prefer to keep in touch with the spirits and I meditate nightly.” Amon paused. 

Asami had to resist the urge to verbally attack him. He was making them all wait when they were out of their minds with worry. He had the nerve to look at Korra with counterfeit affection in his eyes, as if he actually cared for her.

Amon placed his hand on Korra’s stomach. “The spirits have told me that Korra is with child.”

The Doctor’s eyes widened slightly. “Congratulations, Sir.”

Asami held back her scathing rage and put on her sweetest “innocent young girl” voice. “May I have a moment alone with Amon please?” She even forced a saccharine smile. The Doctor nodded and ushered Bolin out of the room with him. As soon as the door closed, Asami began ripping into the older man. “She’s pregnant? With your child? How did this happen? What the hell have you done to her?”

“I would have assumed that Hiroshi taught you about reproduction, Miss Sato.” 

Asami spoke through gritted teeth. “We both know what I mean. She would never allow you anywhere near her if she had a choice, you sick excuse for a man!” Asami wanted to scream, vomit, and cry all at once. There were so many thoughts spiraling in her mind.

A part of her couldn't accept that this happened to Korra. Korra was no doubt one of the strongest people she knew. It couldn't have happened, and yet it did happen..

Vaguely, she knew she couldn’t blame herself. She struggled to figure out who was to blame. Amon was the most guilty party here, that was clear. But her father...Her father had enabled this to happen. Her father had provided Amon with the equipment that he needed to pose a threat to the city. How dare he?

Asami felt that she should have known what Amon was doing. The hickeys on Korra’s neck should have been enough to tell her what was going on. She didn’t realize it because she didn’t want to. If she had known...could she have done something?

No, she couldn’t have done anything. They were vulnerable to Amon’s every whim. They were vulnerable right now. 

Asami swore to herself that she would help her friend escape from this. Tomorrow’s invasion would be successful, it had to be.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thanks for reading!

The reason Korra fainted was because her spirit wasn't completely unbendable. In canon, the person doing the energy-bending has to have a stronger spirit. Normally, Korra would have been able to do this successfully, but she can't now because of the situation she's in. Korra is not going to be corrupted or die from this because she was stopped before she was able to even interact with Bolin's energy. 

Also, Amon knew Korra was pregnant because he is a skilled waterbender. He just needed to come up with a believable explanation for why he knew she was pregnant.

        




11. Ailment

Notes for the Chapter:I'll hopefully have more time to write over this next week. Thank you for reading and for all of the wonderful comments!




    
    Asami wordlessly walked about the small room, gathering some items so she could make her friend as comfortable as possible while the Doctor was away. At a small sink, Asami slightly dampened a sponge with lukewarm water and placed it over Korra’s forehead. She then produced an extra blanket when she noticed her friend shivering. She grabbed one end of the blanket and spread it over the bed. Amon went to grab the opposite end, but Asami pulled it out of reach.

“I don’t need your help” she hissed.

“I’m not in the wrong here.”

He extended his arm and grabbed the blanket, holding it tight while Asami tugged at it. “You kidnapped her! You stole her bending and coerced her into marrying you! Are you saying that you don’t even understand what you’ve done wrong?” 

“Korra is here because she wants to be.” Amon said adamantly. “She is marrying me tomorrow because that is her choice.”

“You’re still making her marry you tomorrow? When she is in this condition?” This was yet another unnecessary cruelty that he was subjecting Korra to. They still didn’t know what was making Korra this sick. If Amon was right and she was pregnant, her sudden ailment could be life threatening. 

“For the last time, I’m not forcing her to do anything!” Amon couldn’t understand why Asami’s words were cutting so deep. Despite what she thought, he did care for Korra.  At first, he only considered pursuing the girl because of her status as the Avatar. Marrying her would legitimize his movement to the four nations. It was the perfect alliance. His growing affections for Korra were an unplanned, but welcomed, development. 

In his life he rarely cared for anyone. He despised his father for a plethora of reasons. He loved his mother, but resented that she never noticed what his father subjected him to. His brother...he loved his brother. He had always regretted leaving without Tarrlok, but he’d justified it by telling himself that Tarrlok was weak. There was almost no salvaging that relationship. His brother would surely hate him.

But he knew that he loved Korra. She was strong and resilient, just like him. She was also soft beneath her valor. She was everything that he wanted-no, needed-in his life. Eventually, she would love him back.

“What do you two think that you’re doing?” The Doctor burst through the door and stomped over to the two adults. “I could hear you from all the way down the hall.” He scolded quietly, not caring who he was scolding.

He turned to the feverish woman who had quietly woken up during the squabble. He gently asked, “How are you feeling?” 

“My head is pounding and I’m nauseous.” Korra responded.Asami handed her a cup of water, and Korra gingerly took small sips. She was ashamed of herself for not noticing that Korra had awoken. She wondered how much of that she had seen, and she felt bad that she was contributing to her headache.

The Doctor removed the sponge and pressed his hand to her forehead. She was still very warm, but it was a good sign that she was conscious. He placed a thermometer under her armpit and decided to ask her some questions while they waited for it to work. “I have some questions to ask you. But first, would you like these two to leave?”

Korra couldn't think. She just shook her head “no” so that she didn’t have to give an actual answer. The Doctor nodded reluctantly before proceeding.

“Let’s start simple; How long have you been feeling sick?”

Korra already knew why she had fallen ill. It was because she was unstable, and therefore should not have even attempted to mess with anyone’s chi. She was no Aang. She rushed into that like she rushed into everything else. What would she even say? That she got her bending back and attempted to restore Bolin’s bending? That would go over well. “It was right before I passed out.”

The Doctor nodded. “I’m going to need to gently press on your stomach. Tell me if you feel any discomfort.” The Doctor did as he said, but after a few seconds, Korra couldn’t stand his touch. It didn’t hurt, but she thrashed away from him fearfully. She didn’t want anyone touching her. She couldn't stand it. They needed to get away.

The Doctor quickly removed his hands. “I’m sorry. Did I hurt you?” 

“Yes.” Korra lied, breathing heavily. She was still panicky and apprehensive. She looked to Asami, and Asami understood her trepidation. The heiress offered her hand and Korra took it, squeezing it softly.

“She’s fine. Probably just stressed, as most women are before they get married.” Amon interjected, eager to leave. He knew there was nothing wrong with her. If she was, he would heal her when they retreated to the privacy of their room. He wasn’t very fond of Asami’s aggression and the Doctor’s dismissal. He was their leader for Spirit’s sake. That should have warranted some respect. “We can keep an eye on it, but I think it would be best if Korra and I return to our room. Tomorrow is a big day, after all.”

“Fine, just a few more questions before you leave. "The Doctor scowled, not appreciating the interruption. “When did you conceive?”

Korra cringed, caught off guard by the question. “Conceive what?” 

The Doctor looked at Korra incredulously, until he realized that she had no idea what he was talking about. He turned to glare at Amon, knowing full well that Amon could do nothing to him. He was the most valuable non-bending Doctor in the entire city, and he took his job seriously. “Does she not know?”

“Know what?” Korra asked, that familiar pit of fear growing in her stomach. They all knew something that she didn’t. Was she supposed to know? What were they hiding? She looked at Asami and saw the familiar pity that she’d been seeing a lot from her friends lately.

“I’m so sorry to tell you this, Korra, but you’re pregnant.” Asami whispered.

No. No! That couldn't be right. She couldn't be… But she was. “It only takes one time.” Her mother’s voice echoed in her ear. She placed her hand over her stomach. There was a baby growing inside of her. Amon’s baby. She thought that she’d be able to choose when she wanted a family, if she wanted a family. She felt dizzy and she wasn’t sure if it was from the shock or from her previous misuse of energy.

“How do you know?” Korra sputtered. Her eyes found Amon’s masked face and she frowned. She knew, and Amon knew she knew. “Why didn’t you tell me?” She never trusted him in the first place, but there was an unspoken betrayal.

“I have humored this long enough. The Avatar and I are leaving. "Amon grumbled, grabbing Korra’s wrist and yanking her from the bed. Korra legs wobbled and she couldn’t keep upright, so Amon carried her in his arms.

“What are you doing?” Asami yelled, trying to grab Korra from Amon’s arms. Amon paid her no mind as he marched back to his room. He ignored the shouts from the Doctor as well. He was angry. He had plans for how he would tell Korra. In his mind, it would have been romantic and something that would have brought the two of them closer. Asami spoiled it. She had the nerve to feel sorry for Korra. He looked down at the woman in his arms.

She had settled against his chest and fallen asleep. He smiled under his mask, carrying her all the way back to their bed and laying her down softly.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Stay safe everyone! Hope you enjoyed!

        




12. Wedding Day

Notes for the Chapter:Hope you enjoy!




    
    Korra stood obligingly by as a pair of women prepared her for what should have been one of the happiest days of her life. She felt hollow, empty. In a matter of weeks her life had turned upside down. She was so tired of feeling. She kept herself numb because she knew that if she felt the full extent of her grief, she would surely crumble under the weight of it all. Korra felt like a doll, being dressed up and controlled like an inanimate object.

She wasn’t even allowed to have her mother help her get ready. Amon told her that her “misbehavior” had lost her that privilege. “You’re lucky I’m allowing them to come to the ceremony at all.” He’d said. 

When she’d recovered from her sleep spell the previous day, Amon scolded her as if she was to blame for the backlash her family subjected him to.

“Stop lying to them, Korra. You’re riling them up for nothing.” He only stopped his tirade when she broke down in tears. She still felt the hand he put on her face as he consoled her. “You’re lucky that I love you, Korra.” He’d kissed her and declared his love for her mere seconds after he berated her. But Amon was right. She was worrying them endlessly when she was fine. He wasn’t torturing her. He wasn’t hurting her as much as he could have been. It was her family who was suffering the most and it was her family who needed protection, not the other way around.

Korra shivered as she found herself back in the present. “Hold still.” Someone behind her barked, yanking the strings of her corset together in retaliation. 

“Sorry.” Korra mumbled, still feeling the effects of yesterday’s failure. The teen felt her eyes dampening, but she forced those feelings back down. If the women told her to raise her arm or tilt her head, she did so on autopilot. It wasn’t her body anymore so why would she care what happened to it? Korra barely recognized the bride standing in the mirror before her.

A conversation took place around her.

Someone grabbed her chin and tilted her face. The woman looked to be middle aged, around 40 or so.  “She looks sickly. Hand me the makeup.”

“I don’t think that’s going to fix anything.” The second woman was older, maybe 60. Her demeanor was softer than the other woman. She was gently running a comb through Korra’s neglected hair and untangling the tangles that had accumulated there.

“Amon said he wants her presentable.” Korra closed her eyes. A soft brush fluttered across her face, tickling her skin as the powder was applied. When she opened them, the woman was giving her the evil eye. “Can’t you act a little happier? Do you have any idea how many women would kill to be in your position?”

Korra shook her head sadly. “Ungrateful child” the woman muttered under her breath.

The second woman inspected her makeup, finding it satisfactory.. “It’s fine. It’s not like it’s going to be a big wedding.”

That’s strange, Korra thought. Amon had been hyping up the ceremony since the beginning, describing what would be a huge event. He promised that every prominent member of society would be there and as much of her family as possible. She didn’t care for the large guest list. It was just unexpected that Amon would make such a sudden change to the wedding.

 “But Amon wanted it to be big.” Korra said.

“It was a last minute decision.” The first woman said curtly. She shot an insistent look over to her friend, demanding her help in shifting the conversation. They were once again forgetting that Korra was right in front of them and Korra caught it, too. It only served to make her more curious. 

“Why-?” The second woman cut Korra off, telling her that they needed to do their job. The conversation ended there and the women continued their work in silence. When they were finished, they led Korra out of the room and to where she would be waiting until the wedding began. 

The ceremony would be taking place in City Hall, presumably because it was in the center of the city and far from the waterfront. It would be in the Ballroom, away from the destruction left behind from Korra and Tarrlok’s fight. That part of the building was still wrecked, but Korra could tell that there had been a few half-hearted attempts at renovation. Through all of the fighting neither side had had the opportunity to fix it, she thought grimly. 

“Which room am I staying in?” They had gone up the staircase to the second floor, where all of the council members had their offices. She only recognized two; Tenzin’s and Tarrlok's. 

The teen was sorely disappointed when they passed Tenzin’s office and led her into Tarrlok’s office instead. The former councilman himself sat inside the wreckage of his former office. He didn’t seem too happy to see the young woman, but he had little choice. There was a small, metal cuff clasped around his wrist that chained him to his desk. The office wasn’t fit to act as shelter, so Korra assumed he was also being kept here until the wedding.

The door closed and the two were left to their own devices.

“Don’t you look stunning.” Tarrlok said sarcastically. 

“I have you to thank for that, don’t I?” Korra shot back. “If you hadn’t attacked me and kidnapped me we could have had a chance. Are you happy with yourself?”

Tarrlok turned away, sulking. She was right. In his selfish pursuit of glory he had sabotaged the city. “You’re right”. He said quietly. Despite his attempts to deny fate, he had helped his brother take over Republic City just like his father wanted. If he had been strong enough to follow his brother he would have been on the winning side. Did he want to be on the winning side? Did he even agree with what his brother was doing? Was power worth the injustices he caused? He couldn’t decide.

Tarrlok’s eyes scanned over Korra’s neck. It reminded him of the one his mother had worn. “Noatak sure knows how to pick a betrothal necklace” Tarrlok said absentmindedly.

“Noatak?”Korra questioned. Just as Tarrlok was about to answer, she stopped him. “Wait, I don’t think I want to know.” She sat at a chair and sighed. “I’ve had too many surprises this week and learned too many things. I’m tired.”

“Are you sure? It’s pretty important that you know who you’re marrying.”

“I already know he’s a waterbender and a bloodbender. What more is there to know?” 

That surprised Tarrlok slightly. He would have assumed that his brother would hide his bending from his greatest political enemy. No one would believe her if she came forward with that tidbit of knowledge but it was still a risk. He couldn’t fully disagree with all of his brother’s actions. It made sense that Noatak was marrying her, from a strategic standpoint. He might have married her, too, if he was in Amon’s position.

“Did you know that he’s also my brother?” Korra’s jaw dropped and Tarrlok smiled at her.. “Which makes you my future sister-in-law.”

It all made sense. “That’s why he can bloodbend so well.” Korra remarked. She glared at him. “How long have you known?” 

“Not soon enough to do anything about it.” Tarrlok remembered the ambush at the cabin. He felt Noatak’s hands on his forehead and he felt the energy leave his body. It made him feel weak. “I knew it the moment he resisted my bloodbending. He has always been better than me. That’s why my father liked him more.”

The two talked to pass the time. They were by no means friends. They had just been so starved of familiar human contact that they needed someone, anyone to talk to. Tarrlok told Korra about his and Amon’s childhood. It gave the teen a better understanding of both men. Their shared past didn’t excuse any of their actions, but it sure did explain them.

Korra flinched back when the door opened. It was loud and sudden and she was already on edge. The intruders were a pair of Equalists, come to escort them to the ceremony. The two high profile prisoners were corralled into the hallway so that they could join a line of the other council members. Korra was directed to walk at the end of the line where she could see everyone, including Tenzin.

“They’re nervous about the attack.” Tarrlok whispered to her.

“How can you tell?” She responded. 

“They have all of their important prisoners in the same place. If things go poorly for them today they’re going to use us as leverage. I’ve heard whispers about it, from the soldiers. I heard some mentions of the Northern Water Tribe joining the fight.”

“Quiet down over there.” The man roughly pushed Tarrlok forward, causing enough of a scene that it caught the attention of the other council members. They forgot about Tarrlok the moment they saw Korra, standing at the end of the line and in full wedding attire. They looked afraid and hopeless. Korra looked away, not even daring to look at Tenzin. She was too ashamed of herself. The group arrived shortly after. 

Korra’s father was standing in front of a set of double doors, waiting to walk her down the aisle. The council members were sent through first, giving Korra a short glimpse through the door. Tonraq and Korra were told to wait for the cue to follow.

Amon was standing at the far end of the room. He wasn’t even dressed for the occasion, wearing the same uniform he would wear any other day. She saw many cameras but not as many people. There couldn’t have been more than 15 people already waiting inside. Tenzin’s family, including the baby, were all sitting together. Lin and Senna were next to them and Asami was with Hiroshi on the other side of the aisle. She couldn’t see Mako or Bolin anywhere.

Tonraq placed his hand on Korra’s shoulder and squeezed lightly. “You look beautiful, honey.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

The gravity of the situation was finally catching up with Korra. Her legs began to shake and she felt more nauseous than ever. The United forces wouldn’t be there in time. She was about to marry Amon. Would the rest of the world view this as her giving up? If she acquiesced and went through with this, only for the City to be liberated moments later, what would that mean for her?

And if they lost this battle? She would have to spend the rest of her life with him. He could easily strip her of her bending again or use her family against her.

Korra’s heart stopped when the doors opened and they were told to walk through. Her father locked arms with her and together, they went forward.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thanks for reading!

        




13. All is fair in love and war

Notes for the Chapter:It is time for the prophesized wedding! It took longer to get here than expected, I won't lie. Thank you for sticking with me! I really appreciate all of the nice comments. Please enjoy the chapter!




    
    A trio of violinists played a slow rendition of a classical song that Korra recognized, but never learned the name of. It appeared that Amon was trying to portray the event as dignified and respectable, not for their city or their attendants but for the world-wide audience listening to the broadcast. Amon was putting on a front for those who wouldn’t see the wedding in its true form; It was a façade. Korra wasn’t the blushing bride he wanted her to be and he wasn’t a non bending hero, either. He craved power and if she married him, she would be giving it to him.

She lifted her head and stared Amon down as she approached him. Korra hugged her father before he took his place in the front row of the seating area. The leader of the equalists stood on a slightly elevated platform. She had to watch her footing on the small steps so she wouldn’t fall and embarrass herself. The shoes that she was forced to wear seemed foreign on her feat. She couldn’t wait to rip them off her feet. That would be a surefire way to lose any remaining respect the world still had for her as a person and as the Avatar.

Finally standing across from Amon, she noticed there was no officiant. 

“Councilman Tenzin, If you will.” Amon said.

“What?” Korra whispered, quiet enough that the recording equipment would not pick up her voice. “Why did you pick Tenzin?”

“He’s the leader of the resurging air nation.” He started, the gloat evident in his voice. “Why wouldn’t you choose your mentor for such a task?”

He was using her family against her again. Amon was reminding her at every turn that he was pulling the strings. She wanted to pull his mask off and crush it beneath her foot, before slugging him right in the face.

In a moment of betrayal, Korra found that Tenizin was moving towards their platform. He knew that the marriage was a sham! He knew that she was being coerced into this! Why would he cooperate with Amon without the slightest bit of hesitation? It hurt in an unfamiliar way. She felt bitter that the people who supposedly cared for her were sitting in front of her and doing nothing. Why was she so angry with them? It didn’t make sense. They couldn’t do anything. She knew that. She still couldn’t look at Tenzin when he stood between them and addressed the audience.

“We are gathered here today to mark the wedding of Avatar Korra and Amon. I have known Korra her entire life and I was given the honour of mentoring her in Air Nomad tradition.” 

Tenzin paused. He needed to say something about Amon but he couldn’t think of anything nice to say about the man. Amon loudly cleared his throat, prompting Tenzin to resume his oration. He was infuriated and less than polite with his words. He didn’t care about the consequences anymore.

“Amon has maintained that he wants to spread equality between benders and non benders. His actions have done little to help the city. Instead, he has exacerbated tensions between non benders and benders.”

Amon wasn’t expecting this. Tenzin was the serious and rational one. To make sure that he would remain that way, Amon had his Lieutenant pay a special visit to Air Temple Island just before Tenzin was brought there. “What do you think you’re-” 

Tenzin interrupted him. “He is just as bad a councilman Tarrlock. Both men have gone too far with their actions. Korra is too young and too kind to deserve the burden of being your wife. I will not disrespect Korra by marrying the two of you.”

Korra pulled Tenzin into a hug. “Thank you.” She said softly. He hugged back, embracing her as if she was his own daughter. 

“Stop this at once!” Amon grabbed her by the back of her dress and yanked them apart. The sudden movement made her vision go blurry for a moment, making her unsteady on her feet. He held her there and called for his Lieutenant. “Get him out of here! We can find someone else to do it!” He snarled.

The Lieutenant trudged over, pulling out his kali sticks in anticipation. Amon, remembering that the cameras were on and had been recording the entire time, first he ordered that he sheath his weapons. The people of Republic city would rebel if they saw the Lieutenant mistreating the one councilman who always advocated peace.

“Don’t hurt him.” Korra begged, pulling at Amon’s grip. Tonraq looked ready to leap into action. Senna placed her hand over his to calm him. She couldn't let him rush into the situation and make it more dangerous for everyone involved.

Everyone in the room watched as the Lieutenant tried to remove Tenzin from the platform. Tenzim was adamant that he stay with Korra, and Amon’s second in command was becoming agitated.

Pema held her children close, shielding their eyes. Ikki struggled against her mother’s grip, using Meelo and Jinora to overextend her mother’s reach.  When she escaped she yelled, “Leave Korra and my daddy alone!” Ikki charged down the aisle and rammed her head straight into the Lieutenant’s abdomen, sending him back a few steps.

“You little twerp.” He huffed, clutching his stomach. The little girl smiled at Korra. She was incredibly proud of herself and didn’t think to pay attention to the man behind her. He raised his Kali stick in retaliation.

“Run away!” Tenzin begged.

“No!” Pema screamed, just as the stick was about to hit her child.

Korra lost it. She felt the power of every Avatar course through her all at once, their strength and wisdom combining into one. She was them and they were her. Her eyes glowed and she sent a focused blast of wind, aimed at the Lieutenant. He went flying into the far wall and Ikki was safe.

The Avatar grabbed Amon’s hand and sent him flying as well, only he was sent in the opposite direction. His mask fell from his face on impact and his bare skin was exposed, though he had his fake scars painted on as a backup. He didn’t seem surprised, only annoyed. “Calm down, Korra. You know you shouldn’t be doing this.”

“You don’t control me anymore.” Korra said, along with her past lives. She sent another gust of air at him. He leapt out of the way and rolled to his feet, ready to fight. She turned to Tenzin, her eyes still glowing white. “Get everyone out of here.” She didn't pay attention to his response as she charged at the leader of the equalists.

Korra sent a large chunk of the floor flying towards Amon. He dodged it and disappeared among the particles of dust and debris that the collision created. She felt him charge at her from behind and she used her airbending to propel herself out of the way. He was able to avoid most of her attacks and she made sure to avoid close combat with him.

 They were almost tied in power. If Amon had the freedom to use his bending she would have feared him more. He was stuck, powerless in front of his mislead followers. They were both growing tired, Korra more so. She was nauseous and used what little energy she had. This was her last ditch effort to win. This was her last chance to protect the city. She could feel Aang cheer her on in the back of her mind. She would protect his legacy.

The dust cleared and they were left face to face in the mostly empty room. The area was in shambles; Cameras lay shattered and abandoned, chairs were tipped over and strewn about. There were even craters in the floor where Korra had gathered ammunition for her earthbending. They both breathed heavily and raised their fists again. Neither of them could win like this. If Korra defeated him, she would just be another bending tyrant oppressing a nonbender. And he wouldn’t be able to defeat her without exposing himself as a bender. They were at a stalemate. 

“I need water.” Korra thought to herself. If she wiped away his fake scar, she could expose the fact that he was lying about his past. Her eyes roamed around the room in search of anything that had water. They landed on a small bottle that had rolled under a chair. She could feel the liquid sloshing around inside of it. Korra blasted herself in that direction, creating a wall of Earth to shield her from Amon’s view. She twisted the top off and collected it in the form of a small, liquid sphere.

Amon drew closer. She would need to wait until he was close so that she could get the best shot. If she failed and he figured out what she was planning he would know what to watch out for. Just as he was about to touch the wall, Korra shot up and blasted him directly in the face.. He recoiled back and tried to cover his face as the paint trailed down in streams. The fake scar was ruined and he had no mask to hide it.

“The scar was fake?” Amon’s Lieutenant roared. “You’re a liar!” Kali sticks in hand, he charged at Amon. “I dedicated my life to you!” He missed by a long shot and Amon pushed him aside effortlessly. 

It was at that moment that Korra caught sight of the sound equipment. It was a live broadcast so, theoretically, anyone could be listening to what was going on. The teen had an idea. She could distract Amon and get a confession from him at the same time.

“Your idol is also a waterbender. He uses bloodbending to severe chi.” Korra added. A part of her wanted to make the Lieutenant angry so that he would fight Amon and she wouldn’t have to.While she did pity him and the many non benders who were fooled, it was also a sort of revenge for her. He had been cruel to her while she was trapped. 

“Traitor!” The man yelled. He stood no chance against Amon now. The Lieutenants body seized up and levitated off of the group, convulsing. Korra yelled for Amon to stop but the man continued his bloodbending until they heard a crack. His former second in command fell to the floor like a rag doll. Only this time, he wouldn’t be getting up to fight another day.

“You killed him!” Korra screamed. She fell out of the Avatar state in surprise.

“He knew too much. I wouldn’t have had to kill him if it wasn’t for you. You made an innocent man die, Korra.” He raised his hand and commandeered the blood in Korra’s body. She couldn’t move.

“We both know that isn’t true.” Korra panted. “You lied. Now everyone knows the truth.” Amon started laughing.

“What’s so funny?” Korra ground out.

“How could they know? You sent everyone away. There were no witnesses. I could say you did it and my loyal followers would believe me. I’ve known this entire time that you got your bending back. I underestimated you, Korra. I didn’t think you would be brave enough to challenge me. I won’t make the same mistake next time.”

Korra glared at him. ‘What are you going to do now that I ruined your plans?”

Amon chuckled. “You didn’t ruin them, you just set them back a little. I’m not letting you go that easily Korra.” He used his waterbending to pull her close. “I love you.” His hand went to caress her cheek and he thumbed away a tear. “And I know you love me too.” He pulled her into a kiss.

Korra shut her eyes, making Amon feel more comfortable with their closeness. He loosened his grip on her and she sunk lower until her feet were finally touching the floor. When she opened her eyes, she had reentered the Avatar state. Amon had underestimated her again. Korra sent him flying back within seconds. 

Out of the corner of her eye, she saw slight movement. The Avatar turned to see her three closest friends staring at her with their mouths agape. How much had they seen? She wondered. 

“Korra!” Bolin smiled, running in her direction with his arms outstretched. She was just as happy to see him as he was to see her. Her eyes stopped glowing and she felt the energy leave her. Something inside of her told her she was safe. Trusting that her friends would catch her, Korra fell to the floor.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          This isn't the end! Amon isn't out of the fight yet!

        




14. A taste of freedom

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra copes

          
Notes for the Chapter:Warning: Thoughts of Suicide

There will be more of this. Please take care of yourself. If this content will trigger you, please skip it.




    
    A young woman sat shivering inside of a medical tent as stray winter winds made their way through the flaps. She stood idly, in just a tank top and a pair of shorts. Not because the healer wished for her to be cold, but because the teen refused to step into the warmth of the healing water. She folded her arms across her chest and just stared into the pool.

Kya looked to the girl and then back to the water. “Can you step inside for me?”

“I’m fine. Really.” Korra said quickly, walking to the far side of the tent. “There’s probably someone who needs your attention more than I do.” She made a grab for her allotted set of clothes, only for another hand to gently weigh them down. The older woman placed her hands on Korra’s shoulders and led her back to the water basin.

Korra stopped right at the edge of it. Her feet were cemented to the ground and refused further, causing Aang’s daughter to sigh.

“Please, Korra. Your friend told me that you fainted twice in the past few days. I just want to do one quick look at you to make sure everything is fine. As soon as we do that, you will be free to go.” Kya did not want to force the girl into the water or upset her.

One of Korra’s friends- Asami, if she remembered correctly-had warned her that Korra was on edge. Korra’s friend was right. Kya could feel the anxiety pulsing from the young avatar.

“I already know why I fainted.” Korra mumbled. 

“Why?” Kya encouraged. 

“It doesn’t matter.”

“Is there something you don’t want me to know?” Kya felt Korra’s heart speed up and her breath shallow. 

Korra nodded. “I don’t want you to think less of me.”

Kya spun Korra around so that she could look the teen in the eyes. “I promise that whatever it is, I won’t judge you.”

“I’m-” Korra started before her throat closed and no sound could come out. She gave up, knowing that she wouldn’t be able to say it. If she couldn’t tell the older woman directly, Korra decided that she would let her find out on her own.

The water had cooled by the time Korra stepped into it. Using her firebending, Korra was able to heat it to her liking. Kya instructed her to lay back so that only her head stuck out of the water. It reminded Korra of when she was younger and she would hurt herself. Maybe she’d fall, or push herself too far during training. Whatever the situation, Katara allowed her into her hut and used her bending to heal the young Avatar. Katara was so comforting and nurturing. She listened to Korra rant about whatever had been bothering her that day and offered her guidance.

Korra missed that. The simplicity of her life back then, when all she had to think about was her training. She’d always dreamed of changing the world. Somehow the world ended up changing her. Korra tensed as she felt Kya focus on her abdomen.

Kya’s eyes widened when she noticed the small mass. It was barely there and almost too small to detect, but she knew what it was immediately. How did Korra even know about it? Studying the embryo, she deduced that it couldn’t have been older than two weeks. 

“The young firebender boy.” Kya said, breaking the silence. “I saw how he looked at you. Is he the father?”

Korra shook her head.

Kya wanted to hold onto the false hope that maybe, just maybe, it was a happy accident. “The earthbender?” She got the same response.

“I see.” At this point, Kya knew who the father was. There was no doubt in her mind that it was Amon. The implications of such a conclusion made her stomach turn. It was horrible. Too horrible. Korra was still a child. She wasn’t ready to decide if she wanted a child of her own. Amon had stripped her of that choice, undoubtedly traumatizing the young woman. “Do you want to talk about it?”

“I’m not ready yet.”Korra looked into the water. 

The water was still enough that she could see her own, broken reflection.  She subtly swiped at it, creating small ripples in the basin so that she no longer had to look at herself. Destroying her own reflection offered her a small sense of satisfaction.That feeling immediately turned to jealousy.  

Why was that version of her allowed to leave while she had to stay? An idea popped into her head. She could make herself leave. But how could she do it? Something painless and quick. Could she stage it as an accident? If she were to do that, she wouldn’t be able to say goodbye without appearing suspicious. 

When Kya spoke to her again, Korra realized how terrible her own thoughts were. Even worse, she found herself making a mental note to think about it later. Korra turned her head to look at Kya, to which Kya smiled at her sadly.

“Your chi is out of whack. That should explain your headaches and fainting spells. If I’d have talked to you a week ago, I would have said that this was Amon’s doing.” Korra cringed at the mention of Amon. Kya observed that she would have to avoid future mention of him. The mention of his name alone was a trigger. “But I have had the opportunity to look at other people who have had their chi tampered with. Their chi went back to normal function, considering.. Can you think of any reason why your chi would be like this?”

“A few days ago I tried to restore my friend’s bending. I fainted and Amon told me that I was pregnant.” Korra pulled at her fingers, expecting Kya to get mad at her for doing something so stupid. If Tenzin were here, his face would get red like a tomato and he would scold her.

“I understand now. Korra, that could have been dangerous. You could have died.”She pronounced each word slowly so that each word registered with the younger girl.

There it was. The judgementality. Kya was truly Tenzin’s sister. So, Korra spoke to the older woman as she would have spoken to Tenzin. She agreed enthusiastically with the older woman and ignored her further criticisms. Korra practically jumped from the water basin when she was finally dismissed. Her clothes were thrown on haphazardly so that she could escape the tent before Kya changed her mind.

On her way out, Korra heard Kya say, “Just wait outside and Tenzin will be here to pick you up shortly. And Korra. I’m here if you ever want to talk.”

Tenzin was nowhere to be seen and the coast was clear. The moment another patient was sent into Kya’s healing tent, Korra started putting distance between herself and the entrance. She needed to be alone.

No one noticed the young water tribe girl as she made her way through the makeshift military tents. Most occupants of the camp were celebrating their triumph over the equalists, giving little thought to the hooded woman passing by.  Korra struggled to find a sense of direction but she absolutely refused to ask for directions and risk detection.

Eventually, she found herself at the edge of the camp and at the start of the city. The streets were empty. Most residents of this area had escaped in anticipation of the battle. The quiet gave Korra the perfect opportunity to think.

What did she want to do now? Did she want to chase after Amon? Amon had escaped, running seconds after Korra fainted. But why did he run?  He could have easily bested Korra’s friends in combat. The thought of Amon escaping scot-free made her blood boil. At the same time, the thought of him coming back for her was terrifying. 

The Equalist threat to the city was over, at least. Hiroshi was imprisoned and Amon exposed himself as a fraud. Tensions would wither away now that there was no one to fuel them. Korra wasn’t needed anymore. The city would heal itself faster than she could heal herself. The city didn’t need her.

Tenzin had his family back and Rohan was untouched by Amon. The kids were alive and even though they lost their own bending, they could create more airbenders. They didn’t need her.

Mako and Bolin could live without her. They got on okay before her and they would after her. If she couldn’t return their bending, what could she even do for them? Asami was the same. Asami had Mako to lean on. Korra would only interfere with their relationship.

Korra knew she didn’t deserve Naga or her own parents. She brought them so much stress and pain and difficulty that leaving just made sense. She would be doing them a favor by leaving. By dying. They didn’t need her. She needed them.

Her walk had led her into the park. Korra sat down in the same spot that she and Mako sat when they held their stakeout. The leaves were almost bare and the ground was covered in a thin sheet of snow. Korra was in a stasis, unsure of her next move. She sat there for a while, taking in the beauty of the park. After some time, her thoughts left her, too. She stared blankly into the sky thinking nothing and feeling nothing. 

Movement above her caught her attention. Oogi flew over the park, looping around so that Tenzin could scan the area below. Just as Korra thought she was safe, Oogi looped back and landed in the empty field. Tenzin slid down Oogi’s back, struggling slightly without his airbending, before he ran over to the teen.

“You were supposed to stay outside Kya’s tent! Do you have any idea how worried we all were?” Tenzin said in exasperation. 

Korra shrugged her shoulders. “I wanted to get away.”

The acolyte helped her to her feet, leading her over to Oogi. He was concerned by her lack of resistance. There were no fiery comebacks or stubbornness. “I was worried because I care about you.”

“I care about you all too.” That’s why she needed to get away from them.

Tenzin turned around, trusting Oogi to fly back to Air Temple Island. “Promise me that you won’t run away like that again without at least telling someone?”

“I promise.” Korra lied.

Neither Tenzin nor Korra had the energy to carry a conversation, so they flew back to Air Temple Island in silence.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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15. Winter's breath

Summary for the Chapter:
            The Krew spends some time together at Air Temple Island.

          
Notes for the Chapter:I hope you enjoy this chapter!




    
    Korra jumped off Oogi's back the second she spotted Naga sitting on the temple patio. She used her airbending to break her fall and enveloped her Polar Bear Dog in a hug. Naga slobbered Korra’s face with kisses in return, tackling her to the ground affectionately. 

Korra placed her forehead on Naga's neck and ran her fingers through her fur. “I missed you girl.” 

Pabu, who had previously been lounging on Naga’s back, crawled down Naga’s head and jumped to Korra’s shoulders. It nuzzled against Korra, too. 

“Hello Pabu,” Korra chuckled.

“Korra!” Boiln was the first to run to her. “Where have you been?”  

He pulled her into a bear hug, lifting her to her feet and into the air. She tensed but hid her discomfort until he let her go. 

Tenzin dismissed himself, telling the teens that he would be contacting Lin and calling off the search for Korra. He passed Mako and Asami on his way inside.

Korra waved nervously as they ran to her.

Mako checked her for any new injuries. “Are you okay? Amon didn’t try to take you again, did he?” It was overwhelming for Korra, having so many people so close to her at once.

Asami pushed him back so that Korra didn’t have to, telling to give their friend some space. As the only friend who knew what Korra had gone through, she knew to pay attention to Korra’s body language. The boys had no reason to think that Korra would be adverse to physical touches.

Mako glared at Asami. There was some unfamiliar tension between them. She wanted to ask, but wasn’t sure if it was her place.

Korra backed away from them with the excuse of petting Naga. 

“I went to the park to clear my head.”

“You should have invited me! We could have been thinking buddies.” Bolin grabbed his ferret and pet its head. “At least Pabu wants to be my buddy.”

The ferret jumped from his arms and skittered away, causing Boiln to frown. He hung his head in disappointment.

“We can spend some time together now.” Korra suggested. Bolin raised his head and grinned. 

“What do you want to-” Korra was cut off by a snowball colliding with her leg. 

Bolin grinned mischievously. There was another snowball in his hand and aimed at her. Korra dove out of the way as he fired it. She grabbed a handful of snow and condensed it into a weapon before firing it back at him. She missed narrowly.

“Asami help me!” Korra called, taking shelter behind Naga. She pulled her older friend behind the Polar Bear Dog and gave Asami a snowball. Asami played along, jumping up and firing at bolin before ducking again. Both girls giggled as they heard the ball make contact with a person.

“Hey!” 

Korra and Asami slowly peeked their heads out to see an annoyed Mako trying to get the snow out of his scarf. 

“Sorry Mako!” Asami called. “You were just collateral damage.”

Mako scowled and Asami was afraid she had ruined the moment. He knelt down slowly, dusting the snow off. In a split second he had gathered a clump of snow and fired it at Asami. 

“Hah! Missed!” 

“But I won’t!” Korra and Asami turned around to see Bolin standing behind them. He launched a snowball from each hand and hit both of them at the same time. They fell to the ground laughing and Bolin joined them. Mako walked over, standing above them and watching quizzically. 

Bolin crawled over to him and tripped him so that he was covered in just as much snow as the others. They laid in the snow and caught their breaths, watching as their breath rose through the cold winter air and into the sky.

After they were done, Korra waterbent the snow from their clothes so they wouldn’t be stuck in wet clothes. The brothers’ smiles faded as they watched her bend the water. Just as Korra was going to inquire about it, Pema and Tenzin emerged from the building.

Pema immediately turned into a worrying mother, commenting on how cold Korra must have been and ushering her inside. 

“When was the last time you ate, sweetie?” Pema asked.

Korra couldn’t remember the last time she ate. She was too nauseous to have breakfast earlier and too distracted the night before. “Yesterday?” Korra guessed.

Pema gasped, pushing her along. “You must be starving! Don’t worry, I made you four some lunch.” She brought Korra into the dining room where the table was covered in hot food. 

Korra felt her stomach growl. Her appetite had finally returned. She plopped down onto one of the cushions and grabbed a sweet bun, shoving it into her mouth. 

“The food tastes amazing, Pema. Thanks.” She took another bite before looking to the others expectantly. The others were not eating, just watching her. It made her uncomfortable. 

“Aren’t you going to sit down?” Korra asked.

Asami and Bolin took the seats next to her. Mako instinctively went to sit next to Asami, but he corrected himself and sat across the table. There it was again, the tension between them. Where was the happy couple?

Korra leaned over to Bolin, who was stuffing his face with vegetable dumplings. “What’s with them?” 

Bolin coughed, choking on his food . There was a few moments pause as he collected himself. He looked away guiltily. Whatever the secret was, he looked like he was ready to explode from the pressure of keeping it.

“That’s okay” Korra started, “you don’t need to-”

“MAKO AND ASAMI BROKE UP!” Bolin blurted out, covering his mouth immediately after. It was too late. Korra’s eyes widened and she looked to Mako and Asami. They didn’t deny it. From the looks of their melancholy faces, the wounds from their split were still fresh.

“Oh. When?“ Was all Korra could think to say.  

Mako pulled his scarf up so that it covered the bottom half of his face. “Before the city was invaded.” It was the last conversation they had had before the Equalists took over. Asami was sent to be with her father and Mako was sent to Amon. 

“Do you guys need to talk about it or something?” Korra took a slow gulp of her tea.

“It’s fine, Korra. You don’t need to worry about us.” Asami waved her hand and forced a smile, speaking to both Mako and Korra. “I don’t want you to have to deal with our problems.”

Korra nodded reluctantly, returning to her food. She watched Mako and Asami closely for the rest of the meal, wondering if Team Avatar would be able to move on from this.

The sound of laughter echoing down the hallway signaled chaos. The kids all ran in at once, followed by Korra’s parents, Tenzin, and Pema. The Dining room was being stretched beyond its capacity with people. Korra struggled to greet the energetic kids and deal with her distressed parents.

“Yay! Korra’s back!” Meelo hopped into her lap. Ikki pushed at him to get closer to Korra.

“I was so worried!” Two pairs of arms wrapped around Korra, smothering her with love and affection. 

“Were you chasing after Amon?” It was Ikki asking, bouncing up and down in front of her.

“What happened?” It was Tonraq. 

Then Senna. “Did he hurt you?”

So many questions all at once. It was so loud.

Korra found herself missing the quiet of Amon’s room. That room had become her new normal. Those walls, those plain walls, were predictable. She only had to focus on surviving when she was in there.

They were all asking things of her and trapping her with their expectations. They expected her to behave like a fully functional person. The ordeal was supposed to be over, but it felt like the stress of it all was finally hitting her at full force. How did she handle this before? How would she handle this now?

She could wait it out or she could run.

She could wait it out or she could run.

She could wait it out or she could run.

Korra decided to wait it out. If she ran, they would know how not alright she was. Korra allowed herself to leave her body like she had done the second time Amon had… That part didn’t matter. It didn’t happen if she didn’t think about it.

“Are you cold, Korra?” Ikki asked. “Why are you shaking?”

Oh spirits, Korra thought. I am shaking. The room quieted down and all eyes fell on her. Again. 

“Why don’t we give Korra some space?” Pema corralled her kids and led them off with the promise that they could play in the snow.

Meelo raced down the hall, yelling about how he was going to make the coolest snow bison. Ikki ran after him. Their older sister watched Korra thoughtfully, her brown eyes filled with concern. Korra smiled, mustering the biggest grin she could create. Jinora smiled back and ran off after her siblings.

“Are you feeling alright?” 

“I’m fine,” Korra grumbled.

Senna pressed the back of her hand to Korra’s forehead.  “You’re a little warm. Maybe you should rest, honey.”

The teen swiped at her mother’s and crossed her arms. She didn’t need to rest. That’s all she had been doing for the past week. She shook her head. 

“I’ve been unproductive for too long. I need to get out and do something. I could be helping the city right now or rounding up the Equalists right now.”

Tenzin placed his hand on her shoulder. “When I spoke with my sister earlier she recommended that you take it easy for a few-”

“I said I’m fine!” 

Korra hadn’t meant to scream at Tenzin, but her frustration slipped out. They weren’t listening to her and she couldn’t stand it. Instead of feeding into the shame growing inside of her, Korra turned that shame into anger.  

“I don’t need you all acting like I’m useless!”  Korra rose to her feet and stormed to the door. Tears were streaming down her face and she made the mistake of looking at them. They were all looking at her like she was pathetic. 

“I don’t need any of you! If I didn’t have to worry about you all I could have escaped Amon before he-” Her voice broke.

The second time. Memories of that night filled her head. Amon on top of her, whispering patronizing things into her ear as he- No! She refused to think about it. 

“What did he do?” Tonraq reached out to her, his hand slow and cautious.

“Just leave me alone!” She waved arm, accidentally producing a gust of wind that sent the dishes flying. No one was hurt, but they were all quite shaken. 

“I-” Korra trembled as she looked at her hand. “I’m so sorry.” 

Tenzin spoke up, trying to calm her. “It’s okay. Let’s just take a few deep breaths and relax.” His hands were raised defensively. Korra couldn’t help but feel like she was some dangerous creature by the way they looked at her. 

Korra took off running through the sliding doors.

It was too late to turn back. So, she trudged forward.  With every step she wished that she had the strength to turn around and apologize. They all looked so hurt. 

Hide. Korra needed a place to hide. They were all so angry with her. She didn’t deserve them. She could leave the Island again so that her friends wouldn’t be forced to see her wretched face. Amon was still out there and still a threat, though, so she couldn’t. She would have to settle for her room. 

The doors slid shut behind her as she entered. Having been left vacant for weeks, the air in Korra’s room was still. She lit the lamp at the side of the cot and sat down, holding her head in her hands and sobbing quietly.

There was a light rap on the sliding doors. “Korra?”

Korra considered pretending that she wasn’t inside. But she couldn’t silence her sniffles. “Come in.”

Asami opened the doors and walked over to the cot. “May I sit next to you?”

Korra nodded solemnly. 

“Do you want to talk about it?” 

No response, and then “Is everyone mad at me?”

“Of course not, “Asami replied adamantly. “We know you don’t mean it. You’re just going through a difficult time right now.”

“Did you think I was going to hurt you?” 

Asami couldn’t answer honestly. As the Avatar, Korra held a lot of power in her hands. Even unintentional harm could have dire effects. Asami decided to tell the truth. “Not on purpose.”

Korra started crying harder. Asami was afraid she had upset the girl more.

“Do you want me to leave?” 

The young Avatar thought for a second before shaking her head. “Will you just sit with me? I don’t want to be alone.”

“Of course.” Asami slowly gathered her into a hug. She was slow and cautious, watching for any signs of discomfort in the younger woman. Korra eventually leaned into the hug and they sat back, with Korra’s head resting on Asami’s chest.

“I’m always here for you, Korra.”
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16. Restoration
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    Korra’s room was silent, aside from the occasional sniffle. The young avatar had calmed down considerably, listening to her friend’s heart beat as they sat in a comfortable silence. Most human contact was unbearable but in an unfortunate paradox, Korra had become starved for touch. 

Korra melted into the embrace. 

Neither girl wanted the moment to end, but Korra knew she had to make things right with everyone else. 

“We should probably head back soon, huh?” Korra asked.

“If that’s what you want to do.” Asami replied, running her fingers through Korra’s hair soothingly. 

“I’m scared, “ Korra admitted. “Everyone expects greatness from me, but I can’t even go into a crowded room without getting overwhelmed. I think Amon ruined me.” More tears filled her eyes as she began to work herself up again.

“Hey. Amon didn’t ruin you. You’re still the Korra that we all know and love. You’ve been through a traumatic experience and I don’t expect you to bounce back right away.”

“You don’t. What about everyone else?” Korra lifted her head and sat at the edge of the bed.

Asami sat up, too. “Then we’ll figure it out. Together.” She intertwined their fingers and pulled Korra to stand.

Korra's mouth curved up slightly. “Thank you.”

“Always.”

Korra gripped Asami’s hand tighter and tighter, until Asami had to remind her friend to loosen her grip. Korra forgot her own strength sometimes.

“Do you want me to go in first?” Asami whispered, standing just outside of the dining room. They heard muffled conversation inside and Asami was worried Korra would get overwhelmed again.

Korra laughed anxiously. “I’m not sure I’d go in after you.”

Asami nodded and slid the door open. All conversation stopped, with heads turning to see the two women standing in the doorway. Asami went in first, Korra drifting in after her. 

Tenzin cleared his throat. “You’re back.”

The words froze in her throat the moment she made the mistake of peeking over Asami’s shoulder. The room had the same occupants as last time except for the addition of their esteemed chief of police. 

Asami gave her hand an encouraging squeeze.

“Yes.” Korra answered.  “I came here to say that I’m sorry for how I acted earlier.”

“It’s all right Korra.” Her father answered sincerely. There was a concoction of love, fear, and devotion in his eyes. 

The nods and words of agreement that followed put her more at ease. She felt comfortable enough to step out past Asami so that she was in full view of the room.

With her apology out of the way, Korra addressed Lin. “Nice to see you again, Chief.” 

“Good to see you, too, kid.” Lin smiled at her before turning back to Tenzin. Her  smile fell and her face darkened. “Should I continue or should I wait until later?”

“She’s going to find out eventually.” Tenzin shrugged. “Might as well tell her now.”

“Tell me what?” Korra asked. “Did something happen?” She looked around the room, checking her friends one by one for any injuries. They were clear, so her mind wandered to the kids. Or Pema. Anything could have happened to them. That though only made her mind wander more.

“Is someone hurt?”	Korra asked desperately. 

“No, no.” Lin asserted. “It’s not like that, per se.” She sighed, fumbling with her words. “We combed the city but we couldn’t find Amon or Tarrlok.”

“Oh.” That was disheartening. Expected, but disheartening nonetheless. 

“But we don’t need to worry about Tarrlok,” Tenzin insisted, trying to reassure the young girl. “Knowing him, he probably seized the first opportunity to leave the city. I bet he’s long gone by now.”

“You’re wrong.” Korra replied bluntly. “They probably escaped together.”

“Why do you think that?” Tenzin asked, furrowing his brow. “I know Tarrlok is opportunistic, but he HATES Amon.”

“They’re brothers.”

“WhAAAt?” Bolin gawked, holding his face in his hands and looking back and forth between Korra and his brother. Mako shushed him so they could listen. 

“It all makes sense now.” Lin muttered. “That’s why Amon was able to bloodbend without a full moon.” She rested her hands on her hips and sighed. “This complicated things.”

“Have they been working together this entire time?” Tenzin asked.

Korra shook her head. “No, Tarrlok didn’t know until Amon ambushed us at the cabin.” She shivered as she remembered being electrocuted in the metal box. The memory quickly faded but the pain remained as an afterthought. 

Bolin- ever the optimist- tried to lighten the mood. “It’s a good thing that Tarrlok had his bending removed, then. At least we don’t have two crazy bloodbenders on the loose.”

“I don’t know how we’re going to take out the one bloodbender.” Mako said. He held up his hand, staring at it longingly. He couldn’t even produce a small flame. “We don’t have our bending anymore.”

Korra shifted uncomfortably. Amon promised her that he would return her bending if she behaved, meaning that he might return Tarrlok’s bending.

“What is it?” Asami asked.

“When I was with....Amon.. he said that if I….” She paused, cringing internally as she listened to herself. Her failure to speak was pathetic. She could only imagine what conclusions they were drawing. How close those assumptions would be to the truth. She wasn’t ready for that yet. “He said he had the power to restore bending.”

The room went quiet as they all digested that information. Tarrlok and Amon were just two people. But they were two people with the ability to turn a person’s body against them. At full power, they could cut through every single person in the room to get to Korra. No one wanted to admit it, but Korra was a sitting turtleduck.

“Maybe Tonraq and I could take Korra back with us to the Southern Water Tribe.” Senna suggested. “She would be safer there.”

Tonraq shook his head. “Korra would be no safer there than she is here. We’re dealing with two highly trained waterbenders.”

Senna thought for a moment. “What if we sent Korra up North to live with her Uncle?” 

Tonraq was about to protest, but Tenzin beat him to it. “Unalaq is power hungry. We would be inviting him to manipulate Korra.”

Korra crossed her arms as the older adults debated her fate, not once consulting her. Asami reached back for Korra’s hand. She had let go at some point earlier, caught up in the stress of the conversation. Korra smiled at her friend. 

“Thank you.” Korra whispered.

“I know the White Lotus has our daughter’s best interest at heart, but they’re not exactly reliable in protecting her.” Tonraq’s faith in the Lotus had been dwindling for years. It had gone precariously low when Korra was able to escape the compound unnoticed. The final straw had been when she was captured.

Tenzin’s mind went to Lin’s sister. He hadn’t talked to Suyin in years, but he knew her city was flourishing. Above all, he knew it was secure. “What about Zaofu?” 

At the mention of Zaofu, Lin was visibly disgusted. “I don’t trust Suyin to keep Korra safe.”

Tenzin pinched the bridge of his nose. “Will you just forget about your personal issues with her for a moment? What matters most here is that Korra is safe. There are so many experienced metal benders there.”

“I agree with Lin.” Tonraq said. “The only people here who know what Amon looks like are Korra and her friends. Amon could infiltrate Zaofu as easily as any other city.”

Korra had enough of listening. She gathered what confidence she could and tried to assuage the older adults. “I want to stay here. You said it yourselves; There’s no place I can hide where Amon won’t find me. As much as I’d love to go home, I want to stay here and help the city.”

There was no changing her mind and none of them attempted to. There was only Tonraq, looking at his daughter sadly and saying, “I wish I had my bending so that I could protect you.”

Korra looked to the floor, wishing that she could return their bending. They were all missing a piece of them that she couldn’t restore. Aang could, but she wasn’t Aang. Wait, Korra thought. What if she tried to call her past life and have him return their bending. She closed her eyes and breathed deeply, trying to summon the deceased Airbender. 

She pictured him in her mind. His image became clearer and clearer until he was right in front of her. She wasn’t sure if it was actually him, or if she was so desperate that she was hallucinating.

“Aang?” She called out in her mind.

“You’re getting better at reaching me.” Aang smiled.

“Can you help me? I can’t return anyone’s bending right now and I know you can.” 

Aang nodded. “Of course.” he stepped forward and they both opened their eyes.  They were in the Avatar State, so Korra didn’t have to worry about getting sick again. Aang was taking the lead now.

“Korra?” Asami asked cautiously. 

Korra’s eyes were glowing white. It was sudden and unprovoked. It was unclear to them whether or not the triggering of the Avatar State was a good thing. Korra seemingly looked down at her body and shrugged. She pulled the air towards her and her appearance changed. 

Standing in the front of the room was Aang. He looked to his son lovingly.  “I missed you, Tenzin.” 

“Dad?” Tenzin asked. “Where’s Korra?’

“Don’t worry. She’s fine. She asked me to come here and restore your bending.” He stepped forward and gave his son a tight hug. Tenzin embraced his father in shock. His father was smiling, but his eyes held sadness, too.

“I need to hurry, though. Holding this form is incredibly draining for Korra.”

Tenzin nodded sadly. “Asami.” Tenzin called. “Can you get the kids?”

Asami hesitantly agreed and sprinted out of the room.

Aang had his son kneel down in front of him. In a flash, he had his bending returned. The previous Avatar continued on, moving from person to person quickly. He had little time and he sensed how drained Korra was.

The kids burst in. 

“Grandpa Aang!” They called excitedly. 

He was slower in restoring their bending than he was with the others. He let his fingers linger on their small faces. 

Meelo was so full of energy. At his young age, he was unable to grasp the situation as it was. Just as a 5 year old would, he supposed.

Ikki was just as energetic. She had so many questions for him. He could only answer a few before he turned his attention to Jinora.

Jinora, the oldest. She looked a lot like Aang when he was her age. He was proud of them all.

Their tired mother had entered the room soon after.  Her eyes widened when she saw the older Airbender. He gave her a nod before looking at the baby in the bundle. Little Rohan. He was as cute as a button.

Aang felt tears spring in his eyes as he looked at his beautiful grandchildren. He wanted to meet them, get to know them. But, deep down he knew he had to appreciate what little moments he would get with them. The universe had never intended for them to meet in life. It was sad, but it was reality.

“I’m so proud of you, Tenzin.” Aang said. Moments later, he disappeared in a gust of air. In his place, stood Korra. 

Korra looked around unsteadily. Holding that form had sapped her energy, but she was glad that she was able to bring back their bending. It was satisfying to see her friends discovering their abilities had returned. 

“Who’s the spiritual failure now?” Korra was quite proud of herself.

Just as she was about to make a statement about how anticlimactic it was, she noticed the familiar back particles filling her vision. By now, Korra was well aware that she only had a few more seconds of consciousness.

“Good night.” Korra slurred, eyes closing as she fell forward.
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17. Bundle of Anxiety

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra still won't talk and Asami reaches out to her.

Bolin is a blabbermouth.
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    Korra opened her eyes, fully expecting to be back on Air Temple Island. After all, she remembered being there before she fell asleep. She did not expect to find herself trapped in Amon’s room again. She immediately panicked and shot toward the door, only there was no door. No escape. 

She ran in circles, trying desperately to find her way out. 

It was when she gave up and turned around that she noticed the figure standing ominously behind her. 

“Amon.” Korra ground out, raising her fists and shifting her feet into a fighter’s stance. 

The man only seemed to look through her. He walked forward and she tensed. “Don’t come any closer!” 

Amon didn’t listen, or even register that she had spoken to him. It made Korra angry, thinking that this was another one of his attempts to mess with her head. She launched her fist forward to strike him in the face.

Her fist met air, and the man quite literally walked through her. 

“Huh?” Korra spun around to see Amon’s real target sitting on the bed. The girl sat there, half naked and idle. She wanted to scream at the girl to run or fight back, but the girl couldn’t hear her either.

It was a memory. The girl was Korra from days past.

“Fight him!” Korra cried. “Don’t just lay there!”

It was torture to relive the memory, knowing what would happen and to be without the ability to change it. Korra could only watch as Amon groped her younger self. She remembered those hands touching her, fondling her. The touch was rough and dominating, unlike what Korra had envisioned of a lover.

Korra lost it when the girl’s pants and underwear were removed.  She sprinted forward and tried to physically pull Amon away so that her younger self would not have to. She could not touch him. She screamed in frustration and pulled back.

In a flash, Korra had switched places with her slightly younger self. She was the one trapped under Amon. She was the one feeling the white hot burn of penetration. And she stayed there because no matter how hard Korra tried, her muscles would not cooperate with her and push him off.

“I-it hurts.” She whimpered, tears leaking uncontrollably down her face.

“You’ll learn to enjoy it.” Amon groaned in her ear. “You’ll learn to love me.”

“No..stop.” Korra mewled. She shut her eyes and wished for it to end. “Stop.” 

Korra kept her eyes shut tight as the pain slowly faded into memory. She refused to open them, even when she felt someone shaking her lightly. She was afraid to open her eyes and see Amon. She was afraid the scene would continue.

“It’s okay. Wake up, Korra. You’re alright.” A kind voice whispered to her.

Korra slowly opened one of her eyes, and then the other when she saw Kya kneeling beside her. 

“Are you here with me?” The older woman asked kindly. 

The teen nodded and then involuntarily shivered, realizing that her body was submerged in another pool of water. She looked around the room to see Tenzin there as well. He had an ice pack pressed against his face.

The spike of pain that radiated throughout Korra’s wrist when she flexed her hand told her that she was the one who had injured the acolyte. 

“Sorry Tenzin.” Korra whispered. He brushed it off and told her to think nothing of it. She still felt ashamed.

“As much as I love having these sessions with you, I think two in one day is a little much.  You should be more careful, Korra. You don’t want to overexert yourself,” Kya said, helping Korra to sit up in the water.

“You told me to be careful and not mess with anyone’s bending.” Korra smirked. “I was careful. I let Aang restore everyone’s bending for me.”

Kya sighed, and Tenzin let out a small chuckle. 

“What’s so funny?” Kya snapped. 

Tenzin shook his head. “It’s just nice to see Korra’s rebellious spirit again. Especially now that I don’t have to be on the receiving end.” 

Korra smiled. She remembered his frustration with her when she snuck off to participate in that first pro-bending match. He was so upset at first but she wore him down. She remembered how happy she felt when he finally showed an interest in her team. 

Kya turned back to the younger woman. “Aside from how you feel physically, are you okay now?”

The dream, Korra thought. They had seen her, maybe even heard her. She was embarrassed. “How much did you guys see?” Korra asked softly.

“We heard you talking in your sleep and we became worried when you said Amon’s name.” Kya said. “So we tried to wake you.” 

Tenzin unconsciously rubbed his jaw. “You sounded... very upset. Do you...do you want to talk about it?”

Korra brought her knees to her chest. “There isn’t much to talk about.”

“You don’t have to tell us if you don’t want to,” Kya replied.

“It wasn’t really a dream.” Korra said. “It was more of a memory.”

Kya nodded. “What happened?” 

Korra paused. She wanted to talk about it, to get it off her chest. But it was hard. There were just some things she couldn’t bring herself to say, and some parts of the story that she wanted to address as vaguely as possible. The problem was, most of the memory was hard to talk about. 

The idea of them knowing scared her. Kya already knew, but she had been given little detail about it. Tenzin might have suspected, but Korra wasn’t sure about him. 

“Did he hit you?” Tenzin asked, worry etched in his face.

“No.” Korra replied stiffly. She stood up, sending a small wave of water cascading over the pool’s border. 

With a flick of her hand she managed to remove the water from her clothes. “Do you know where Mako and the others are?”

“Last I saw they were on the patio.”

Korra bowed to the older adults. “Thank you.” 

Kya returned the gesture. “Take it easy this time.” 

The teen made her way out of the room, unaware of the worried look the siblings shared.

///

Korra spent the next few weeks wandering aimlessly around the Island. She would trek the small hills and sit beside the water with Naga- finding any reason to avoid contact with the others. 

To avoid any alarm, she would check in with her parents to let them know she was safe. 

The first few days, they tried to pull her in to talk. It always started with something light; Like a fond memory or a fun observation about Korra’s friends. It ended with them prying into her emotions. 

How are you doing? They would ask. Do you want to talk about what happened with Amon? She would say “No” and hurry off.

It was none of their business. The past was the past and all Korra wanted to do was forget it. She wanted to go on as if the whole ordeal never happened. How could she possibly forget about it if they kept reminding her?

Everything hurt on an emotional level. Korra couldn’t even close her eyes without Amon’s face haunting her. She couldn’t interact with her friends without flinching at their touches. She could only describe it as a bubble. 

A bubble filled with every emotion she was unable to handle. Was she angry? Was she sad? Happy, even? Not anymore. In the bubble it all went. The bubble grew bigger each day and it grew harder to contain. She didn’t want anyone to see it, so she kept it hidden inside. 

It was her personal goal to make herself as scarce as possible. Mako, Bolin, and Asami were the only exceptions. They made good company. Mako and Bolin never asked any questions and Asami, well Asami was understanding.

“Korra!” Bolin called as she passed him on the patio. He and Mako were sparring as they would during team practice. Asami was watching from the steps. They waved Korra over. “Want to join us?”

“No thanks. I’ll just watch” Korra replied, jogging over to Asami.

“I’m surprised. You love sparring with the boys.” Asami commented, watching Mako dodge the chunk of Earth that Bolin had launched at him.

Korra shrugged. “I’m not feeling up to it today.”

“You haven’t been sleeping well.” Asami stated. It wasn’t a question. She knew of Korra’s frequent nightmares, but Korra had yet to confide in anyone about them. “I heard you screaming last night.”

“Sorry.” Korra had found herself apologizing a lot lately. It made her wonder if all she did was inconvenience others.

“It’s fine.” Asami said. “I wasn’t trying to make you feel bad. I guess I just hoped you would talk to me about it.”

Korra turned away, and Asami grabbed her hand. “Korra, please. You don’t even need to talk to me. You can talk to anyone. I just don’t want you bottling everything up. It’s not healthy.”

Korra went quiet, then suddenly “Can we go somewhere private?”

“Of course.”

Korra led her friend over the secluded cliff she’d been frequently lately. Naga instinctively followed them. Korra cleared the snow from the ground so they wouldn’t be cold. The Polar Bear layed down, allowing the girls to sit against her fur.

Korra let her hands trail through Naga’s fur. “How do you know I haven’t been talking to anyone?”

Asami tensed, sucking in a breath. “Your mother approached me yesterday. She wanted to know if you’d said anything to me. Then she asked me to talk to you.”

Korra’s eyes widened, and then her surprise turned into annoyance. “So you’re all talking behind my back? I can’t believe this.” She looked ready to storm away, but she wouldn’t do that to Asami.

“Who else has she been talking to?” Korra huffed. 

“Only me and Kya, I think.”

Korra sighed. “I guess that’s better than what I was thinking. You guys are the only ones who know about what Amon did.”

She let out a small, pained laugh. “My mom doesn’t even know about the baby yet.”

Korra let her hand rest on her stomach. She could feel the egg using her waterbending. The embryo was still just a tiny speck, but it was growing. “I don’t know how I’m going to tell the others about this.”

“They’ll understand.” Asami insisted.

Tears filled Korra’s eyes. “I know they will, but it’s just.. How do I even tell them? They’re going to find out eventually. Should I call everyone into a group and say “Hey everyone! Guess what? Amon forced me to have sex with him and now I’m pregnant with his child!”

Korra yelled the last part, waving her arms once to make a point. 

Asami held her arms out, inviting Korra into a hug. Korra gladly accepted, leaning into the embrace and crying on Asami’s shoulder. “It’s okay.” Asami whispered.

Both heads snapped up when they heard the snap of a nearby twig. Korra jumped up and planted her feet on the ground, ready to fight. She shot a pebble into a bush.

“Ow!” Came a voice from inside the bush. Then Bolin stood, followed by Mako. Both boys looked incredibly guilty. They awkwardly stared at Korra from their hiding spot. Korra’s face was still puffy and red with sadness. 

“How much did you hear,” Asami asked nervously.

Mako cleared his throat. “You’re pregnant?”

“Fuck.” 

That was enough for Korra. She sprinted off into the brush in a panic. The only thing going through her head was, “They know. They know. I need to hide. They know.”

Branched smacked her face as she ran, but Korra could hardly care. She needed to get out of there.

She could dimly hear her friends calling after her in the background, but she didn’t stop until she reached the entrance to the dining hall.

 To Korra’s dismay, it was almost lunch time and Tenzin’s family had gathered on the front steps.

“Korra? What’s wrong?” Ikki asked.

Korra paused, struggling to bring oxygen into her lungs. She was trying desperately to calm down. The kids shouldn’t see her like this. 

“Why don’t you guys go inside?”Korra wheezed. “You..must be hungry.” She forced a smile, hoping that she didn’t look like some lunatic.

Kya acted first, ushering the kids inside. Korra’s parents hurried out moments later. Before they could ask what was going on, the brothers and Asami had caught up with her.

“I’m so sorry for listening, Korra, ”Mako said. “We didn’t mean to spy on you.”

“Yeah, “ Bolin continued. “We were confused when we saw you guys were gone. We went looking for you and we just froze when we heard the part about you being pregnant!”

Mako slapped the back of his brother’s head. “Bolin!” 

Korra didn’t have to worry about telling everyone now that Bolin had blown her secret.

Korra looked to the crowd in horror. They all knew. At that moment, Korra wanted to disappear from the face of the planet. She wanted to be invisible so they couldn’t stare at her with their knowing eyes.

“You’re pregnant?”
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18. Red
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    Korra’s parents had stepped forward. “You’re pregnant?” They asked, ever so gently. 

With her eyes closed and fists clenched, Korra took a deep breath. Her parents could barely hear her whispered reply. “Yes.”

Going through their heads was a mixture of sorrow and worry, as well as their shattered hopes for their daughter. Korra already had so many things taken from her. She spent most of her life secluded in a compound, her only friend a Polar Bear Dog. 

Normal was never an option for them, but they never expected their lives to take this turn. The path ahead seemed so dark but..

There was also hope. They would love this child unconditionally, and support their daughter the entire way. If only she knew that.

The way Korra was standing-with her arms wrapped around herself and her eyes downcast- made Korra’s parents pause. She looked like they were going to rip into her at any moment. 

“We’ll figure it out.” Tonraq assured her. He stepped closer to his daughter, wary of her personal boundaries. “Can I take a look”

She nodded, allowing him to float his hands inches from her abdomen. Tonraq wasn’t as well versed in healing magic as he could have been. Katara offered to teach him, and he only picked up so much of it. 

He could still see it, and it became real for him. His eyes teared up at the prospect of being a grandfather. “May we hug you?”

Korra paused momentarily. He was afraid that she would say no. Moments later she pulled her parents into a close embrace. “Thank you.” She whispered. An incredible weight was lifted from Korra’s chest. There were no other questions asked. 

Only the unconditional love and support of her family.

They just contented themselves with only the implications of the announcement, reasoning that Korra would come to them if she wanted to talk about it. 

Bolin apologized profusely for his slip up, but Korra promised that she didn’t hold it against him. 

“It’s okay, I know it was unintentional. You and Mako meant well” but you still exposed my secret and I can’t force it back into the dark.

There was a new pressure that filled in where the weight of her secret left off. It was one thing to walk around knowing that she was a failure, but now everyone knew. 

Mako, Bolin, Tenzin, even Pema, they all looked at her with pity. She was no longer the unstoppable force that the Avatar was supposed to be. She wasn’t Aang, and she couldn’t defeat her enemies. This failure exposed her as the fraud she was.

“I’m going to take a walk, I think.” Korra said, separating herself from her parents’ arms. 

“Why don’t you sit down with us?” Senna asked. “Have you eaten?”

Korra shook her head. “I’m not feeling hungry.” She was partly telling the truth. She felt nauseous, and the idea of food made her sick. 

But mostly she  wanted to go back to her solitude.

Tonraq was insistent. “I don’t think you should be alone right now.” 

Footsteps approached from behind. Out of the corner of her eye, Korra saw a mess of orange and red robes. “I’m not feeling hungry either. Why don’t we practice our meditation? '' Tenzin interceded.

He turned to Pema and asked if she would be fine alone with the kids. She nodded and carried her baby inside to find Kya. Senna and Tonraq reluctantly followed. Tenzin and Korra were left alone.

Korra weighed her options. She could sit down with her parents and deal with the obligatory conversation, or she could sit down with Tenzin and be forced into her thoughts. 

She chose Tenzin, surprising both herself and her mentor.

“You must really not want to talk with them.” Tenzin said as they were walking towards the gazebo. “You hate meditating.”

Korra shrugged. “I need to work on my Airbending, don’t I?” It was a lie and they both knew it. 

“If you say so.” Tenzin left it at that, and sat down on the wood floor. He sat in his usual spot and she sat across from him. His eyes were already closed and his posture relaxed.

Korra let her eyes fall, reveling in the darkness. The world seemed to fall away until the only sound she could hear was her own breathing. She began thinking of things that she was thankful for, as Tenzin had taught her.

There were many things to appreciate, she thought to herself. Like kindness. Even in the darkest places it still existed. She was thankful for the Island. It was away from the judgemental eyes of the public, a nice place to hide. Korra was thankful for her family. Of course, all of these things could be taken away from her like they were before.

Korra frowned as she remembered what it was like not knowing if her friends were safe. She was so worried, and Amon’s threats only served to make her more agitated.

Korra opened her eyes, relieved to see Tenzin still in front of her.  He wasn’t gone. He was still there. He wouldn't just leave or disappear that easily, right? Even though she was putting him in danger by being in his presence.

“Are you sure you’re not hungry?” Korra asked, making the older Airbender open his eyes. 

“If you’re hungry, Korra, we can always go back.” Tenzin responded. 

Korra didn’t say anything. Tenzin was starting to annoy her. She just wanted to be alone and he was making it clear that would not happen.

“Why are you doing this?” Korra griped. “Just let me be. Go back to your family and leave me alone.” 

She turned her back to him, staring off at the bay. The water was restless, striking against the Island’s cliffs with huge waves.

“I don’t need a babysitter.” Korra mumbled.

“I don’t think you should be alone right now.” 

Korra crossed her arms. “Yes I should. I’m putting you all in danger by just being around you.”

Tenzin made a show of looking around them. “ I don’t see any danger.”

She glared at him. “You’re trying to make me talk, aren’t you?”

Tenzin smiled. “Meditating doesn’t involve talking. But we can talk if you’d like.” 

Korra pulled her knees to her chest. “Meditating makes me anxious.”

“Then we don’t meditate.” 

Korra pointed her finger at Tenzin. “But no questions!” 

To Korra’s dismay, the Acolyte just sat there staring at the water. He was doing as she asked, so why was she so upset by it. Maybe, on some level, she did want to talk. She ruminated on her thoughts as they sat. What did she want to say? Would he judge her if she said too much? Would she make him feel bad?

Korra opened her mouth once, then shut it. 

Tenzin caught the movement and said, “Yes?”

She gripped the fabric of her pants tightly. “Do you think Amon is coming back?”

“I have no way of knowing.” Tenzin answered honestly. “If he does, he won’t have the power he did before.”

Amon was exposed as a waterbender. His base of supporters was without a leader, and the equalists were dispersing. He wouldn’t have any help if he attempted to imprison her.

“I’m afraid.” Korra admitted. “I’m afraid he’s going to hurt someone to get to me, and I’m afraid he’s going to get me again.”

Korra paused. “And the baby. What if he comes back for it? A part of me wants to get rid of the baby. I never wanted it in the first place, so why should I keep it?”

She held her hand to her stomach protectively. “But then I think... The baby would also be part of me. I would have so much love to give them.”

He smiled at her sadly. “And everyone else would love them, too, no matter where they came from. It’s not my place to tell you what to do, but I can promise that you’ll have our support the entire way.” 

He placed his hand on her shoulder and she leaned in, pulling him into a hug.

“Thank you.” Korra whispered.

Tenzin smiled and pulled her up to stand. “It’s getting cold. We should head inside.”

Korra agreed and they made their way down the path to the main building.

Tenzin stopped when they reached the stairs. He scoffed.

Korra turned to him, confusion written on her face. She followed his line of sight, finding an older man wearing a red United Forces uniform. She recognized him as Tenzin’s older brother, Bumi. He was talking to Tonraq and Kya.

Bumi turned to them and waved wildly. “Hey little brother!”

Tenzin’s shoulders sagged and his face dropped. “Hello Bumi.”

“And look how big you’ve grown!” Bumi said as he turned to Korra. She shot him a smile and hugged him.

It only took her a few seconds to regret the contact, but the hug only lasted those few seconds. She stepped away from him feeling more anxious than when she arrived. He didn’t seem to notice and she was thankful for that. She didn’t want to offend him with her own weakness.

As Bumi occupied his siblings in conversation, Korra turned to her father. He had a travel bag slung over his shoulder, almost like he was leaving. 

“Dad?” Korra inquired. “Where are you going?”

Tonraq’s face settled into a frown. “Commander Bumi here got word that Amon was spotted in the Fire Nation. I’m going there to search for him.”

Korra’s eyes widened. “He’s dangerous. You can’t go after him.” 

He shook his head and explained to her that he had to go after Amon, for her sake. The sooner Amon was caught the sooner they could be free of him. 

She felt like she was going to throw up. Her father seemed resolute, there was no changing his mind. Why she even tried, she didn’t know. 

She crossed her arms and turned away. “Who’s going with you?”

“Commander Bumi is going to be bringing some of his soldiers with us.” Tonraq replied.

“Whatever.” Korra stormed away from her father and into the building.

This ship that Tonraq’s team would use was packed and ready to sail within the next hour. Neither Korra nor Senna were too pleased about him leaving, but they did tell him to be safe as the ship left the port. They also made him promise to stay in contact with them.

Korra wondered if her father only left because he couldn’t stand the sight of her now that he knew she was ruined. She kept that musing to herself.

///

The news spread of Amon’s apparent sighting in the Fire Nation. Firelord Izumi put her nation on high alert, ordering that pictures of the former councilman be spread so that her people would be able to identify one of the two fugitives.

Tonraq sent a telegram every other day over the course of two weeks.

In one telegram, Tonraq reported that this hypervigilance actually made his job harder. 

They received so many sightings from paranoid citizens that they could not follow up with all of them. The extra publicity would no doubt tip Amon and Tarrlok off as well. 

Tonraq promised that he was making progress. He swore that he was only days away from apprehending Amon, but Korra didn’t believe him. He said the same thing in every message.

Despite the fear racking the Fire Nation, Republic City was gradually returning to normal. Most people believed that Amon had left the city for good. Shops had reopened and business had resumed as usual. 

The media was as abuzz with activity as ever.

The headline of almost every newspaper read something along the lines of, “Where is the Avatar?”

Korra still refused to step foot off the Island, but Tenzin found himself meeting with the other councilmembers again. They were even discussing holding an election. Those plans would have to be put on hold, though. 

The city still had a long way to go before it would heal.

Lin had returned to her position as Chief of Police. She spent most days working to convict the most prominent equalists, including Hiroshi Sato.

“My father’s hearing before the trial starts tomorrow.” Asami said absently. She and Korra were sitting together in their new favorite spot, overlooking the bay. “I think I should visit him.”

Korra turned to her friend. “Do you want me to come with you?” 

“You don’t have to.” 

“But I’m going to.” Korra held her friend's hand and squeezed gently. Asami deserved as much support as Korra could give. She would never want to pressure Korra, but Korra was glad to be there for her friend. 

///

The police officer at the front desk had to do a double take when Asami and Korra walked in. He gave Korra a nervous salute, causing the pair to look at each other incredulously.

The officer tugged at the collar of his shirt. “If you’re looking for the Chief, she’s in her office.”

“Actually,” Asami started. “I was wondering if I could see my father, Hiroshi Sato.”

“I would need the Chief's permission to do that.” The officer replied, shuffling around with some paperwork, trying to avoid eye contact.

“Please.” Asami begged, prompting the officer to look at them. 

The man looked very conflicted, looking at his keys and then back at the two women. He sighed, knowing that he could get in trouble for this. “Okay, but the prisoner stays in his cell. I can get you in to talk to him for five minutes, but then you have to leave.”

Asami thanked him graciously. He led them down into the holding area and unlocked the cell for them. The pair stepped inside and the door shut behind them with a clink. 

Hiroshi looked up from his cot. His hair was lighter than what it was at the wedding. The black color was fading and being replaced with a pale white, either from the stress of imprisonment or his lack of hair dye in jail. He was wearing a simple prison jumpsuit. He glared at his visitors.

“Dad.” Asami seethed, staring the older man down.

“My daughter is finally visiting me. And with the Avatar by her side! To what do I owe this honor?” Hiroshi said sarcastically.

“I just wanted to get a good look at you before your trial.” Asami replied. Korra stood behind her in silence, to act as back up should her friend need her. 

Asami let her anger fall from her face and she forced her father to meet her gaze. She was sad and confused by her father’s betrayal. He was nothing like the man who raised her. “Why did you do it?”

“I wanted to avenge your mother.” Hiroshi looked at the floor in shame. “I thought Amon could help me do that.”

Asami knelt down in front of her father. “Do you regret what you did?”

He finally met her gaze. “I regret hurting you, Asami. I don’t regret joining the Equalists.”

Hiroshi looked over to Korra, venom seeping from his maroon eyes. “Everything you say about Amon is a lie! He is no vile bender! He is a hero! He would have led this city to greatness if you hadn’t distracted him.” 

Korra tensed, but didn’t say anything to defend herself. She was here for Asami, not the other way around.

“Don’t blame Korra for what you did.” Asami fumed. “Amon was a liar and you were stupid enough to fall for his act.”

Hiroshi pointed an accusing finger at Korra. “I know what you did! You tricked my great leader into falling in love with you and then you betrayed him!” 

The man stood from his cot and walked over to the young avatar, getting in her face. She held a protective hand over her stomach. “The baby you’re carrying is only proof of your treachery.”

Korra was horrified. She didn’t trick Amon into falling in love with her. She despised the man. “I-” She was speechless, and she felt her eyes fill with tears. “That’s not true.”

Asami pushed her father back so hard that he fell back on the prison bed. She grabbed Korra's hand, leading her to the door. “You don’t need to hear this, Korra. I’m sorry that we even came here.”

The cell door opened and the worried looking police officer stepped in to escort them out. He mumbled under his breath something about being in so much trouble if the Chief found out about this.

As they were leaving, they heard Hiroshi shout, “Amon’s coming back! I know it! He’s going to break me out of here and we’ll take over this city together!”

The two women hugged, relying on the other for support. It had been a stressful day, but they were glad they had each other.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading and stay safe! Drink water if you haven't today and take care of yourself.

        




19. The Return

Summary for the Chapter:
            Hiroshi's trial is interrupted by someone Korra hoped she'd never see again.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Enjoy!




    
    Anyone non-resident of Air Temple Island would have been shocked to see a Polar Bear Dog emerge from the bay, carrying Korra and Asami. Most others just brushed them off as a normal sight. The Acolytes, having experienced enough jumpscares, were immune to the young Avatar’s antics.

Living on an Island with three young and rambunctious airbenders would do that to a person.

Naga let her riders drop from her back just as she was trained to do. Korra gave her a pat on the head and praised her, before taking out a piece of fish jerky as a reward. The giant animal rumbled happily, chewing away at her treat.

Korra and Asami started off down the pathway, letting Naga wander on her own behind them. They had just passed the front gate and were about to make their way up the stairs when Asami spotted Bolin, walking off in the distance. She waved at him and called his name.

Bolin very obviously noticed them, only he pretended that he didn’t. He did a 180 degree turn, walking back up the stairs at a faster pace than he started with. There was a basket resting in his hands.

“What’s up with him?” Korra asked. “He’s acting stranger than usual.”

Asami shrugged. 

Korra looked at the ground, wrapping her arms protectively around herself. “Do you think- Do you think he doesn’t want to be around me now that he knows?”

Asami placed her hands on Korra’s shoulders. “Bolin’s not like that. He probably is up to something, though.” 

Asami grinned. “Let’s follow him.”

The pair jogged the rest of the way up the stairs.The end of their trek left Korra incredibly fatigued. Her sleep deprivation and the fact that she’d skipped lunch led to a devastating combo of exhaustion. Asami didn’t need to know, though. Korra could handle it on her own.

They followed Bolin behind the temple and Korra smiled when she saw what was waiting for them. 

Mako was carefully setting up a picnic for them. There was a waterproof tarp laying on the ground. On top of that, he had a thick blanket for them to sit on. Bolin set his basket full of food in the center. Both teens were so focused on their preparations that they didn’t notice Korra or Asami approaching.

“What’s all this?” Korra asked with a grin.

“You’re not supposed to see it yet! It’s not ready!” Bolin cried, jumping in front of the girls and shielding their view.

“Ok,ok.” Asami laughed, turning around.

“We’re practically finished,” Mako said. He invited them over and offered them some freshly boiled tea. 

“Thank you.” Korra sipped at her tea and grabbed a bun from the basket. It was still warm.

“We thought you two could use some cheering up.” Bolin said. 

When they found out about Hiroshi’s impending trial, they had gone to find Asami, only to find her room empty. Korra’s room was empty as well. At breakfast Pema let it slip that the girls had gone to visit him. 

Mako and Bolin wanted to be there for their friends in any way they could, so the brothers spent all morning planning. They were glad to see the girls happy.

Asami leaned forward, giving the boys a hug. “I’m really happy you did this.”

Mako blushed. “Well, you know. It wasn’t hard. I’m glad you like it though.”

Bolin stood up in the center of the blanket. “We’re team Avatar back together again!” The other laughed with him and dug into the food Pema had graciously prepared for them.

///

The next morning was a struggle.

Korra woke from her nightmares before the sun had risen. When she had calmed herself down, she debated whether or not she wanted to try going back to sleep.

She let her head rest against her small pillow and stared up at the ceiling. 

Just as Korra thought she was going to fall back asleep, the clock on Aang memorial Island struck seven and Korra knew she had to get up. Sleep was forfeit now that the entire Island would be up and about in a matter of minutes.

With a groan, Korra sat up and went to her wardrobe. She put on a fresh set of clothes, stopping to look at her bare belly and imagine what it would look like in a few months. There were no visible changes in her body and she was glad that her clothes still fit.

Next, Korra went to her window. She opened it and let the cold air finish waking her up. It at least gave her the courage to get up and greet the others. Korra silently slid her doors open and shut, doing her best not to alert her mother in the dorm beside her own. 

She tiptoed down the hallway and in the direction of the kitchen. The plan was that Korra would grab a small fruit to tide her over. She would then meet Asami and go with her to Horoshi’s trial as emotional support. Today would only be about helping Asami.

Korra said good morning to the three children sitting around the dining room table. Meelo was conked out with his head resting flat on the table. The older girls gave a tired wave as Korra moved towards the kitchen.

The smell of cooking food made Korra cringe. She forced herself forward even though the smell made her want to throw chunks.

Pema was working the stove when Korra arrived.

“Good morning Pema,” Korra strained.  She grabbed a moon peach and set her sights for the door.

“Good morning” the older woman responded. “Tenzin’s away at City Hall this morning for the trial.”

She put the food she was cooking on a few plates for her kids and then turned to face Korra. The baby was wrapped in a small blanket and nestled in Pema’s arms.

“Are you feeling okay, honey?” Pema asked, noticing how pale Korra looked in that moment. Pema meant well, but Korra was getting tired of everyone constantly doting on her.

Korra tried to say that she was fine, but opening her mouth gave her nose better access to the offending smell. She covered her mouth and ran for the garbage. She stood over the bin, dry heaving as nothing came out. 

Pema told her to wait a second, leaving the room and placing baby Rohan in the care of another Acolyte. She returned and led Korra out of the room, taking the garbage with them just in case.

“What’s wrong?” Senna asked worriedly when she spotted Korra and Pema. 

Pema assured her that Korra was fine. “Korra’s just dealing with some morning sickness right now.” Senna nodded sympathetically. 

They laid Korra in her bed and brought her some ginger tea and crackers. Pema went away to take care of her kids but Senna stayed to make sure her daughter would take care of herself. 

“I need to go with Asami!” Korra protested. “I don’t want her to be all alone at the trial.”

Senna rubbed her daughter’s hair, knowing all too well that Korra was in no condition to go to that trial. “I’ll go get Asami and we’ll see what she has to say.” Senna left and returned quickly, as Asami was only a few doors down.

Asami seemed to agree with Senna. “You rest, okay Korra? Mako and Bolin said they’d come with me today.” She grabbed Korra’s hand and gave it a kiss, making both girls blush. 

Korra reached for Asami as she walked from the room, sulking into her sheets. Senna hopped into the bed with her daughter and assured her that she would feel better soon.

She waited until her mother was snoring softly before sneaking out of bed. If she hurried, she could still make it to the trial. Asami wouldn’t mind if Korra told her that she was feeling better. 

Korra thought about leaving through the sliding doors, but that would be too risky. Her mother could wake up or she could run into Pema on the way out. She chose to crawl through her window and scale down the side of the building. 

///

The young Avatar felt very self conscious as she rode through the streets of Republic City. She could feel hundreds of eyes watching her, judging her. It was all in her head, she told herself.

“Is that the Avatar?” One child asked his mother, loud enough for Korra to hear. Korra shot him a smile and he smiled sheepishly back at her. 

“She’s not looking too good.” The woman said, thinking that Korra was too far away to hear. Korra frowned and had her Polar Bear Dog speed up.

The back entrance of the City hall was surprisingly left unguarded. There were no police officers stationed there, even though Lin assured everyone the building would be swarming with security. 

Naga stayed outside as Korra made her way through the back door.

The moment Korra stepped inside she could tell something was off. She should have realized it sooner, what with the lack of security. She raised her guard, knowing that she could be confronted by an enemy at any moment. The frightening part was that she couldn’t be sure what enemies she would encounter here.

Korra could hear voices as she crept closer to the courtroom. Leaning her ear against the door, she could hear some of them.

There was Tenzin, pleading with someone. “..they aren’t involved with this! Let them go!”

Korra’s blood ran cold when she heard the response. “I can’t do that, Councilman. I need assurance that my wife will cooperate.” Amon. It was Amon. Amon was on the other side of that door threatening the occupants of the courtroom. She heard a thud.

“Korra’s not your wife!!” Mako shouted. Korra heard the crackle of fire, and then the sound of a fist colliding with flesh. Mako cried out in pain.

Korra took a deep breath. She could no longer stand idly by as Amon threatened the people she cared about. Consequences be damned, she would protect them. 

She slammed open the door, shouting “Let them go!”

Amon had the collar of Mako’s shirt in his grip and his fist raised at the young firebender. Mako’s face was already swelling but the teen glared at the bloodbender in determination. 

When Amon saw Korra, he dropped Mako to the floor and grinned. “Korra.” 

“I’m here.” Korra said tersely, her fists clenched and at her sides.  “Release them.”

Korra took inventory of the courtroom. 

Her friends were huddled together, with Asami holding Mako in her arms. 

Tenzin was lying unconscious across the council’s table. The other council members were cowering off to the side, along with the citizens who had come to spectate the trial.  Beifong, along with the officers who had come to guard the building, were all unconscious on the floor.

Amon had taken them out with his bloodbending.

Hiroshi was situated behind Amon. He stood between the two groups, unsure of which side he was on. He had seen Amon bloodbend, but he still despised the benders in the room. 

Though Amon was alone in this fight, he was a force to be reckoned with. Even then, Korra couldn’t understand why he would want to try taking on the City again.

“Why did you come here?” Korra demanded. “You have no supporters, no revolution. Even Hiroshi has seen through your lies.” 

Amon turned away from his captives. “Don’t you see? I’m here for you.”

Korra shook her head. “No. I won’t go with you.” She raised her fists, mostly in bluff. She held her own before. She could do it again, right? She would have to if she wanted to take Amon down.

Amon laughed at her. “You don’t have a choice.” He knelt down and pulled Asami up by her hair.“Come with me and no one gets hurt.”

Asami swatted at him but couldn’t remove his grip. “Don’t listen to him. I’m fine.”

 “Asami..” Korra started. “I can’t let him hurt you.” Asami kept shaking her head, making Korra’s decision harder to make.

Mako and Bolin sprung into action, launching fire and earth at the older man. Asami used the distraction to separate herself from Amon and stand by the brothers. 

Amon kept up with the onslaught easily, tracking their movement with his bending. He had his hands behind his back in a haughty display of skill. He didn’t even bother chi blocking them. 

Korra stood there, frozen, as she watched Amon toy with her friends.

“Well?” Amon asked impatiently. 

Tears filled Korra’s eyes. “I’ll come with you just let them go.”

The other members of team avatar began to protest, yelling for Korra to run and spewing insults at Amon. Amon brought them all under his bloodbending grip.

Korra screamed for him to leave them alone, and Hiroshi even lunged at the power hungry waterbender. Amon took control over Hiroshi, too, not letting go of any of them until they dropped to the ground.

Korra ran to them, dropping to the ground and checking their pulses. She breathed a sigh of relief when she saw they were alive. Amon stood behind her and placed his hand on her shoulder. 

Her blood ran cold as he said, “It’s time to leave.” 

A series of jabs hit each of Korra’s pressure points. Not only could she not bend, but her limbs fell numb. She fell to the floor, still crying.

Amon took his time in scavenging a pair of handcuffs from an unconscious officer. He cuffed Korra’s hands behind her back before lifting her over his shoulder and carrying her out of the room.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading!

        




20. Road Trip

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon is on the run with the Avatar as his hostage.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Hope you enjoy the chapter!




    
    The garage was swamped with empty vehicles, belonging to those who were unfortunate enough to attend the trial. Amon carried Korra over to an inconspicuous looking Satomobile of Hiroshi’s design, placing her gently in the front seat. 

Crying softly, she ignored him as he unlocked a cuff from one of her wrists and fastened it to a hook built into the car. 

He wiped the few strands of hair from her face. His mouth tilted upward in a slight smile. "It’s going to be okay. I have you now.” 

Korra’s slumped form was hidden as they drove through the streets of Republic City. The many people she saw noticed nothing, content with living in blissful ignorance. She silently pleaded for someone to notice her, maybe even find a way to stop the car. 

Korra's heart jumped when she heard the sirens, coming from the road ahead in a jarring crescendo. She strained her neck muscles, forcing away the numbness so that she could see. Her eyes lit up when she saw the line of emergency vehicles rushing down the street.

She looked at Amon, who’s eyes were set on the road ahead. His face remained blank as the vehicles came closer and closer, and then passed them by.

“No..” She whispered, laying her head against the window. “Come back.”

“We’ll be long gone by the time they can reorganize themselves.” The car pulled to a stop at an intersection as they waited for another car to pass. “Just relax. We’re going to be driving for a while.”

///

For this journey, Amon was banished to the neglected roads of the Northern Earth kingdom. Travel by water would have been the go-to form of transportation, but it was off limits for obvious reasons. 

Wherever they were, they were far from Republic City. The densely packed urban areas had quickly transformed into vast expanses of empty land, mountain, and unpopulated forest. Human settlements were few and far between, which left Korra and Amon alone together. 

Korra sat with her knees pulled against her chest. She wasn’t feeling well and she was trying to rest her head in her lap. Each bump of the car made her despise existence itself. She wished she could just throw up and rid herself of the nausea. 

“Can’t we just pull over?” Korra whined. She pulled at her cuffed wrist, letting the metal collide with metal. “It’s not like I can go anywhere.”

Amon placed his hand on her back and she shrugged him off. She couldn’t see it, but he rolled his eyes. “We’re almost there.”

They arrived at a small village along the coast within the hour. Their Satomobile was given many strange looks as it diverged from the main road. Not many travelers noticed the small village let alone took the time to stop there.

Amon freed Korra’s hand as they pulled to a stop, concealing the handcuffs. He grabbed her wrist, digging his thumb into her arm. “Don’t you think for a second that I will tolerate any escape attempts. You will fail, I promise you that. And if you say anything to the people who live here, it will be your fault when they suffer the consequences.”

Korra gulped and nodded. 

He smiled at her and then let go. “Good. Leave the talking to me.”

Amon stepped out of the car first, twisting around the front of the car so that he could open Korra’s door for her, like the proper gentleman he was pretending to be. 

An elderly woman approached from one of the houses. She eyed the pair skeptically. “What brings you here?” 

Amon wrapped his arm around Korra and walked towards the woman. “We were passing on our way to the port. I’ve heard that a very talented herbalist lives here. I believe her name is Huilang?”

“That would be me.” Huilang replied, beckoning them to follow her to her house. The house was filled with varieties of herbs and plants, as well as scattered crucibles and jars. 

In front of a window was a small coffee table and some wooden chairs surrounding it. The woman invited them to sit down while they waited.

“I don’t get many visitors anymore.” She said, placing a kettle of water over the stove for her guests. Huilang gestured to the hectic state of her house. “If I knew I was going to be having visitors I would have cleaned up earlier. 

“Thank you for having us.” Amon said graciously. The woman collected a plate of biscuits, laying them on a plate and placing them on the table in front of her guests.

“So what do you need?” The water began to boil and she prepared two cups of tea to go along with the cookies. She simply poured the water into one cup, but added something else to the other.

The regular cup was handed to Korra and Amon got the other one. Korra took a sip of hers while Amon simply stared into his cup. He brought it to his lips slowly, staring at the old woman as he did so.

Korra sat silently, looking to Amon to answer. She had no idea where they were or what Amon wanted, but she was too afraid to contribute anything to the conversation out of fear that Amon would hurt this nice old woman. Korra subconsciously began bouncing her leg.

“My wife is about 7 weeks pregnant and has been dealing with morning sickness. Do you have anything that might help?” Amon placed his hand on Korra’s knee, stopping her leg from moving.

Huilang rummaged through her cabinets, gathering various items from around the house. She spoke to them as she moved around.  “When I was younger my grandmother told me a story about how she used to help injured soldiers fighting in the war. It made me want to help people, too.”

Korra smiled at the woman. “Your grandmother sounds like she was a wonderful woman.” 

“She was.” The woman said, a wistful look in her eye. “She was also brave.”

Huilang had a mixture of teas and supplements of her own creation ready for them within minutes.  They were wrapped into a bundle and presented to Korra. She took a seat in front of the two, telling them to take their time in eating and that she didn’t require any payment.

As the minutes went by, she seemed to stare at Amon. Amon stared back, as normal as ever. “Is something wrong?”

The woman shook her head slowly.

When the cookies were done, Amon went to stand and leave with Korra in tow. 

“Wait!” Huilang called, startling the young woman. “You can’t leave yet.”

“Why not?” Amon asked incredulously.

The woman had no answer, she just stared at Amon as she did before. Her gaze was intense, as if she were waiting for something to happen. Korra wasn’t sure what was wrong with her, but she wanted to return the help.

Korra stepped towards the woman, placing her hand on Huilang’s arm. “Is something wrong?”

Amon spoke before the woman could. “She’s wondering why her tea hasn’t put me to sleep yet.” He picked up the tea cup, dumping out its contents. “It’s because I didn’t drink it.”

Huilang’s eyes widened. “How did you-”

Amon glared at her and the woman froze, her body caught in his bloodbending grip.  “Next time you want to spike someone’s tea do it with more subtlety.” 

Huilang, through the bloodbending grip, strained to talk to Korra. “Run, Korra!”

Korra gasped. “She knew the whole time?”

Amon tightened his grip on the woman, causing her to cry out before falling to the floor. Korra sprinted over to her, unable to catch her before she hit the hard floor. The woman was still alive, but Korra feared the fall might have done some damage. Her age made her more vulnerable to her injuries.

Korra held the woman in her arms protectively. “Why would you do that? She couldn’t have done anything to you!”

Amon sighed, picking up the bundle. “I can’t have her telling the entire village. I’d have to do that to more people if word got out that we were here.” He walked over to Korra and tried lifting her from the floor.

Korra wouldn’t budge. “At least let me heal her!” 

“Fine.” Amon easily plucked Huilang from the floor and placed her on her bed. He waited patiently as Korra filled a bowl of water and placed it on the bedside table. She sat on the side of the bed and tried to raise it out of the bowl, but her bending wasn’t back yet. She groaned, dropping her arms in frustration.

“If you can’t do it we’re just going to leave.” Amon said harshly.

Korra frowned, her bottom lip quivering. “Please,” she begged. “She’s been so nice to us. I can’t heal her but maybe you can.”

“No.” Amon shook his head.

A tear slipped down Korra’s cheek. She turned away, looking at the old woman wheezing on the bed. “I knew you were horrible.”

Amon sighed, dropping to his knees in front of the teen. He grabbed her hand. “It’s not that I don’t want to heal her, it’s that I can’t. I’ve never been able to heal before.” 

Korra was a little surprised at the admission. One, Amon was admitting that he had a fault. Two, she thought that Amon was this expert waterbender. It didn’t make sense that he was unable to heal.

Korra took a deep breath. “I’ll teach you.” 

She placed her hands over Amon’s, cringing at the contact but continuing nonetheless. She had him collect some water and hold it over Huilang’s head.

“Follow the chi paths in her body. Feel where they are and feel the energy flowing through them. Use your own energy to help guide hers. Use your gift to heal her using the water in her body.”

Amon focused intensely on the water, moving it about Huilang’s head in fluid motions. The water began to glow as Amon used his bending to heal the damage he caused the older woman. When he finished, he flung the water into its container and pulled Korra to stand. 

Seeing that the older woman was resting more peacefully, Korra smiled. “Thank you.”

Amon was flustered. While he previously knew of healing, he had never experienced being on the giving end of it. Ridding the world of bending would subsequently rid the world of abilities like this. Was he glad that his revolution failed?

He shook his head to rid himself of those thoughts. Korra was adjusting the woman’s pillows and making sure she was comfortable. There were whispered apologies and expressions of gratitude. A glass of water was also placed at the bedside for when she woke up. 

Looking in the bag Huilang provided, he frowned. “At least coming here wasn’t a total waste.”

Korra watched him fearfully as he led her back to the Satomobile. Amon was fuming silently. She feared that he was only waiting until they were somewhere secluded to discipline her.

“Are you mad at me?” Korra mumbled.

Amon shook his head. “No.” 

It wasn’t his answer itself, but the way he said it that made Korra more afraid. She sat down in her seat, buckling the seat belt and waiting for Amon to get settled as well.

Tears filled the teen’s eyes. “But she figured out who we are.. You said something bad would happen if we were exposed.”

“As I said earlier, I didn’t want more people to get involved if they didn’t have to.” Amon started the car, backing down the gravel road. “I kept tabs on all the great healers in Republic City, especially the non bending ones. She moved out here shortly after you arrived in Republic City. That's how I knew she was here.”

“You knew she would recognize us?!”

“I assumed she would.” Amon answered nonchalantly. He turned onto the main road, only in the wrong direction. He was driving in the direction that they had come from.

“You- You did this on purpose!” She turned in her seat, staring daggers at her captor. The pieces were starting to come together. The news would get out that they were spotted out this way. Huilang was left alive and there were witnesses...

“You want people to think we’re going North.” There was no question. It was a statement, one that Korra was right about.

The older man smirked. “I’m not surprised you caught on so quickly, though I honestly hoped it would take you longer to figure it out.”

This red herring would help Amon take her farther away. Their trail would grow cold and the others would have nothing reliable to go on. 

If she could find out where they were headed, she might leave them some sort of message. Korra crossed her arms, sitting back in her seat. “Where are we going now?”

“We’re going to see my brother.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          This Amon, while even more fucked up than the original Amon, is just as strategic.

Huisang is the daughter of the herbalist Aang met in ATLA. The ruins of that merchant town she lived in during the war are right outside of Republic City. Just thought I'd mention that.

Up next on their journey is Tarrlok.

        




21. The Counselor Tarrlok

Summary for the Chapter:
            The pair arrive at their new home.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Enjoy!




    
    “Korra wake up.” There was someone shaking her softly. She opened her eyes and glared at the man, cranky from her very disturbed sleep schedule. She looked out the window and found it to be pitch black. 

She shoved at him and tried to curl up to sleep again. “Leave me alone.” Korra mumbled. 

“You can sleep when we get inside.” Amon retorted, unbuckling her seat belt and scooping her up.

Inside? She hadn’t been inside a real shelter for days, having been confined to the car. 

At least Amon was decent enough to let her sprawl out in the back of the Satomobile. She didn’t know how he could manage sleeping upright in the car, nor did she care. It wasn’t like she wanted to be going with him. He could deal with the discomfort for all she cared.

All lights in the house had been turned off, which was why Korra hadn’t noticed it in the darkness. Amon grabbed a flashlight from the car to navigate his way up a set of steps. The front door was unlocked, so they were able to walk right in.

The air in the room smelled...old. Dusty. The rooms had not been well traveled for years, so the house lay forgotten up until now. Amon switched on a light, exposing layers of dust caked on the many surfaces of the entryway. 

It was a pretty big house. The front entrance had multiple doorways, all leading to rooms with dust-sheet covered furniture. A staircase hugged the left wall, leading to the second floor. 

The house seemed rather eerie to the young avatar. It was dark and hollow and empty, but something felt off about it. Amon didn’t seem to mind, making his way up the staircase with a familiarity. 

The stairs creaked as he rose. It made Korra worry that the aged wood would not hold their combined weight and would collapse, but they made it up. The second floor was a straight hallway of rooms, ending at a master bedroom. That was the room Amon chose for them. He placed Korra down on the queen sized mattress.

“Stay,” He ordered, leaving her alone in the dark. It took him a few minutes to return with a few heavily packed bags.

There was no light switch in this room, so Amon found some candles to light. He had Korra stand up so he could make the bed for them. Amon asked her to lay down, but she silently denied the request and chose to lay on the floor. 

Amon sighed. “Don’t be a child. Get up here.”

“Go to hell.” Korra’s voice was muffled under the bed.

Amon sighed and used his bloodbending grip to pull her off the floor. Korra’s face contorted in discomfort, but it did not last long because Amon was tired. He brought Korra next to him and chi-blocked her elements as a precaution. 

Severing her elements had proven to be a failure, but chi-blocking was impossible to be fixed by anything other than time.

Amon’s bare hand touched her face, pulling her in for a kiss. Korra tensed, trying to wait it out. She was afraid that the kiss would escalate, but thankfully Amon was too tired to do anything more. 

“I love you, Korra.” Amon mumbled as he drifted off.

Korra couldn’t sleep that night.

///

The next morning, Korra was able to untangle herself from Amon’s arms without waking the man up. She tiptoed out of the room with precision, cringing when the floorboards threatened to give her away. 

Amon was stupid enough to let his guard down and give her this perfect opportunity to escape. She wouldn’t waste it so easily. When Korra reached the bottom of the stairs, she knew there was nothing stopping her. She cleared the front doors and sprinted to the Satomobile.

The door was open but...there were no keys. She could not drive without keys. 

Quite frankly, she could not drive well anyways. Asami had given her a few lessons, but she was nowhere near proficient. Korra smiled softly, thinking of Asami. Her friend would know what to do. 

Earthbending would have been her next option, but Korra was still chi-blocked. 

Korra tried to think how Asami would. She had to be smart about this.

Amon must have hidden the keys away the night before, anticipating that his young captive would give him trouble. Korra walked to the edge of the driveway, looking at the surroundings she could not see last night. 

The house was larger than she thought it would be. It had three floors and a jungle-like garden growing beside it. The weeds had grown freely through the beds of dirt, and any small flowers once growing there were gone. A single rosebush flourished at the center, its thorny vines and crimson flowers acting as a centerpiece. The garden had nothing that could help her, so she looked outward.

There was the road they drove in on, an infinite forest of trees, and mountains surrounding them.  

The road would have to do.  It might not have been a well traveled road, but it still offered the prospect of discovery. Korra started off down the dusty Earth Kingdom road, hoping that someone would find her before Amon did.

And someone did. She was two miles down the road when she heard the distant hum of an engine. She ran towards it, elated that it was coming from the direction she was headed. 

The vehicle was a jeep, with its hood up to protect the driver from the hot sun. Korra called after it, waving her arms for the driver to stop. 

Afraid that the driver hadn’t noticed her, Korra went into the middle of the road to grab his attention. She was far enough ahead of him to allow him to make a full stop. The driver got out of his car, and Korra wanted to cry.

Not from joy, though.

“What are you doing here?” The two rivals asked each other at the same time. Korra crossed her arms, letting the older man speak first.

“Where’s Noatak?” Tarrlok questioned.

“At the house. Now, if you’ll excuse me, I need to get as far away from here as possible.” She brushed past him and forged onward.

Korra stopped when tarrlok said something that surprised her. “Why are you even here?” 

Korra turned her back to point at him. “Ask your psychotic brother that! I just want to go home.” Korra frowned as she felt another wave of homesickness. And regular sickness. She was definitely dehydrated. 

Tarrlok sighed. “You’re not going to have much luck on that road. It’s empty for miles.”

“You just want me to come back to the house with you.” Korra stomped towards the older man, grabbing his chin. “Well guess what? There’s no way I’m ever staying with your brother.”

Tarrlok stepped back, raising his hands. “I won’t stop you. I didn’t even know Noatak was bringing you here in the first place. My life would be so much easier without you in it.”

To prove that he was serious, Tarrlok agreed to wait in his jeep until Korra was further down the road. He was true to his word and let her go. He was also right in saying that nobody would be finding her there.

Korra walked until the soles of her feet screamed for her to stop. Nothing changed about her scenery and she had no sense of direction, only this road to guide her forward. She wished there was some sort of landmark to tell her where she was going, or to give her hope that she was close to rescue.

Amon caught up with her easily. He stopped the satomobile next to her on the road, snapping at her to get in the car. The ride back was so short that Korra felt the universe was mocking her. 

All her progress, gone. She was right back where she started.

Up the stairs, through the door and to the second floor Amon led her. They passed Tarrlok briefly, who was sitting in the living room and indulging in a book. He looked up and sighed, but said nothing before going back to the book.

Amon shoved her into her room, locking the door behind him. “I’ll be back to deal with you later.”

“Tarrlok.” Amon called from atop the stairs, storming down to confront his brother. Korra scrambled to the door to listen.

The response was almost unintelligible. “What?”

“You let her go.” Amon seethed.

“Yes, I did.” The younger brother was casual, uncaring. He didn’t bother to hide it, aggravating the bloodbender.

“Why?”

“We agreed that it would just be the two of us. I didn’t spend the last few weeks risking my neck in the fire nation just so you could go behind my back and do this!”

“Remind me again. Who was it that rescued you from the police?”

“You..” Tarrlok muttered. Korra heard a loud smack, like someone slamming their hand against a solid surface. “But that doesn’t excuse you kidnapping the Avatar!”

“Hypocrite.” Amon hit back. “If I hadn’t stopped you, you would have taken her here with you anyway.”

“I’m not saying what I did was right! I’m saying its a stupid idea to have her here with us. If it was just us two, they would have stopped looking eventually. They won’t stop looking for her, you know that.” 

“She is my wife.” Amon growled. “There was no way that I was going to leave her behind.

“But she’s not!” Tarrlok shouted, exasperated. “You’re not even married! You’re delusional, Noatak! She doesn’t love you.”

There was a shuffling sound. “What, Noatak? Are you going to hit me? You know I’m right.”

There was a pause. “I’m not our father, Tarrlok.”

Tarrlok went quiet. “I never said you were.”

“I love her, and I’m going to be a good father to our child. If you want to leave I won’t stop you, but Korra’s staying with me.”

“I’m not leaving,” Tarrlok huffed. “But don’t think for a second that I agree with this.”

“I don’t expect you to.”

“I need some air” The front door opened and was slammed shut. 

Korra went to the window and watched Tarrlok make his way to the garden. He knelt down and started yanking the weeds from the ground, roots and all. One plant at a time, the man worked to clear the space. His vigorous pace had worked through a small chunk within minutes, and he showed no signs of stopping.

Hearing Amon coming back up to her, Korra hoped that he would be calmer than his brother. Amon had, in the past, taken out his anger on her. 

Destroying plants was one thing, but hurting her was another. She hoped he would be calmer than his brother.

A stone faced Amon opened the door, carrying a tray filled with warm food. Korra’s stomach rumbled and her mouth watered. Yet the young woman held back, distrustful of the food.

“Just eat it.” The man ordered. “You need to keep up your energy.”

Korra stepped forward cautiously, taking the tray and retreating to her corner of the room. She watched him, waiting for him to make a move and attack her while she was distracted. No attack came, so Korra gave the food a chance.

It was a bowl of rice with a variety of ingredients mixed in. Chopsticks in hand, she slowly raised a clump of rice to her lips. Then another. It was delicious and she was starving. She finished the bowl quickly and inhaled her cup of tea, no longer concerned that Amon was watching her.

She pushed the empty tray away from her, hoping that Amon would take it and leave. He ignored it and sat on the bed, indicating that he intended to stay and talk with her.

Somehow, Korra found that she wasn’t as scared as she could have been.  She had a few weeks' intermission from Amon, but his moods were still familiar to her. He couldn’t do anything to her that he hadn’t done before, could he?

She crossed her arms and sat against the window sill. The nook jutted out from the wall just enough that Korra could sit with her legs crossed. “If you’re here to yell at me or hurt me just get it over with.”

“I’m not here to hurt you.” 

Korra’s lip curled upward. “You’ve said that so many times, and yet you keep hurting me.

Amon pinched the bridge of his nose. “Everything I’ve done was for you. I don’t understand why you don’t see that.”

The young avatar said nothing in return. There was no use arguing with a delusional man. She turned to look out the window again, finding Tarrlok  beside a pile of uprooted plants.

Amon stood up, coming closer to follow her line of sight. He found his brother, a distant look in his eyes. “It used to be a beautiful garden.”

“I thought you lived in the Northern Water Tribe.”

 He told her, on the car ride over, some tidbits about his childhood. Only parts concerning his father, Yakone, and their bloodbending journey. She took that and what Tarrlok told her to piece together what their childhood was like. Not once did he mention living in the Earth Kingdom.

“My father took us here on short vacations. He told our mother that he was visiting family members, but he was actually meeting with his old gang cohorts. Sometimes he brought me along with him. My mother and tarrlok would stay back here and tend the garden.” Amon recollected.

Korra looked at the rose bush in silence, taking in the new information. She wondered how many other types of flowers were once growing there.

Blue eyes found Tarrlok again. He never struck her as the gardening type. Tarrlok seemed too aggressive for such a thing. Personality wise, he was closer to the weed than the average flower. He would smother others if it meant that he got what he wanted. 

What happened to the young boy that would tend the garden with his mother? What happened to the fair, kindhearted boy that Tarrlok described his brother as in their “good old days”?

One look at Amon and another at his brother, Korra realized what happened. They were smothered by the weeds.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Tarrlok was planning on taking Korra with him before Amon intervened so this house is basically where they would have gone. Did I need to give it a backstory? No. Did I do it anyway? Yes, yes I did.

        




22. Blood Ties
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            Tarrlok wonders if he's doing the right thing
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    The first time Korra and Tarrlok were left alone together was when Amon decided to take a walk. It was night, and Korra wished that the bloodbender would meet his end by some wild animal. One could only hope.

It was Tarrlok who approached her first, probably lonely from their seclusion. He was the odd man out, excluded when Amon tried to win her over or when he forced his love on her.

Tarrlok was looking out the window at nothing. “What do you miss most about Republic City?”

“My friends. My parents. My Polar Bear Dog. The Island.” Korra listed off absentmindedly. “What about you?”

“Nothing.” His face was empty, with none of the homesickness that Korra had. He had nothing back in the city waiting for him. All of his power was gone and he was hated by almost everyone.

“Noatak is the only family I have left.” 

“He’s going to betray you.” Korra stated. “He’s just using you.”

“I know what you’re doing.” Tarrlok said, leaning forward to glare at Korra. His anger turned into a smirk and he sat back in his seat.  “That’s exactly what I would do in your situation.”

She was, of course, trying to sow seeds of discord between the brothers (even though they didn’t need much help finding reasons to argue). She also felt obligated to warn Tarrlok about his brother. She owed him no loyalty, but he still had to know.

“I’m serious,” Korra started. “He’s using you how he used Hiroshi and the non benders of Republic City.” She paused. “Did you know he killed his Lieutenant?” 

“His Lieutenant wasn’t family.” The man growled back.

Korra shook her head, smiling sadly. “He was Amon’s closest ally, though. And Amon killed him without remorse. If you ever get in his way he’d sell you out in an instant.”

“He is my brother!”

“So? Look at the situation we’re in now. He made you risk your freedom in the Fire Nation so that he could take me from my home. He chose me over you.”

“Quiet!” Tarrlok snapped. He stood up, raising his hand to slap the girl. He stopped himself, but not before proving to Korra how terrible he was as a person. She just watched him, shaking her head sadly. 

The girl stood up, too. “I guess I can’t work with you.” She collected the water from their tea cups and hit Tarrlok with a water jet. He went flying back, hitting the wall and crumpling to the floor. 

Korra ran to the front entrance, looking inside a vase for Tarrlok’s hidden keys. She plucked them out and ran to the door, psyching herself up for the nerve wracking drive ahead of her. 

She was about to unlock the satomobile door when she felt her body seize up, and something pull her back.

“Korra!” Amon yelled. “What do you think you’re doing?” He dragged her back inside, to where he could see Tarrlok lying on the floor. Tarrlok was alive, and he would have to be dealt with later.

Amon glared at the young woman, wondering what to do with her. 

Chi-blocking her constantly was time consuming, and he was unable to remove her bending because she knew how to energy bend. He told her to stay there, on the floor, while he retrieved something from the car.

Amon brought back with him two metal cuffs. They fit snugly around Korra’s wrists, not too tight, not too loose. 

Hiroshi designed them so that a person could not bend while they were on. The cuffs were still prototypes, so they could not completely block bending, but they would do the trick. 

Korra frowned, looking at her cuffs. “What are these? 

Amon simply handed her a cup of water. “Try bending now.”

Korra raised her hand to the water, struggling to move the water. She could barely lift a single droplet. “No…”

///

Tarrlok angrily sifted through the kitchen cupboards, collecting ingredients for another thankless meal. The kitchen was practically bare, meaning someone would have to make the drive into town. 

His original meal plan lasted them longer. But then again he wasn’t expecting Korra to be joining them.

Tarrlok was kneeling down in front of a low cabinet when he heard his brother step into the kitchen. He decided to bring up their situation.

“You need to stop into town and pick up more food.”

“You do it,” Noatak deflected, grabbing their last fresh piece of fruit and taking a bite. “I don’t trust you to watch Korra.” 

Of course he didn’t. Korra had to be glued to his side at every moment. Even confined to the house, her leash was cut short. Tarrlok was surprised Noatak hadn’t dragged Korra to the pantry with him. 

The younger brother took a step forward, peeking around the door. “Where is that girl?” 

“In her room, trying to avoid me.”

Tarrlok pinched the bridge of his nose. “If she’s going to stay in her room all day, what does it matter that you leave?” 

“She’s going to come out the minute I leave, and you’re not going to watch her.”

“I can’t go, someone might recognize me. You haven’t been out much, but I have. My picture is everywhere! And the pretentious people of Zao-” 

Noatak glared at his brother. “Quiet,” he whisper-shouted. “I don’t want Korra to know where we are.”

Tarrlok rolled his eyes. “So are you going or not?”

“Fine. I’ll be back in a few hours. Take care of my wife.”

Tarrlok stood in the hall, watching his brother leave without another word. Things had never been so tense between the two. They had their arguments, but those were big confrontations that lasted moments. They couldn’t get along or even ignore each other. 

It was Korra’s doing. Or, well, it was Korra’s presence that messed up the dynamic. 

Tarrlok couldn’t look his brother in the eye without thinking of his brother’s terrible actions. Korra was just a 17 year old girl. A 17 year old girl who his brother kidnapped and was holding against her will. And she was pregnant for spirits sake!

Tarrlok’s long-ignored conscience was giving him problems again.

But was it all Amon’s doing? Tarrlok was complicit in the crime, was he not?

Living everyday as a co-conspirator to his brother’s crimes took a toll on him. 

The former Councilman thought back to his promise to serve Republic City as a just leader, and how well that worked out.

He was not so delusional as to think that he lived up to that promise. He was a corrupt leader and, by his own definition, a criminal. The kind of person he most despised as a child. But Tarrlok wanted to be better. He had to be better.

He sulked up the stairs, finding himself standing at Korra’s door. He knocked gently and waited. When Korra didn’t answer, he knocked again. “Korra?”

The door opened by an angry teen. “What do you want?” 

“My brother…” Tarrlok started, unsure of what he wanted to ask.

Korra crossed her arms. “He’s going into town to get food. I heard. The walls aren’t as thick as you’d think.” She moved to shut the door, but Tarrlok caught it with his foot.

“That’s not what I was going to ask.” 

“Then what?” Korra hissed. She wasn’t feeling well and Tarrlok was giving her a headache. Her only free time without Amon, and he was wasting it.

“Is the baby actually his? I mean, did he-”

“Yes.” Korra cut him off. She was seconds away from shutting the door in his face, but the look on his face made her pause.

He was shaky and unsure. An arrogant politician no longer. Almost as if he had a heart. Nervous blue eyes looked at Korra's baby bump. “How far along are you?”

“9 weeks,” Korra answered awkwardly. The shirts Amon had brought for her were getting too small for her and highlighting her stomach. It made her feel uncomfortable, to have them stare at her so often. 

Horrible. The situation was horrible. He had no deniability. He was just letting Amon do as he pleased. “Did Noatak force you to do anything while you were here?”

“Stop pretending like you care.” Korra went to shut the door again, and Tarrlok felt too guilty to stop her. He just stood there, outside the door, and stared at the wood. 

Amon was just like their father, and he was dragging Tarrlok down with him.

  



23. Fistfights, fires and car crashes.
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    The slamming of the car door reverberated against the house, disrupting Korra from her slumber. The noise was loud, sudden and jarring. She sat up quickly, her heart beating fast in her ear. Now wide awake, she stumbled to the railing to watch Amon enter the house. There was a large, indistinct container in his arms and he dropped it off a few feet from the door. Then, he turned back to get the others.

Korra drifted down the steps and delicately slid the lid off of the curious box. There was a jumble of fabric waiting inside, all various shades of green and soft to the touch. She tugged on one, pulling out a long robe. If it were orange or yellow instead of green, she could imagine Tenzin wearing it.

“That would be yours.” Korra flinched at the sound of Amon’s voice, accidentally dropping the robe on the floor. 

“Mine?” She asked.

“Yes, yours. Your stomach has outgrown your other clothes.” He set down two more boxes, though he wasn’t done. These boxes were clothing only. There was still the matter of the food, so Amon stepped out again.

Korra was less afraid to look in the other boxes now that she knew what was inside. They basically had the same contents, but she figured that these were clothes for the brothers. Each clothing item was bigger in size, and each robe was matched with a pair of trousers. Korra scowled, realizing that her box only came with robes and dresses. She had never been a very feminine person, only wearing dresses on special occasions. It would take some getting used to, but she was happy about it nevertheless. These clothes wouldn’t be so suffocating.

Tarrlok stepped out into the hall from his room on the ground floor. He was wearing a plain blue nightshirt and his hair was down, instead of his normal three ponytails. Korra almost laughed at his disheveled appearance, but it was too late to start a fight. The half-asleep man got to work unloading the supplies so that he could go back to bed.

As the crates of food were carried back and forth, Korra caught writing on the side of one. She waited until both men were out of the room to inspect it. Korra and the box went into the living room, out of sight.  On the side, in bold letters it read “PRODUCE GROWN AND SOLD IN ZAOFU.” 

Where had she heard that name before? It was familiar, but she couldn’t put her finger on it. 

Korra shoved the crate away as far as she could. What use did she have for it if she didn’t even know where Zaofu was? She cursed herself for not paying more attention when her White Lotus instructors taught her about the different regions of the world. 

The teen was tired and wanted to cry, feeling as though all her escape plans were hopeless. She curled up right there, resting her back against one of the walls. Grasping at straws. That was what she was doing. Her arms wrapped around herself in an attempt to self-soothe. 

When that didn’t work, she slowly trailed her fingertips down her arms until they grazed metal. Indents marred the once smooth metal where Korra tried to cut the cuff open with a knife. She nicked her wrists multiple times  in the process, but Amon had yet to comment on the cuts. They were subtle, and only on one side so Amon wouldn’t notice. Her efforts were obviously fruitless, and her bending still impaired. 

She watched Amon put them on her, yet she couldn’t figure out how they worked. There was no opening mechanism, no key-hole that could free her. It made her wonder if Amon planned to ever take them off. 

From afar the cuffs could have been jewelry. Nice, modern jewelry so well-crafted that the ends blended when they were clasped together. If she were allowed in public, people would probably assume they were given to her by someone close. She hated them.

“What are you doing in here?” Tarrlok asked, and she quickly wiped the tears from her face.

“Nothing,” Korra mumbled, grabbing the crate and walking past him with it. She set it in the kitchen, emptied it, and sighed when she thought they were done. There were no more boxes to empty, but Amon still had plans for them.

They changed into their new clothing, and then Amon led his brother and the teen in gathering all the old clothing  so they could burn it. Anything distinctly Water Tribe had to go, he told them. He couldn’t risk them being singled out because of their very noticeable appearance. 

It was the middle of the night and the lights from the house barely illuminated the area around the house. Korra held the flashlight so they didn’t trip over their own feet, while Amon dealt with his brother. 

Tarrlok was the most vocal about his displeasure. “Why does it matter?”

Amon ripped a shirt from Tarrlok’s hand and threw it on the pile. “I’m not taking any risks. We need to blend and prepare for the unexpected. I don’t expect to have any guests, but we can never be too safe.”

Korra wasn’t too concerned about the clothing, but what did concern her was Amon’s erratic behavior. He was being unreasonable and borderline paranoid. It was just unnecessary to burn their clothing, but Amon thought it was a good idea. 

Gasoline was poured over the pile and Amon lit a match, ready to set it ablaze. 

The fire made Korra nervous. She traced the distance between them and the wooden siding, imaging the fire trailing through the dry grass and lighting up the building. It was a stretch, but still, one can never be sure how fire will act. “Isn’t this a little close to the house?”

Amon failed to heed Korra’s warnings, and with the toss of his match it went up in flames. With that, Amon was done and dragged them back inside. Tarrlok went off to try and salvage what sleep he could, but Amon stopped his brother with bloodbending. The younger brother was flipped around, a look of utter betrayal sprawled across his face.

“What in the spirits are you doing?!”

“I’m not done with you two yet.” Amon growled.

“You can’t just bloodbend me!” Tarrlok cried in indignation.

“Yes, I can.” He dropped his powerless brother on the floor, pulling out a knife from his pocket. “The hair needs to go, too.”

“No.” There were supposed to be brothers. They were family. And they were supposed to conquer the world together. But no, Amon was just using his power to his advantage. Korra was right. Amon didn't care about him, he only cared about himself and what he wanted. 

Tarrlok backed away from his brother. He knew that he was doomed to fail in his resistance, so he threw a vase at the older man. Tarrlok caught Amon off guard, so he had time to run. He made the worst possible decision and ran up the stairs, where he would have no escape routes. 

“What a coward,” Korra thought. She couldn’t understand what he was doing.

Amon sighed. “I’ll deal with him later.” He pulled Korra  over to him by her hair, causing her to yelp. Pulling her hair into a ponytail, he sliced through her dark locks and let them drop to the floor.

Korra’s head felt lighter. This was the most she had ever cut her hair in her life, and it was discombobulating. Tentatively, she ran her fingers through her chin-length hair. She didn’t hate the style, but she would have liked it more if it was her choice to cut her hair. Amon took that choice from her as he took so many other choices from her.

Turning around, she looked into the man’s eyes. He was smiling, but not with his eyes. His eyes were trained on her, pupils smushed into pinpricks. She ran from the deranged man, the air hitting the back of her neck in a foreign manner.

“Tarrlok!” He called. “Don’t make me come to you!”

There was no response from the second floor, only creaking. Amon whispered something under his breath, moving up the steps like an animal on the hunt. Korra shut her eyes tight, counting each step until Amon reached the top. The house was deathly still, but Korra had a gut feeling that something terrible was about to happen.

A yell rang out and Korra heard a loud “crack”. She opened her eyes just in time to see Tarrlok and his brother go tumbling over the railing. If they were injured, neither man cared. Running only on adrenaline and rage, the fight escalated into a fistfight. Tarrlok never gave his brother enough time to bloodbend, attacking relentlessly. 

Amon was still winning, however, because Tarrlok had something in his hand. A metal cuff. Korra now understood what Tarrlok was trying to do. If she could get Amon in those cuffs, they could weaken Amon’s bloodbending. But Tarrlok only had one, and they needed both for this to work. The second cuff was laying among the wooden debris, having been dropped in the fall. 

Doing her best to avoid the brothers, she ran to the destroyed railing pieces on the floor and dug out the metal cuff. From what she understood, all she had to do was clasp it around Amon’s wrist and it would stop his bending. 

Korra watched the men fight. It was hard to find a pattern to their movements, but she needed one if she was going to chi-block Amon. The fight went back and forth, but Amon was gaining the upper hand. Her window was closing, so Korra just went for it. She ran in, grabbing Amon’s wrist from behind and placing the device on him before he could pull away. 

Amon stared at her, then at the cuff. His eyes narrowed, and he prepared to bloodbend the young Avatar. Tarrlok seized his opening as well, clasping his band over Amon’s wrist. 

The man cooly raised his hand, preparing to bring them both to their knees. While Korra did feel a pull, it was weak and she could easily override it. She grinned. Something about seeing her captor so...powerless, it made her feel invincible. 

“No!” Amon yelled, losing his cool. He pulled at the cuffs in blind frenzy, clawing at his wrists until he bled. His eyes darkened and he looked to his brother. 

“You did this..” He hissed, brandishing his knife.

Korra stepped away from the man, her fear taking hold once again. How could she forget how threatening he was before she knew he was a bender? There were so many things going on, it was terrifying. The fighting, the yelling, the smell of fire in the air… Wait! She coughed as the smoke entered her lungs.

Korra clutched her stomach, fearing what the smoke would do to the baby. She pulled her shirt collar up to cover her nose and mouth and dropped to the floor, begging the others to evacuate.

“We need to leave!” Tarrlok bellowed. His eyes widened as he caught sight of the flames, quickly invading the house from the living room. The house was all wood, and the fire was spreading fast. With such a grave threat, Tarrlock easily forgot about the fight.

It was Amon’s turn to seize his moment. He body slammed his brother, plunging the knife into Tarrlok’s chest and landing them both in the blazing living room. Fire surrounded them from all sides, but Amon didn’t care. He tried to jab at his brother again, this time in the throat. Tarrlok dodged just before it hit him, grabbing the handle. There was a struggle for the blade, with both men using what energy they had to vie for it. Even in his weakened state Tarrlok managed to turn the weapon on his brother, burying it in Amon’s side.

Korra reached her arm out, trying to bend the flames away. She couldn’t. And she couldn’t risk her life or her unborn child’s life. In one of the hardest decisions Korra ever had to make, she began crawling for the door.

Though she was below the smoke, it still covered the lights and made it difficult for her to see. In Korra’s scramble for the exit, she accidentally plunged the palm of her hand onto a shard of glass. She clutched her bleeding hand to her chest and looked at the floor in front of her. It was the vase Tarrlok broke earlier, laying shattered on the ground.

Korra realized it was lucky to have found the remnants, for Tarrlok’s keys were lying among the shards. Plucking the keys off the floor, Korra scrambled to the door and into the fresh air. She held her breath and ran down the driveway, until she was in the safety of Tarrlok’s car. Not once did she look back.

It was difficult to maneuver it around Amon’s Satomobile and down the driveway, with her chest screaming at her to calm down. Breathe Korra, she told herself. Do as Tenzin would tell you. 

She waited at the end of the driveway for any survivors. When the house collapsed on itself it was clear that no one was coming out.  It was Tarrlok she was most concerned for. He had challenged Amon and saved her. And she just left him in there. What a terrible way to die, for both of them. Heartless or not, they were people.

Korra willed the tears from her eyes. She had no time to focus on the brothers. She had to focus on getting out of there. It was 2 in the morning and she was desperate to get somewhere safe.

 From the driveway, Korra turned left onto the road. She figured that since she had not seen any villages on the way there, she would just have to keep going. The teen was tired and unfocused as she drove. She had no energy to stave away the images of the flames in her head. Burning. Smoke. An explosion of red, orange, and yellow. 

The fire looked so warm. Korra almost wished that she stayed in the fire. Then she wouldn’t have to deal with her life the way it was. Amon ruined her, tainted her mind and body in so many ways that she would never fully recover from. And the child. It was easy to ignore in the beginning, but Korra had to wake up every morning and see how the baby had changed her body. 

Korra looked at the car’s clock again. 4:15. She sighed laying her head down on the wheel in frustration. It was supposed to be just a second..She would shut her eyes for just a second… Korra’s eyes stayed closed for a few seconds too long, long enough for the jeep to diverge from the road.

The sudden turn of the vehicle woke Korra up. She tried to get control of the wheel again, but it was too late. There was no changing the car’s direction, and it was headed straight for a tree. Mustering what power she could, Korra went into the Avatar state and launched herself up in the air, landing safely in the grass. The jeep was totaled, but she was alright. Somehow.

“I’m never doing that again..” Korra mumbled, nuzzling into the soft grass and letting sleep take her. She could deal with this when she woke up.
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    The sun was shining proudly over Air Temple Island, blessing its residents with a comfortable summer heat. The nearby water way brought the promise of a gentle breeze. It truly was a great day, especially for the group of young children running around as their parents looked on.

Two children- a young boy with a shaved head and bright, orange robes, and a slightly younger girl in baggy green play clothing- were in the process of evading the boy’s sister. The sister was older than them by a few years, and naturally faster, but the kids used their small size to their advantage. 

Just as the older sister was about to wrap her arms around her brother, the boy launched himself over her head as if he was weightless. Their parents, sitting under the shade of a tree, chuckled proudly.

“What did they do to annoy Kya this time?” The mother of the younger girl asked, approaching from behind with a baby in her arms. She passed the child off to Avatar Aang, who gave the little girl a big smile.

“I have no idea” Katara responded, laying her hand softly on the small bundle in her husband’s careful arms.

Aang held the baby close to his face. “Do you know, little one?”

The baby babbled contently, reaching out and pulling at the man’s beard. He cringed while the two women laughed at his expense. Ever so gently, Aang uncurled the baby’s hand.

“Little Suyin’s got a strong grip for such a little baby.”

The Avatar looked down and the baby disappeared from her arms. 

 

Korra was herself, sitting up on a bed. It was softer than the cots on air temple island, but much thinner than her bed back in the water tribe. A thin blanket was spread of her form, with her stomach making a small bulge under the sheet.

This was not where Korra fell asleep. Someone moved her here, obviously.  She was somewhere unfamiliar, yet this place gave her a comforting feeling.

Feeling well rested, Korra rose from the bed and lifted her arms above her head in a stretch. She made her way to the window and unfurled the shutters, regretting the action immediately. Korra recoiled as she was blinded by a flash of light reflecting on metal.

“Where am I?” She asked herself, looking out at the City of Metal. And what did her dream mean? Aang was trying to reach her again, though she could tell their connection was weaker. Weaker, but still there.

It was the cuffs! The loathsome bands of metal around her wrists that restricted her bending and, as it seems, her connection to her past life. Whoever brought her here felt the need to replace her outer clothing with a white hospital gown, but they had not the foresight to remove the cuffs for her. Ignoring the implications that someone saw her half naked while she was unconscious, Korra felt annoyed.

The young woman walked to the door and pulled at the handle, half expecting it to be locked. It opened and she knew she wasn’t a prisoner anymore. 

There was a custodian in the hallway, sweeping the floor a few doors down. He did a double take before making his way over to her. The man was friendly looking, she figured she could trust him. 

“You’re awake! How are you feeling?” The man asked. They had never met, yet he was being so nice. Did he know she was the Avatar? 

“I’m...fine. Where are we?”

“You’re in the hospital.” Very specific, Korra thought. She gave him a questioning look and his eyes widened. “Oh. You were asking where the hospital is. We’re in Zaofu.”

She smiled at him. “I’m sorry, I don’t know where that is either.”

The man looked concerned. “I heard you were found near a wrecked car. Maybe you have some memory loss. Let me get a healer.”

The man turned to leave, but she grabbed his arm. “Don’t worry, my memory is fine. I managed to jump out of the car before it crashed. I just don’t know where Zaofu is.”

“I’m sorry, we all just assumed you were from here.” So he didn’t know who she was. No one here did. Her chest felt lighter as she realized they had no expectations for her as the Avatar.

“I should get you a healer anyway.” He escorted her back to her room, telling her that  a healer would be there shortly. She sat back in a chair and closed her eyes, taking a deep breath.

When she opened them, she was back on Air Temple Island.

Aang was standing at the docks, counting out loud with his hands over his eyes.

“48...49...50! Ready or not, here I come!” The Airbender took off up the stairs, letting the wind carry him. He had his work cut out for him, with three kids and two teens to find before their mothers could scold him for letting them play too late. 

The entire island was fair game, but he wasn’t too worried. The kids were always so predictable with their hiding spots. 

First, Aang made his way to the Temple. He jumped up, landing on the first ring of the tower. Then the second, then the third, until he reached the fourth ring where he found his son hugging the wall.

Bumi gave him a defeated smile. “Guess you found me, Dad.”

“If your mother saw you up here, she’d have a heart attack” Aang said, scanning the trees below for hiders. He turned to his eldest son, a mischievous grin on his face. 

“Good thing she’s not here right now.”

The two made their way back down, with Aang giving his son his space on the descent but still ready to jump in at the first sign of trouble. Tenzin was inside the Temple itself, Lin was trying to blend in with the greenery , and Kya was up in a tree. 

All he had to do was find Suyin. Find Suyin. Find Suyin…

Korra opened her eyes, with that message repeating over and over in her mind. 

That’s right! Lin’s sister lived in Zaofu. That’s what Aang was trying to tell her. She had to find Suyin. When the healer walked in, Korra scrambled over and asked about the woman. The matriarch of the Metal Clan.

Korra gripped the man’s shoulders.“I need to talk to Suyin Beifong! It’s urgent!”

The healer looked at her like she was crazy. Korra cleared her throat and backed away, giving a small apology. Hoping that he wouldn’t consider her to be insane, her eyes met his. “Please.”

“I don’t think that would be possible, Miss. She’s too busy to be meeting with random people.” The man definitely thought she was crazy. 

Korra accidentally raised her voice as it grew in desperation. “You don’t understand I-”

“I’m sorry but there is nothing I can do for you. If you don’t calm down I’m going to  have to sedate you.” He put his hand on her shoulder and she pushed him away as a reflex. She put too much force into the shove and he fell to the floor. Oops.

The commotion she had created had alerted other healers and she could see one with a needle in her hand. The young woman didn’t want to reveal herself at the Avatar just yet, but she was running out of options. 

Korra was cornered, surrounded on all sides by hospital staff. Even her custodian friend was against her. What betrayal. She raised her hands. “Wait! I’m the Avatar!”

It was too late. A quick jab in her thigh and they injected her with something. They seemed to realize their mistake, too. Korra fell unconscious to the shocked expressions of the Zaofu hospital staff. Serves them right, she thought.

///

Paper crinkled softly in the quiet room as a woman sifted through the pages of a magazine, unaware that Korra had woken up from her drug induced slumber. The front of the packet was obscured, but Korra could see the image of a man on the back. He was on the older side and he had a nose ring connecting to an earring. 

The woman didn’t seem too impressed with the contents and flipped through it in boredom. Though she bore only vague resemblance to Lin in both facial features and demeanor, Korra knew who she was, with her graying hair and pistachio green eyes. 

 “I’m guessing you’re Suyin?”

The woman slammed down her magazine in a hurry, leaning over to meet Korra’s gaze. Suyin looked at Korra with such pure excitement. “Yes, that would be me. And you’re Korra?”

A question, not a statement. “Do you not believe me?”

Suyin shook her head quickly. “I do, it’s just that my advisor recommended you prove you’re the Avatar before we contact anyone.”

Korra nodded, pushing herself to sit up. The blanket slipped from her shoulders, pooling at her hips and revealing her stomach bulge. The older woman, not previously aware of Korra's condition, noticed a little too obviously. Embarrassed, Korra rushed to cover herself again.

Suyin grabbed her hand. “It’s alright. I don’t judge. I’m a mother, too.” 

She had five children. Four boys and one girl, the lights of her life. Korra was around the same age as her daughter, Opal, Suyin realized. It was really none of her business, though she did pity the young woman.

Korra felt slightly self conscious about her bending. The ease was gone and Korra was thrown back to when she was young and undisciplined. The cuffs were still blocking her, but Korra didn’t want to be an imposition. Her host, her gracious host, was being so patient with her. Such a request might make the woman angry. Korra wouldn’t be able to handle it.

While a small flame from her fingertip and a small whirlwind of air should suffice, her labored movement made her look pathetic. Korra let out a huff and held her head in her hands.

“Take your time.” Suyin whispered, and Korra did.

Fear controlled her every movement, yet Korra couldn’t quite figure out who the enemy was. Korra felt tears come to her eyes and she let out a sob as she bent the fire and air. It was more difficult than need be.

Luckily, Suyin never questioned her. She just sat by patiently, letting the poor girl cry it out. 

Even with her collected exterior, Suyin had no idea what to do. She was too afraid to touch the girl, as she had no clue the extent of her stress. Suyin could only offer her shoulder to cry on and Korra accepted, albeit reluctantly. They had to wait it out.

///

Suyin had Korra discharged from the hospital under her care. The hospital room was cramped, and Korra needed room to breathe. The Beifong estate had plenty of room and friendly company, it was a great place to wait. 

A short trolley ride later, and the pair arrived at Suyin’s estate. Her children and husband were waiting at the front gate, excited to meet the Avatar. 

“This is my husband, Bataar,” Suyin started, gesturing to a shy-looking man.

“this is my oldest, Bataar jr,” Her oldest son was just as reserved as his father.  If Korra didn’t know any better, it looked like he was angry.

“this is Huan”  He was the rebel of the family, acting as if he didn’t care to see Korra. He let his excitement slip when he thought she wasn’t looking.

“this is my daughter, Opal” The girl waved at Korra sweetly, then clasped her hands behind her back again.

“and these are my youngest sons, Wei and Wing.” Twin boys waved at her. They had Bolin’s energy, though they looked to be a few years younger than her friend.

“Thank you for allowing me into your home.” Korra gave them all a respectful bow. 

Bataar Sr. was the only one who returned the gesture, and Korra didn’t know what else to do. She stood there awkwardly, pulling her arms in to wrap around herself.

Bataar Sr. led them toward the main building. “So… Kuvira said they’re having difficulty contacting Lin. They keep calling and no one is picking up.”

Suyin sighed. “Just like my sister. We’ll have to try again later.”

“What about Tenzin? Did you try contacting him yet?” Korra asked.

Suyin thought for a second. “I guess we can try. “ 

The building with the telephone powerful enough to reach Republic City was beside the main building. Suyin and Korra split off from the family so they could try reaching Tenzin. They found a guard standing beside the receiver, frustration leaking from her form. 

The guard saluted, leaving the two women to their privacy. Korra dialed Tenzin’s number while Suyin held the receiver up to her ear. A few moments of tense silence passed, before Korra heard the words “Councilman Tenzin here” on the other end.

It was such a relief to hear her mentor.

“Tenzin, I’m so glad you picked up.” Suyin looked at Korra. “I have good news.”

Gibberish from the other side. The words were garbled from Korra’s perspective, so she only listened to one side of the exchange, watching Suyin’s face closely. 

“We found Korra,” pause ” Yes,” pause. “I don’t think so, but she did end up in one of our hospitals.” Suyin listened to the receiver for a second before “She’s right here.”

Suying handed Korra the microphone.

Shakily, Korra took the speaker and brought the receiver to her ear. She said nothing, her mouth going dry and with nothing to say. 

“Korra?” Tenzin’s voice came through. He was so tired and desperate. Korra felt bad for worrying him now, and for going missing in the first place. He would say it wasn’t her fault, when really it was.

Tenzin asked for her again, but she didn’t answer that time either. She hoped he couldn’t hear her shaky breath over the line. Then he would know that she was there, ignoring him. The Acolyte grew more worried and she hated herself for putting him through this.

“I’m here.”

  



25. The Terror Within
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    “I’m here” Korra’s voice cracked, and she cringed. Her voice betrayed her. She needed to be strong, for Tenzin. 

“Thank the spirits,” Tenzin whispered on the other end, his voice accompanied by a low grade buzzing. It was hard to tell if the telephone was making the noise, or if she was slowly losing her mind. Both could be true. 

The residual shock had worn off and, in a matter of seconds, Tenzin became the pinnacle of parental concern. “Are you hurt? Suyin told me you were in the hospital.”

The girl shook her head, only to remember that he couldn’t see her.  Tenzin was in Republic City and she was here. With Suyin, listening in on the other end of the room.It wasn’t her fault that technology was hard. It’s not like the White Lotus gave instructional classes about technology. Korra felt so out of place in Zaofu, the city where technological feats happened every day. 

 The older woman let out a small chuckle, making Korra feel all the more self conscious. 

“Someone found me passed out on the side of the road but I’m not hurt.” Her cheeks flushed in embarrassment. 

Korra gripped the telephone stick tighter.  “I want to go home.” 

“Of course! I-I’ll call Lin and we’ll make the arrangements to leave at once!” He said his goodbyes, and disconnected the call. All that remained was the buzzing.

Korra stood motionless with the phone’s components still in hand. She was stuck in the moment, too unsure to make a move. Best case scenario, her friends would be arriving in a few hours. They would reunite, and she might finally feel safe again. 

Until then, she was stuck here. Korra put the phone down and waited for Suyin to make the next move.

Suyin led them out, intending to meet up with her family in the dining hall. Talking incessantly, the older woman told Korra all about the city she’d made for herself. The Chef, according to Suyin, was very passionate in his craft. 

“You’ll really enjoy the food here!”

A few nods here and there, and Suyin felt free to carry the conversation. Suyin went on and on about her Chef, revealing that he was a former pirate. She said something about people honing their talents in Zaofu, but the young Avatar wasn’t listening. 

Her mind was wandering, thinking now of the worst case scenarios. 

There was nothing she could do to get them here faster. But what if something happened to them on the way over? What if they were delayed, and Korra was stuck here longer?

There was a tight pain in her chest, and Korra found it increasingly more difficult to breathe. Her mind raced, thinking of all the ways her friends could get hurt without her there to protect them. Or worse, decided they didn’t want her anymore. 

Hold it in, Korra told herself. Freaking out was not in the cards for her right now. Gathering herself, Korra orchestrated an end to Suyin’s rambling. She spoke quickly as she told the older woman, “I’m not feeling hungry.  Is it okay if I take some time to think?”

Suyin nodded. “I’ll show you to the gardens.”

Korra shook her head, smiling nervously. “Sorry, I meant alone.”

“That’s fine. You take the time you need.” Suyin gave her basic directions, telling Korra the gardens were hard to miss but if she got lost, she could ask one of the guards. There were guards everywhere, making this one of the most secure places in the entire Earth Kingdom.

Finally focusing her attention on the teen, Suyin could feel her fast heart beat through the earth. "You’ll be safe here,” Suyin assured her.

“Thank you,” Korra said over her shoulder, hurrying off to be alone.

///

The most secluded place in the garden was under a tree. A singular tree, growing on its own little raised bed away from the flowers. Korra had an excellent view of the garden and of the surrounding structures from there. Perfect.

When she sat down, the sunflowers in the bed in front of her hid her from view. She was like a pig deer hiding among the grass. The guards doing their rotations would only spot her if they knew what to look for. She closed her eyes, focusing on her auditory and olfactory senses. The smell of the flowers, the whistle of the wind as it blew her shortened hair past her chin… She just had to focus on that.

“Everything is okay..” Korra mumbled, first out loud and then in her head as a mantra. It would take a long time for her to get to a point where she was okay, but this was a start. 

When she opened her eyes, she felt more balanced. This was just what she needed, some time to decompress. 

That tranquility was fickle. She could hear and feel someone walking towards her, and her head darted in that direction. Enemy? No, she recognized him from the paper. While he didn’t look too inviting at a first glance, Korra knew he was trustworthy. 

Somehow his antisocial persona made the man a more appealing companion. Korra had to admit, the cheerful people of Zaofu were emotionally draining. She stood to greet him and bowed.

The man bowed back.“Welcome, Avatar Korra. My name is Aiwei. I hope you’ve enjoyed your time in Zaofu so far.”

“Thank you, I have.” She responded naturally. 

The garden was the only part of Zaofu she liked, if she was being honest. Gardens are supposed to be solitary. Plants don’t trap you in conversation or sedate you with needles.

“Is there anything I could help you with?” Aiwei asked.

Aiwei had approached her, so she briefly considered asking for his help in removing the platinum cuffs. Korra decided against it, hoping that she could placate the man and make him go away. 

“No.” She wanted to be alone right now. Besides,  she could just wait for her friends to remove them when they arrived. 

Aiwei furrowed his eyebrows. “I don’t mean to intrude, but I’m a truth seer and  I could tell you were lying. Is something wrong?”

The young teen took a closer look at Aiwei, realizing that he was barefoot. An obvious sign that she missed. 

Korra sighed, holding up her wrists. “The cuffs, they’re platinum and I can’t get them off.”

Suyin’s adviser knelt down and inspected the finely made jewelry. He couldn’t find any opening mechanisms, or bend it open. 

Korra could only imagine what he was thinking. To him, it must have been such a strange problem. The avatar, stressed because she was stuck in jewelry. Spirits she was pathetic.

Aiwei looked at her quizzically. “How did you get these on in the first place? I don’t think they make bracelets like this in Zaofu.”

“Amon put them on me. They suppress my bending.”

The man’s face remained unchanged, like the information didn’t affect him at all. “Can you bend at all?”

Korra nodded.

“And the Avatar state?” Aiwei pried further, still emotionless.

“I can still go into the Avatar state when I’m in trouble, but it's really weak.” Korra fumbled with the cuffs again. Under her breath, “I could barely save myself from the car before it crashed.”

Aiwei looked at her thoughtfully. “Why didn’t you ask Suyin earlier?”

Korra laughed nervously. “I didn’t want to be an imposition. She’s been so nice and it didn’t seem important enough to ask her.”

The man nodded. “If you’ll follow me, I could help you remove it. 

The offer was enticing. Suyin didn’t have to know, and she could get her bending back. So, Korra agreed and followed Aiwei back to his home. On the way, Korra found it surprising that there were no guards when the grounds were crawling with them earlier.

“It’s a shift change,” Aiwei explained. “The guards will be back in a few minutes.”

Korra thought nothing of it, entering the man’s home in the hopes that he could help her. The house looked nice. It was small and the perfect size for a single resident. From what she could see when she walked in, there was a small kitchenette and a table with four chairs. In the next area, Aiwei had a couch the color of apricots and a coffee table with two more chairs.

He directed her to the couch and she sat down. It was when she heard his keys rattle that alarm bells began going off in her mind.

Aiwei was a respected official here, she told herself. Her mind was just lying. Still, Korra couldn’t ignore her gut feeling when he offered her something to drink. Too many times has she seen someone get drugged that way. 

“I’m not thirsty, thank you.” She responded politely. That was a lie, she was actually quite parched. The teen hoped Aiwei wasn’t paying attention. Coming here was a bad idea.

“Do you not trust me, young Avatar?” Aiwei asked from behind her.

Korra turned around, to see Aiwei standing over her ominously. The way he stood was threatening somehow. Either her mind was blowing this out of proportions, or this man meant to harm her. He was in the perfect position to get the first hit in, along with the confidence to do so. Aiwei knew about the cuffs. 

“I want to leave.” She ran to the door, pulling at the handle. Aiwei had the key, and she couldn’t get out. The walls were Earth, but she couldn’t move them. “Let me out!”

Korra had her back to the door and her eyes focused on Aiwei. “What do you want?”

Aiwei contorted the metal from his adornments, making them into blades. He lifted his hand, making them float in the air and training them on the young woman. His eyes turned to slits. “Go into the Avatar state.”

He...he was trying to kill her. “No!” She shook her head vigorously. If she had to die, so be it. Korra wouldn’t be taking the Avatar cycle down with her. She would be reborn, and hopefully her next life would be a happier one.

Korra smiled grimly, accepting her fate. Aiwei overestimated her will to live. 

“Do it!” He yelled, getting more frustrated. Aiwei was panicking, realizing that his plan was failing. 

“Kill me.” Korra dared. “I’ll just tell my next life what you did, if Suyin doesn’t figure it out first.”

She walked forwards, and Aiwei took a step back. Keeping her eyes on him, Korra walked backwards to the kitchen. In the kitchen, there must be soap. If she could distract him long enough, then she could use the soap to slide the bracelets off. Next to the sink, she found a bottle. 

Aiwei was watching her every move. One false move and Korra would be impaled. As appealing as that sounded, her friends would be devastated. She just needed a distraction.

Korra’s moment came when someone knocked on the door. She dove for the bottle, applying generous amounts on her wrists when Aiwei turned his head. 

“Help!” Korra screamed, pulling at the cuffs and running to get to the door. It was a race, Korra vs Aiwei. Aiwei had little left to lose. His plan was about to be uncovered and his life ruined. 

Korra beat him to the door, where she yelled for the person at the other side to get her out. Her desperation made her grip tighter, and Korra threw the cuffs off, hitting Aiwei in the temple. 

The skin on her wrists and hands was red and bruised, but she could feel her bending again. The person, her distraction, was still there. They were obviously not a bender, because the door would have otherwise been ripped clean open. Korra took matters into her own hands and ripped a hole through the wall.

Opal was the visitor, standing in shock just beyond the debris. Korra grabbed her hand, dragging away. They ran together, not bothering to look back even when it was obvious they had no one following them.
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    “Where are we running?” Opal asked breathlessly, struggling to keep up with the more athletic Avatar. 

Opal dug her heels into the ground, pulling at Korra’s grip on her wrist with all her might. They were already halfway across the estate and the younger teen saw no danger. She wanted to find her mom and sort this mess out, but Korra wasn’t responding.

“Korra!” 

It worked and Korra stopped, coming out of her trance and looking around in slight confusion. Almost as if she was thinking, how did we get here?

 Her body had been on autopilot, her only goal to escape and protect her younger friend. Opal looked less than thankful, though. She looked unnerved, but Korra refused to make eye contact ,searching around for any danger  to prove to herself that her fear was justified. There had to be danger somewhere, she could feel it. Even in this open field, Aiwei could be anywhere, lurking, waiting to strike again. They were not safe, they couldn’t be. 

“What’s going on?” Opal asked softly, bent over with her palms on her knees as she caught her breath. 

“Aiwei.” Was the only response.

“Is he okay? Did someone attack you two?” Opal grew worried for the man she considered family. He joined the Beifong’s for dinner each night. More often than Opal’s own father, who was busy with his inventions. The reason she had gone to his house in the first place was to invite him to lunch. 

If someone had attacked them, Aiwei could still be in trouble. 

Opal gripped Korra’s shoulders when she got no answer. She hated to be so rough, but Korra was really out of it. Shaking Korra softly, she asked, “Is Aiwei okay?”

Korra stared ahead, watching something over Opal’s shoulder. Adopting a fighting stance, she pushed the younger girl behind her, shielding the nonbender with her own body. Opal spun around to see her mother, Aiwei, and a small group of guards jogging towards them. 

“I’m fine.” Aiwei called. “I’m more worried about the Avatar.”

“Opal!” Suyin opened her arms and ran towards her daughter. Korra stepped aside and let Opal meet her halfway. They hugged, and Suyin expressed relief that her daughter wasn’t injured. 

When Opal managed to untangle herself from her mother’s suffocating embrace, she looked around in confusion. “I’m fine! I promise! I’ve been with Korra the entire time. What happened?”

Aiwei answered first. “I was trying to help the Avatar and she attacked me.”

“What?” Opal and Korra said at the same time.

Korra pointed her finger at Aiwei, glaring at him. “That’s not what happened and you know it!”

Everyone had instinctively stepped back, afraid of the Avatar’s ire. Aiwei had fooled them all, and now they were  afraid. Everyone except Aiwei, the only witness to what actually transpired, the most experienced truth seer in all of Zaofu, and the person who could spin the tallest tales with no one to call him out. Aiwei wasn’t afraid. If anything, he was smiling. The corner of his mouth curled upward subtly, so only Korra could see. 

Suyin tried to be the voice of reason. “I think you’re just confused, Korra. You’ve been through a lot and-” 

 “You have no idea what I’ve been through!'' Korra screamed ruefully “But you know what? I’m not confused and I know what happened. He tried to force me into the Avatar state so he could kill off the Avatar cycle!”

Aiwei stepped forward, practically  reveling in his power. “Avatar Korra, your perception is distorted. I was trying to help you, and you panicked. I didn’t attack you.”

Korra couldn’t help but laugh. She could see through his tricks, but Suyin was just feeding into them. Some earthbender she was, she couldn’t even see through his lies.  “You all think I’m crazy, don’t you?”

No one corrected her, or came to her defense. “You’re the crazy ones, believing this son of a bitch.”

Korra had no allies here, or anywhere, she feared. If Suyin could believe this lie, maybe her friends would believe it, too. 

Using her earthbending, Korra shot a column of earth out from under the ground, launching herself forward into the air at an angle. The guards sprung into action behind her, launching themselves after her. As native earthbenders, they could keep pace with Korra and hurl small rocks at her to try and knock her off balance.

Opal called for them all  to stop, but there was little the young teen could do.  She ran along with Suyin and Aiwei, but they trailed far behind the action. The terrain was rugged and hard to navigate, so the nonbender struggled to stay upright. Especially when she was so focused on the battle.

As someone who saw only the best in people, Opal hated the fighting. Korra wasn’t a threat, she was just scared, and she wished everyone else could see that. Opal was thankful to find her mother staying away from the conflict, though she assumed it was because Suyin wanted to be at Opal’s side to protect her.

Ahead of them, one of the rocks missed Korra’s side by mere inches. She only managed to avoid it by using her firebending to propel herself forward, and then her airbending to make a less than graceful landing.

Korra held her stomach, afraid of what the fighting would do. They almost just hit her, hit her baby. In a moment of anger, Korra planted her feet and flung her arms out to commandeer the earth out from under her  pursuers. They all fell, except for one. The Captain.

“Leave me alone!” Korra summoned daggers of flame, mostly to add a factor of intimidation. She didn’t want to hurt these people, but she knew she could. In fact, Korra was actively trying to resist the call to go into the Avatar state. If she did, Korra felt that she would lose all control over herself. 

“Stand down!” The Captain ordered, an air of authority engulfing her. 

Korra stood her ground. “I said leave me alone!”

The Captain shot out a cable from her forearm guard, attempting to wrap it around Korra’s wrist. Korra blew it off course, and hit back with a blast of flame, making the woman  jump back. 

The cord had been strewn along the ground in the wind, and it remained there until the Captain rewound it with her bending. She planted her stance, ready to launch her cable again. “We don’t want to hurt you! Just surrender and we can all go back together.” 

Korra had enough. She distracted the Captain by shaking the earth underneath her, then threw her to the ground. The woman was down, but Suyin threw herself into battle as a substitute. It seemed she, Opal, and Aiwei had caught up.

The young avatar was less certain about fighting Zaofu’s matriarch, so she focused all her energy on avoidance. Korra tried fighting like Tenzin, until she realized that Suyin knew Tenzin’s strategies. Suyin had an advantage most benders lacked; The fact that she had grown up with two airbenders. 

Despite Korra’s best efforts, a cable found its mark around her wrist. Suyin retracted the cord, making Korra come closer and closer. 

Losing her composure, Korra dragged her feet, screaming for Suyin to let her go. She was afraid, truly afraid for her life. Afraid for what they would do to her in Zaofu, the punishments for causing such trouble. Would they lock her in another confined space? Kill her? Depending on how far their hatred went, there could be  worse fates than death.

“NO NO NO!” Korra bawled, falling to her butt in a last ditch attempt to slow her path. Soon, she was at Suyin’s feet. The Matriarch towered above, face unreadable to Korra’s tear-clouded eyes.

Korra curled in on herself, speaking faster than her lungs could support. “Don’t hurt me don’t hurt me don’t hurt me don’t hurt me.”

Suyin’s face changed, and Korra only saw Amon. The Amon with a mask, the one Korra encountered that late night on Aang memorial Island. The symbol. They were on that cursed bed, and then in that cursed house. Another Amon was coming towards her, the man behind the mask. He was smiling, laughing at her suffering. He was coming to hold her down and force himself on her. 

“Not again,” Korra pleaded. “Please, not again.”

The hands on her, wrapping around her arms and holding her in place, they burned. The skin on skin contact, it was much too painful. Korra shut her eyes tight, pleading for it to end. 

“Mom, give her some space!” Opal demanded. She grabbed her mother and pulled her back as the fog lifted. Korra was still on the ground and Suyin was stuck in Opal’s arms. The young teen’s eyes darted between her friend and the current threat, Aiwei. 

Opal nodded, telling Korra to go.  Something inside told her Korra would be safer if she left. The feeling didn’t make sense, though. It was completely irrational. Zaofu was one of the most secure places in the entirety of the four nations, and Opal refused to accept Aiwei as some sort of (attempted) murderer. And what's more, Korra's reaction here was proof of her instability. 

Yet, that gut feeling trusted the avatar. So Opal held her mother back, stopping the matriarch from chasing Korra as the teen disappeared into the line of trees. It was only when Korra fully disappeared that Opal let go, allowing Suyin to stand and brush herself off. 

The older woman left in a hurry, rushing to gather her guards back and chase after the girl. Though she was quiet, Opal knew her mother was upset with her. Opal stared at the ground, finally reflecting over what just happened.

“What did you just do?” Aiwei asked, a frown etched across his face.

“I don’t know.” Opal responded, wondering if she made the right decision.

  



27. Alone

Summary for the Chapter:
            On the run, Korra tries to find her way home.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Enjoy!




    
    The thing about plants in the Earth Kingdom was that many of them came with thorns. The sharp triangle-like nuisances dug into Korra’s skin as she ran through the foliage, littering her skin with cuts. She tried her best to shield her face from the onslaught, sacrificing the flesh on her hand to protect her face. 

When she cleared the thorny patch, Korra pulled a large barb out of her hand. The sting of it made her hiss, and she scowled when she realized there were more thorns still embedded in her skin. As she scratched at the barbs, Korra looked around to make sure she was still alone. 

Floating high above the treeline, Korra could still see the metal domes of Zaofu. They were all closing, on Suyin’s orders no doubt.  Instead of feeling sorry for herself, Korra focused her energy into anger. Anger at Aiwei, and anger at everyone else for abandoning her. 

Unless…

No. Aiwei was the one in the wrong, the one who attacked her. His story was purely fictitious, an attempt to turn Suyin against her. Korra refused to believe that she imagined the exchange. 

“I’m not crazy.” Korra glowered. She told herself that many times in a quiet mantra, but the doubts remained. 

From then on, Korra decided her next mission was to find her way home, no matter how long it took. With no map, all she could do was walk forward.

///

Hunger. The feeling engulfed her, and Korra felt like her stomach was digesting itself because she was so hungry. Her worry extended past her own wellbeing and to her unborn baby. It couldn’t have been good for the little one, but it was already night and consequently too dark to search for food.

Just when she thought she would collapse, Korra noticed something running along the forest floor. In the light of the moon, it appeared to be glowing a light blue color. Korra crept closer, realizing her eyes were telling the truth. It was a dragonfly bunny, a spirit. 

The spirit stopped in front of her, making sure it had her attention. It dropped an apple at Korra’s feet, staring at her expectantly. She cautiously bent down and inspected the fruit. It seemed normal enough. After wiping it a little with her shirt, she sank her teeth into the fruit and ate it quickly. She was still very hungry, but the apple went a long way.

Korra bowed to the creature with a smile. “Thank you.” 

After a moment, it turned and hopped forward a few jumps. Then, it turned to make sure Korra was following along. Korra got the message and took off after it. 

The bunny had found an animal trail, one that offered the teen ease of walking. It was so worn from constant use that she could worry less about tripping over the uneven ground and more about keeping up with the spirit. Korra lost sight of the little creature a few times, only to have it appear behind her and jump scare her. It would then run ahead of her as the cycle continued.

The trail ended at what Korra could only describe as a forest Oasis. A quiet stream emptied into a larger pool of water, which was surrounded by trees bearing more apples. As Korra approached the Oasis, more bunny creatures began appearing to her. They came in all sorts of colors, illuminating the water with a mystic glow. 

The dragonfly bunny who led Korra there nudged her forward to one of the trees, flying up and knocking some of the fruit into Korra’s hands. Either the hunger was getting to her, or these apples were the best she had ever eaten. They were juicy and delicious, and the spirits let her eat many to tide her over. 

When she had her fill of the fruit, the original spirit led her over to a soft bed of leaves they constructed for her. Even without arms, they managed to gather enough sticks to give it a few walls and a roof. It was small and comfortable and safe, perfect for the night. 

Korra couldn’t remember falling asleep, but when she woke up, the spirits were gone and she was alone. She sat up, stretching out her arms with a loud yawn. 

Kneeling at the water's edge, she cupped it in her hands and slowly drank. The water tasted so pure and refreshing. She gingerly took another sip, wishing she could stay there forever. Then, she submerged her hands and began healing her gashes. They were mostly superficial, but the healing made all the difference. 

Korra stood up and brushed off her knees, but was surprised to find the water hadn’t cleared yet. She took a closer look, smiling when her blue dragonfly bunny jumped out at her. The creature circled her playfully, ignorant of the fact that it just soaked her clothes with water. 

She couldn't stay mad at her little friend, though, and leaned down to offer it a pat on the head.  “Good morning to you, too, little friend.”

Elated at the attention, the creature dove back into the water and returned with a fish in it’s mouth. The fish, still alive and flopping on the ground, made Korra’s eyes go wide. She was so hungry for actual food that she wanted to cry tears of joy. She graciously accepted the gift, snatching it up and cooking it with her firebending. 

After her meal, Korra gathered some apples from the trees and placed them in her pockets. They were to be snacks for her journey forward in case this luck didn’t persist. She was slightly dissa[ointed that she had nothing to store some water in, but Korra figured the apples would help with hydration. 

The bunny looked disappointed when it realized that she wanted to leave. It wanted to play, but she wanted to leave. 

“Sorry buddy, I can’t stay here.”

The bunny whined, dramatically laying at her feet. Korra picked it up and placed it in front of her.

Trying to be stern, Korra said. “I need to go home.”

 The spirit, it looked so sad. Its ears hung low, dropping to the ground, and it refused to come near her.  So, Korra gave it an offer. “Want to come with me?”

The bunny spirit stopped whining and bounced around in excitement. She had a travel pal, then. Korra smiled to herself, realizing that she had made herself another animal (kind of?) friend. She hoped her bunny friend would get along with Naga and Pabu when they made it back. 

“Do you know where we should go?” Korra asked.

At that, the bunny was off, leading Korra to an unknown destination. Hopefully, back to Republic City. 

///

A few days later, Korra was becoming suspicious of her guide’s destination. They started off north, which she was fine with because Republic City was in the northeast. Then, they began heading east and Korra could not figure out why. She wasn’t familiar with the terrain, so Korra assumed they were just taking the easiest path, but it made her uneasy to be left in the dark. 

Korra felt that she was truly going insane when she questioned the bunny spirit directly. 

“Where are you taking me?” Korra asked, willing the dragonfly bunny spirit to harness its spiritual power and communicate with her. The spirit, oblivious of all worldly issues, ignored the question and flew forward.

Feelings of frustration flared in her mind, passing over time as the two journeyed on. 

Was it mocking her? Korra knew of spirits who could communicate verbally, so she wouldn’t put it past this one to have that ability. Even animals like Pabu and Naga could communicate with her, in their own ways. 

She realized it was just her own frustration leaking out, so she made sure to give the spirit extra appreciation for its efforts. More pets and more praise to hide her hidden malice so this friend wouldn’t leave her, too. 

All in all, the bunny was a lucky companion. It knew where to take shelter and where to find food. Korra doubted she would have made it this far on her own. Either she would have collapsed or returned to Zaofu and faced Aiwei’s treachery. 

They made it far together. So far, Korra was able to identify her surroundings. 

The thick vines and the musty smell of the swamp gave it away. They were at Foggy Bottom Swamp in the southeastern earth kingdom. Katara’s stories of the swamp made it stand out in Korra’s mind, and she was a little excited to be finally visiting it. The notorious swap was full of spirits and wild animals and crazy people. Just like the outside world, only she doubted anyone would try and kill her in there. 

Unlike Aang and his team, Korra actually had a guide to lead her through. Her little spirit friend flew right into the mist, and Korra confidently followed. She believed together, they could do anything.

The young avatar found herself knocked back into reality when she lost her guide. It was like the bunny disappeared into thin air, and she was alone. With no way to get out, Korra thought to climb the thick vine of a tree so that she could look above the swamp.

Halfway up the trunk, Korra felt a pit in her stomach. Something was watching her, something dangerous. She began climbing faster, trying to clear the mind fog of this place and breathe in the fresh air above the trees. She could see a small ray of sunlight shining through, she just needed to reach it.

In her peripheral vision, Korra noticed a man creeping towards her. She clawed for the branches, only for the feeling of bloodbending to overtake her body again. Her grip was gone and she felt her body freeze up, making her fall to the ground and land in a puddle of mud. The impact hurt, but her adrenaline had spiked so greatly that she couldn’t feel it.

Waves of fire radiated out of her body, singing every plant in close radius to her. She curled up, protecting her stomach in her knees and searched for the attacker. 

There was no one, not even an animal, standing near her. Worst of all, the plants looked as if they had moved away from her. She was a risk to everything, wasn’t she? An overpowered threat. Even the spirit hated her, so it dumped her in this swamp so she couldn’t hurt anything. 

Aiwei was right and she was wrong. What if she did attack him, while he was only trying to help? No human, beast, or plant was safe as long as she was near.

And the baby… When this baby is born she might hurt them too. What if they took the baby away? She couldn’t decide whether she hated that idea or loathed it, because she didn’t want to be a danger to the little one.

“I don’t want to be a danger to anyone,” Korra cried mournfully. With no one there to listen, she felt free to bare herself into the empty swamp.  

“Maybe I deserve to be with Amon,” Korra thought. “I don’t deserve to be happy if all I do is hurt people with this power. I’m dangerous.”

She wished Aang was here again, to take away the power he had returned. Giving it back was a mistake, she realized that now. Korra would even settle for Amon to do it, as long as it was done. 

“I don’t deserve this power! Take it away!”

A cranky old voice interrupted her grieving. “You remind me of a boy I used to know.”

  



28. The Recluse Living in the Swamp

Summary for the Chapter:
            Toph tries knocking some sense into the young Avatar.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Enjoy! This chapter is more dialogue heavy than usual, but I hope you like it.




    
    Korra raised her head to see her little spirit guide and an old woman staring at her. Still situated right in the center of the mud, she tilted her head at the woman. “What?”

The woman shuffled over to a rock and sat on it. From her seat she began picking at her toes, removing chunks of slime and weeds from between the small stubs. It was gross. “You’re just like him, he didn’t want his power either.”

“Are you talking about Aang?” Korra sniffled, wiping the tears from her face but inadvertently leaving a smudge of mud. 

The woman nodded.

“You know Aang? Who are you?” Korra summoned a flame in her hand and used it to brighten up the dingy clearing. The woman’s identity was clear.

“Toph?”

Toph smiled, her wrinkled face lighting up with a nostalgic reverence.  “It’s nice to find you again, Twinkle Toes.”

“What are you doing here?” Korra asked.

“I live here, and I’m not the one intruding.” The frown was back, and Toph sent back a snappy reply. Korra finally understood where Lin inherited her traits from. Suyin was probably an outlier, for she was too foolish and too much of a pushover to be a Beifong. Toph was intimidating, even as an old woman.

“Sorry.”

Toph waved her hand dismissively. “I was trying to sleep when I felt you stomping around here. Then I had this creature, wherever it is, pulling at my shirt until I came to find you.”

The bunny spirit flew into Korra’s lap, so she praised it and pet it’s head. What a relief, the bunny wasn’t a deserter after all. The small thing was being a friend, and it found Toph for her.

Korra was jumping to conclusions again, and paying the price for it. Her head lowered in shame.

“I didn’t mean to bother you, I was just..” Korra trailed off, not knowing how to excuse her own actions. She was being an inconvenience again.

The older woman nodded. “I understand. You think you need a place to hide.”

“I’m not hiding!” Korra shot back. 

“Well,” She grabbed her elbow, “Maybe a little.”

To Korra’s surprise, Toph shrugged. “Whatever.” 

The woman was even more nonchalant than the stories made her out to be. There was no passionate or uplifting speech, no words of encouragement. Toph didn’t care whether she, Korra, returned to the general public as the Avatar. What was she playing at?

“Really?” Korra questioned. “You don’t think I should go back?”

“I don’t care.”

Then, the older woman stood up. “Are you going to sit in that mud all day or are you going to come with me? I couldn’t care less about what you do, but I don’t feel like coming back here again if you say no.”

“Oh!” Korra said, rising and bending the sludge from her robes. “You’d let me stay with you?”

Toph was already walking ahead.“Don’t make me regret this.”

///

From their short time together, Toph made it clear how much she despised conversation. Every question was met with a vague answer. The stories she told were boring and passionless. Conversation was deflected at every turn, but that didn’t stop Korra from trying. Though conveniently, Korra left out the series of events that led her to Toph’s swamp. 

They got to Toph’s cave-like abode, and Toph sent Korra to the other end of the cave while she prepared their dinner. The younger woman could only sit quietly for two minutes, tapping her fingers against her knee and fidgeting incessantly in that time. 

Toph found the vibrations annoying. “Would you stop that?”

Korra held still, but she wanted to explode. Her leg yearned to bounce, to release her untapped apprehension. She couldn’t hold the noise any longer. “How long have you been living out here?” 

“A few years,” came the curt reply. 

“Ummm. What are you making?”

Toph sighed. “Mushroom stew.”

Korra bit her lip, looking around the cave. “Nice, nice.” Unconsciously, she began to bounce her leg again. The bunny came to sit on her lap, and she stilled..

“Korra.” Toph called, before pausing. She was thinking about something, and it made Korra even more anxious. Was she about to kick her out? The decision made the hardheaded earthbender hesitant. It had to be bad news.

“Yes?” Korra’s words were a silent plea. Just break the news quickly. Throw her away quickly so it hurt less for both of them.

“Nevermind, it doesn’t matter.”

“Please tell me,” Korra pouted.

“I was going to send you to get mushrooms, but we have enough here.”

Eager to help, Korra offered to gather the mushrooms anyway. Toph shot the idea down quickly, so fast that it was suspicious. Korra was going to go anyway, but Toph earthbent a wall to block her.

Angrily, Korra turned to face the older woman. “Why don’t you want me to go? I can help, I’m not useless!”

“I don’t think you’re useless,” Toph replied calmly. She could feel Korra’s heart rate rising, so she was trying her hardest to be the reasonable one here. Stress would not help the young woman.

Korra stomped her foot, and the wall lowered. “Then let me help!”

“I don’t think it would be a good idea for you to leave right now, not on your own.” Toph placed herself between the avatar and the doorway, standing her ground until Korra sulked back to her stone bed. The pot of food was boiling over, but Toph was more concerned about keeping Korra inside.

“Why?” Korra asked.

“I don’t know what you’d see out there, and I don’t think you should be alone. I spent enough time with Zuko and Katara to recognize a traumatized teen. This swamp is great at finding imbalances, and I’m not going to make you face them by yourself.”

“You think I’m unbalanced?” Korra crossed her arms. Toph was right, but that didn’t make the comment any less mean.

“No, I know you’re unbalanced. I can sense how on edge you are, not to mention the small detail about yourself that you thought you were hiding from me. You have two heartbeats. I know.”

“I wasn’t trying to hide it!” Korra lied. “I just assumed you would be able to sense it.”

“There’s no point in being dishonest with me. ” Toph answered back. “I can tell you’re lying.”

Korra’s eyes widened. “You’re a truth seer? Like Aiwei?”

Korra’s heart rate spiked when she mentioned Aiwei, which Toph took note of.

“Suyin’s advisor? Yes, but I’m not like him. He’s like me, only I’m better. I taught him everything he knows, and he still likes to act all stuck up.”

Korra remained uncharacteristically silent. 

 “What is it?” Toph asked impatiently. 

“Just...Aiwei.”

“What about him?” Toph probed. 

“Before I came here, I was in Zaofu with Suyin and her family. I thought I was safe there-finally- and then Aiwei tried to kill me. He told Suyin I had just imagined it. I fought him, whether he was actually attacking me or not. Now I’m doubting myself.” Korra explained the entirety of the situation from Aiwei’s attack to Opal letting her go, while Toph quietly listened. 

The confession made Korra feel better, but Toph’s lack of reaction either way was making the moment feel smaller. Someone was in the wrong, and Toph should be mad at that person. If Aiwei was the villain, Toph should be cursing the man’s name. If Korra was the villain in Toph’s eyes, she should be booted from the cave. 

“You genuinely believe he attacked you.” Toph stated. Where was she going with this?

“Yes.”

“But you also think you could have imagined it.” 

“Yes,” Korra said again. 

“There’s only one way of resolving this.” Toph decided.

“And that is?”

“I’m coming with you to Zaofu.”

“Really?” Korra asked incredulously. “What if I’m wrong? Are you going to let them lock me up?”

Toph shrugged. “Of course not. So what if you’re wrong? Big whoop.”

“Then I’m dangerous and I need to be stopped!”

Toph raised her hand. “Then let me stop you there. I’m not going to lock you up just because you’re struggling. Besides, Aang had visions all the time when he was your age.”

“I’m not Aang.” Korra argued. “Aang’s visions didn’t lead him to violence. It’s not the same.”

Toph went back to her pot, stirring it until the mixture calmed. “You’re both Avatars, you both whine a lot, and you both had visions. It’s all the same to me.” 

Korra sighed, exhausted from the discussion. Toph was impossible to reason with. So, Korra just sat quietly until their dinner was ready. It was overcooked, but it was surprisingly good. What’s more, it didn’t disagree with the baby. 

She thanked Toph for the food, but Toph was still peeved and despondent over their discussion, and Korra took it personally. 

Korra would end the night with a full stomach and a bunny spirit as company. Just as she was going to lay on her allotted bed, she heard Toph speak.

“We leave for Zaofu tomorrow.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thanks for reading!

        




29. The Promise

Notes for the Chapter:Here, a present. Sorry I'm inconsistent in uploads.




    
    The morning Korra and Toph were set to leave, the pair found themselves in constant disagreement. Toph was older and slower, and took longer to get ready. Even with few possessions, the older woman took her sweet time packing. 

To pick up the pace, the teen eagerly threw food provisions into a bag. The process was quick but heavily inefficient. Fruit and mushrooms were strewn about and in the prime position to get squashed while on the road. 

 “What else do we need?” 

“Didn’t Tenzin teach you anything about patience?” Toph just shook her head and dumped out the sack, only to sift through the contents and place them into another bag anyway. 

Korra found it hard to be patient. She plopped her head against the wall in exasperation. “I don’t know, I didn’t pay attention to much of what he said. I don’t know if you noticed, but he’s kind of bossy.”

Toph let out a chuckle. “He gets that from Katara. Lin always hated it when they were together. ”

Korra’s eyes lit up and she circled around. She wanted more ammunition for next time Tenzin tried chastising her for something stupid.  “You knew Tenzin as a kid, right? Tell me some embarrassing stories!”

“Stop getting on my nerves and I’ll think about it.”

///

There was no path through the swamp, yet Toph promised that she knew the way out. Even the bunny followed along, instinctively  trusting in the blind woman’s seismic sense. This was Toph’s domain, she knew what she was doing. Navigation, out of all things, would not be the weight holding them up. 

Toph needed to take breaks every so often, to rest her weary bones. She was far from that young girl, traveling the world on foot in order to save it. As much as she hated showing weakness in front of the girl, Toph needed her breaks.

Massaging her feet, Toph grumbled, “Why couldn’t you have brought a flying bison with you? It would make this whole thing so much easier.”

“I offered to carry you AND your bags! I don’t know what else you want from me!”

Toph crossed her arms obstinately. “I told you what I want! It’s not my fault you didn’t come prepared.”

Korra rolled her eyes and approached the old grouch, prepared to pick her up whether Toph liked it or not.  Pregnant or not, Korra was more than strong enough to do the heavy lifting. 

“Stop,” Toph said, with a seriousness that made Korra pause. 

“What?”Korra scanned the area.

“Let’s just wait here until the Polar Bear Dog and the girl catch up with us. I’m assuming they’re coming here for you?”

“Naga!”Korra was excited to see her furry friend, and the rider, who she assumed was Asami. “Where are they? How long have you known they were coming?”

Toph shushed her, pointing Korra in the right direction. “Let me enjoy my last few moments of silence.”

Disregarding the older woman, Korra ran off towards Asami. She could hear the distinctive approach of her best friend, crushing her way through the vines. The swamp was no match for a Polar Bear Dog, that’s probably why they were confined to the South Pole. With a distant bark, Korra knew Naga could sense her, too. 

They came to a bit of a clearing, and Korra looked upon her friends with joy in her eyes. She waved to them. “Naga!” Korra shouted. “Asami! I’m over here!”

“Korra!” Asami hugged the avatar first, warning Naga to be gentle with the girl. 

“I missed you,” Korra whispered.

“I missed you, too. And I love your hair,” Asami whispered back. 

“We need to stop meeting like this. I’m so sorry for making you worry.”

“It’s alright,”Asami responded, kissing Korra gently on the forehead. Korra blushed madly, appreciating the gesture more than expected. They separated awkwardly, with Korra in a stunned silence and Asami fearing she overstepped.

I’m so stupid, Asami thought to herself. Korra wasn’t ready for anything like that. She was still in recovery and had way too many things going on. Asami frowned. “Sorry.”

Korra waved her hands frantically. “Wait, no-”

“Are you two done yet?” Toph- who had been standing there the entire time- asked.

“Hello.” Asami blurted out. She tried to shake Toph’s hand, reverting back to her father’s teaching, only for the woman to just stare at her blankly. You need to save this, she told herself. “I’m Asami, nice to make your acquaintance.”

“I’m Toph.”

Asami was left there in awe, only now realizing that she was in the presence of Toph Beifong. Aang’s Earthbending teacher. A member of the esteemed Beifong family that revolutionized factory production for non benders. 

“Are we going to get going or are you going to just stare at me?”

“Sorry, ma’am.” Asami coughed out. She wasn’t usually this awkward. It was strange. With a now steadied voice, she added “Let’s head back, then.” 

“Now, your highness,” Korra started sarcastically. “Would you like to ride on Naga?”

“Yes.” Toph replied, the sarcasm seeming to go over her head. Or she didn’t care. It was one of the two. What mattered was that the cranky old woman had something to carry her the rest of the way, and it was one less thing to drive Korra and Asami mad. It also gave the two time to talk.

“Did you hear what happened with Aiwei?”Korra asked timidly.

“I did.”

“And?”

Asami shot her a smile. “I don’t believe him for a minute. The others don’t, either. I talked with them and they promised to placate him and Suyin until we got back.”

“What do they want to do about it?”

“Well..” Asami started. “Aiwei seems to think you should be confined to Zaofu until you’re “better”. Others are saying you should be sent back to the compound.”

“No…” Korra said under her breath. “Who wants this?”

Asami wouldn’t say, or even make eye contact.

“Who, Asami?”Korra asked more assertively. 

“Your father. He thinks we should take you straight back there until further notice.”

Korra closed her eyes tight, unable to believe her friend. 

“Please, Korra,” Asami said, grabbing her friend’s hand tight. “Don’t run away again. I promise I won’t let them shut you away, okay? I don’t want to lose you again.”

Korra pulled Asami in for a tight hug. “I won’t. I promise.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Hope you enjoyed

*crawls back into the pit from whence I came*

        




30. The Importance of the Avatar State

Summary for the Chapter:
            Toph escorts Korra and her small group back to Zaofu, where they settle things with Aiwei once and for all.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Only the usual amount of angst, I promise. Sorry not sorry.




    
    “We’re almost there,” Asami whispered, staring at the metal structures in the distance. 

Korra nodded. “It’ll be fine, right?”

“Of course it will. Stop worrying.” Toph cut in. 

Toph was content to march straight in and deal with Aiwei immediately. No running away, no backing out, she would clear up the mess without a moment's hesitation. It was her natural inclination to face things head on, her strong spirit that led Toph forward. She also wanted to get rid of the annoying kids following her, but only once she was assured they would be safe. The teens, as well as their animal companions, followed along without question, already worn out from dealing with the stubborn earthbender. There was a soft spot in her old heart for Korra and Asami because they reminded her of her own team Avatar, but she would never tell them that. 

Korra wished she could have the same level of confidence. She could only remember, longingly, that fleeting feeling of inner strength she once had. Worst-case scenarios flooded the teen’s mind, some far fetched and ridiculously improbable. She imagined sirens going off, even before she entered the City. Guards will swarm, take away her allies, and she will be trapped in a prison of Earth. Or worse, her family waiting at the gates just to send her away again. In one, Amon was disguised as a guard and just waiting for Korra to arrive. 

Why was Toph so confident? The answer was simple, Korra reasoned. Toph had the bravery of someone not personally affected by the end result. That was how Korra justified her fear. At least no one was trying to assassinate Toph. The young avatar shoved these thoughts down, knowing that Toph was just there to help. Korra gave Asami’s hand a squeeze, just to assuage some of her fears. 

One of Zaofu’s gates rested at the end of a long, dirt road, chosen for its ease of travel and obscure location. It blended with the rest of the city’s metal fortifications, only  Zaofu’s emblem was engraved above the bulky metal door. 

“State your name and reason for being in Zaofu.” A voice boomed over the  built-in speaker. The guard seemed tired, probably from a tedious day of wardening the gate. As this was a lesser known entrance, they had little to no foot traffic. Today was his lucky day. He was about to meet two living legends.

“I am Toph Beifong, traveling with Avatar Korra. I want an audience with Suyin Beifong.” The gates opened as soon as Toph stepped up to them. 

The once sleepy guards all crowded her, asking for autographs and pestering the old woman. She was like a Saint to the people of Zaofu. They gave her a warm welcome, knowing her contributions to metalbending gave them the lives they knew. Giant, metal statues of Toph could be found among all of Zaofu’s five sectors. Her face was everywhere. Toph easily overshadowed Korra, leaving the younger woman wondering why she had even been scared. 

///

Korra and Asami had to stifle their laughter as they traveled on the monorail. Their group was just so absurd looking, it was hilarious. Korra and Asami sat together, trying to keep the giant Polar Bear Dog from crushing other passengers.  So many people had jumped into their car at the last minute, eager to meet their idol. In the very least, the fans had the decency to give the old woman and her company a few feet of breathing room. Toph was so sick of the attention that Korra was genuinely worried she would carve the train car open and jump out. The bunny spirit had to fly to the top of the car to avoid Naga’s overbearing mass and the crowd. 

Toph couldn’t pinpoint the bunny’s location, but she knew it was flying around somewhere. “Korra, tell that spirit of yours to pick someone else next time you need help.”

“Will do.” 

Asami glanced over Naga’s fur to see the tightly packed group of people. “This has to be a safety violation,” she remarked, half seriously. Korra agreed.

There was one man unfortunate enough to be on that train, just by happenstance. He held his head in his hands, looking forlorn. 

“What’s up with him?” Korra asked Asami discreetly. 

“That’s Lau Gan-Lan, the owner of Cabbage Corp. I don’t know what he’s doing here, though.” 

“Huh.”

On the second to last stop, all other passengers except for two filed out of the train car, sparing their final glances at a cranky Toph. The Cabbage Corp man remained, meaning he also had business with a Zaofu executive. Unbeknownst to Korra and Asami, the man was late to a meeting with Bataar Sr. because of the congestion. The other man kept mostly to himself, saying nothing and carefully not looking at them. 

Lau Gan-Lan got off first. “Always sabotaging my Cabbage Corp,” he mumbled under his breath. He stormed past a very confused looking Suyin and her entourage of Korra’s concerned family members. Aiwei was there, too, but he only glared at Toph and Korra. 

“Mom. Korra. Asami. I’m glad to see you all got here safely.” Suyin started, but Toph ignored her. She had bigger fish to fry, and she was never one for niceties. 

Toph was on a mission.  “We can save the small talk for later. I’m here for Aiwei. I can feel your heart beating from all the way over here. Why are you so nervous?”

Aiwei found everyone studying him, feeling the pressure compounding. He could see the doubt in Suyin’s eyes. The seeds had been planted days ago, now they were blossoming. Anything he said would be subject to Toph’s criticism. He wasn’t the only truthseer here, and he was caught in a lie. Navigation would be hard, but he would try. 

“Forgive me, Toph, but your presence here has me just as excited as everyone else. Your presence here is such a rarity.” Good, the man thought to himself. Nothing he said was a lie, nor was it the true answer. “I am concerned about the Avatar, I won’t lie. She’s been under a lot of stress and there’s no telling how she will react.” 

The audience turned to Toph, to see how she would respond. They would do this with each exchange, feeling out of their depth. Korra stayed behind Toph, using the older woman as a metaphorical shield. She was afraid, the interaction alternating between certain and uncertain.

“You attacked her, didn’t you? You tried to kill her, and blamed her for it.” Toph said outright, smiling to herself and thinking she had Aiwei cornered.

“Why would I do that?” Aiwei answered. Yes or no would give him away, but answering a question with a question was just the roundabout response he needed. It wasn’t sustainable, though, and Aiwei knew he needed an out. 

Beforehand, Aiwei had the time to come up with a contingency plan in the event that he would be discovered. Korra brought in Toph, but Aiwei had an ally of his own. Another member of the red lotus, standing at the ready to take out the Avatar. He was lurking in the background, completely unnoticed by the group. A hand signal was all Aiwei needed. 

“Answer the question,” Toph ordered.

“Yes.” In less than a second, Aiwei had metal daggers flying straight for Suyin. They were aimed with Tenzin’s airbending in mind, so that he couldn’t repel them without launching them at everyone else. The three eldest Beifongs had to catch them midair and lower them, allowing Aiwei time to move back. He was no fool, though. He needed a hostage to get out safely, which is why he brought in an ally. 

In that moment, Aiwei’s cohort jumped at Korra and Asami, grabbing the young avatar and holding her arms behind her back and placing a knife at her throat. Asami tried to charge him, but she couldn’t get close without risking her friend’s life. The voices of her friends dulled, as did Korra’s own breath. Oh spirits she couldn’t breathe. The man’s touch burned into her skin, she wanted him off. Korra struggled in vain, pulling on her arms with an indifference to his weapon.

“Let me go,” Korra repeated over and over. She could hear Asami trying to calm her down and Korra listened. She let her breathe steady and she ignored the man, closing her eyes and focusing on her own power. 

“I am sick and tired of this, ”Korra growled, her eyes glowing and pure power radiating from her tense body. She stomped and a column of earth launched the man into the air, but Korra wasn’t done. 

Wind circled around the area, picking up dust and small objects and obscuring vision for those without seismic sense. The earth shook around Korra as she walked towards the man and he crawled away in fear.  She hit him with a blast of wind and he fell back to the ground, falling unconscious. Aiwei was next. He was running away, though that wouldn’t save him. She caught up to him easily, trapping his arms and legs with Earth and lowering him to the ground. The man shook, knowing he was faced with the Avatar’s unbridled rage. Korra was an unstoppable force now, nothing would save him. 

Korra closed her eyes again and let her power fade away, deciding to spare the man. Just like Aang, she was no killer.  The others stared at her in awe. She wondered what they thought of her now that they had seen her full power. The words monster and threat came to mind, but Korra decided she didn’t care. She decided to face them all, the mixture of people who supported her unconditionally and people who doubted everything she did. Above everything, they loved her.  

“I missed you guys.” 

They all missed her, too. Even the elusive Lin Beifong, who’s face had gone soft as Korra stepped forward and was surrounded by hugs. They would hold her and never let her go, filling Korra with hope for the future. Something in her knew she would be fine, and this was the last of her troubles for a while. Suyin stumbled through apologies, trying to gain Korra’s forgiveness as if a few words could gain back broken trust. It would take time for Korra to completely forgive the woman, but for now Korra was glad Suyin acknowledged her wrongdoing. Guards came to take the two perpetrators into custody to be dealt with at a later date. 

Suyin’s chef prepared them a large celebratory dinner and they all went to bed that night safe, secure and content. They would return to Republic City in the morning and begin a period of rest.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          This is not the end, I promise. There will be more. Hope you guys enjoyed! :)

        




31. Life continues on

Notes for the Chapter:Enjoy!

I will be honest with you guys. I don't know what Korra will name the baby (a girl) either.




    
    Korra sat alone on the cliff, as she often did when she needed space to think. She felt ashamed to go there, when nothing was actually the matter. It was just another mood, triggered by nothing and egged on by her own sulking. Her cliff had no rules, no regulations barring her from going there to reflect whenever she pleased, but it felt wrong to go there without proper reason, like she was misusing a privilege. She sat there, hands on her knees and eyes glued on the dark horizon, trying to come up with an explanation. 

Republic City, against all odds, is doing fine. The City was actually in the midst of its first democratic election. Korra didn’t pay as much attention to the polls as Tenzin wanted, but she knew the top runner was a nonbender named Raiko. The non benders were finally getting a voice, which meant less bitter people sending threats. Maybe it was a selfish way to think about it, but she did have good cause. Weeks ago, one trio went as far as infiltrating Air Temple Island, but they were outed by one of their own before they could do any harm. The man who came forward, she remembered, was so entranced by the air acolytes that he wanted to stay.  Mako hauled the other two equalists off and Korra never saw them again, end of story.

The public gave Korra some breathing room as well. She liked to think there were people out there with the decency to give a teenage girl her space to grow, but as the Avatar, those privileges became forfeit. No one badgered her because they were too swept up in the election to notice her. Raiko was a great cover, she’d have to thank him eventually. From their one meeting, she could tell he liked accolades and attention, probably why he chose to run for president. He would be a fine leader, just as long as he gave Korra her space. With the constant press conferences and impromptu photo shoots and well-timed interactions with the city’s vulnerable, he was doing a great job. 

Team avatar was doing fine as well. Asami was doing her best to pick up the pieces and put Future Industries back on top, spending what time she could with Korra and the boys. Mako was doing well as a cop on the beat, even if he was new to this side of the law. He put in his best effort on the job, so Korra saw him the least, but they were still good friends. Korra suspected he was avoiding her, but she wasn’t sure why he would. Bolin was around Air Temple Island the most. He still played for the Fire Ferrets with two new teammates, their names she couldn’t remember. Their group was doing their best to stay together without a threat to hold them together. It was fine with them, no drama or fights.

Korra’s parents were back home in the South Pole. She could best describe her relationship with her father as stable, even though there was a bit of resentment hanging around. Her mother, she was still close with. The relationship with her parents could have been worse, much worse. 

Tenzin and his family were there for her, her support system while she was finishing her Airbending training. Pema still comforted her through her nightmares, Tenzin was always there to lend an ear, even when she didn’t think she needed to, and the kids helped her in their own little ways. Jinora made sure Korra took care of herself, Ikki went out of her way to pamper Korra, Meelo was entertaining, and Rohan helped her prepare for her own little one. Sometimes Korra was reluctant to even look at little Rohan, but his adorable smile won her over. 

“Maybe your baby and Rohan can be best friends!” Ikki told her once, jumping with excitement. 

“Yeah,” Korra had agreed, only to hide herself in her room for hours afterwards. The baby was growing bigger and bigger, and Korra was NOT ready yet. She missed dinner that night, an event so common it was becoming a habit. 

When she heard Tenzin’s, “Korra, are you in there?” at her door, she assumed he was there to offer another lecture about taking care of herself and the baby. She opened her door, her eyes still dripping tears, and he immediately offered a hug. She loved them all, the people who surrounded her. 

Korra was never lacking in support around them, so again, why did she feel so empty? What was wrong? Too tired to be properly frustrated, the teen went to bed, assuming it was fatigue driving her doleful additude. 

///

Korra brought it up to Kya the next day, at the end of one of her routine checkups. “You don’t need a reason to feel sad, Korra. It’s normal.”

It was so frustrating to hear Kya say that. Kya was wrong, or Kya was right and Korra was wrong. Korra glared at the floor so as not to upset the older healer. “It’s not normal, though.” 

When Kya gave her a knowing look, Korra mumbled, “It shouldn’t be normal.”

Kya gave her a small, reassuring smile. “You’re doing better than you think you are.” 

Korra nodded, pulling her clothes on and thanking Kya for the visit. The baby was fine, growing normally and Korra was physically healthy, too. The results made her feel better, especially coming from an experienced healer. She was doing something right in her life, at least. 

Mako was waiting outside of Kya’s health clinic, ready to escort her back to the port. He was on a short break and that was as far as he could go with her, but she appreciated his effort. He helped her into his police issue Satomobile, and began driving. 

“How’s everything going with the baby?”

“Kya says everything is going as it should, and that I should start eating more. Nothing serious, though, it was just a suggestion.”

“That’s good,” Mako replied. “Think of any names yet?”

“Not really, I have no idea whether it’s a boy or girl so I don’t know how I’m expected to decide.” They made a quick stop, as an elderly woman crossed the street, causing Korra to clench the side of the car. Mako was a great driver, though, it was the driving itself causing her anxiety. 

“You have time. “

Korra placed a hand on her baby bump. “What if the baby is born and I still don’t have a name.”

Mako smiled, then shrunk back at her glare. “The baby won’t be here for a few months. My brother has a few suggestions.”

“Yeah?” 

“He thinks, if you have a little boy, you can name him Bolin.” Korra rolled her eyes. “Though I’m quite partial to Mako. Maybe if you have twins you can do both.”

“It’s not twins! Only one baby for me!” Korra would die if she was having twins. Thankfully, Kya assured her there was only one baby. She thought of her cousins in the northern water tribe when she was asking. The prospect of one baby was difficult enough. 

“Fine , fine. But I think little Mako-”

“I’m not naming my baby Mako,” Korra deadpanned. She smiled a little. “I might name him Bolin just to spite you.”

///

Korra was sitting in the common room with Tenzin’s three eldest children when Tenzin hurried in. They looked up from their Pai Sho competition, forgetting about it immediately, much to Ikki’s chagrin. His normal solemn expression was gone, replaced by a poorly hidden sense of hurry. He pulled Korra aside and the three kids strained to hear from their seats.

“What is it?” She whispered silently.

“It’s about your Uncle,” Tenzin started, only to stop and glance at his kids. They jumped back in their seats, acting innocent as if they weren’t trying to spy. 

“Ikki, Meelo go help your mother in the kitchen.”

“But daddy! We’re in the middle of a competition! I was so close to winning!” Ikki pouted. Jinora shook her head, knowing well that Ikki was losing. She grabbed her younger siblings, pulling them to the door, and then locking it when they were on their way to the kitchen. 

“Is my Uncle okay?”

“Oh yes, he’s fine. One of his attendants called, though. He wants to visit.” 

The announcement was important, Korra supposed, but why did Tenzin look so worried about it. “And? Why’d you send Ikki and Meelo away.”

“They repeat things,” Tenzin said, his parental exhaustion leaking through his voice. “I trust Jinora enough not to repeat what I say about Unalaq, directly to his face.”

Jinora perked up, straightening her shoulders to fit in with the adults. She wanted to be so grown up and mature, and she was doing a great job of it. Korra wanted to advise her to slow down, to bask in her young life. 

“I’m worried for you, around Unalaq. He’s always been rather,’’ Tenzin paused, unsure how much he wanted to say about Korra’s own Uncle. “Power-hungry. And with your relationship with Tonraq the way it is..”

“You don’t want him manipulating me?” Korra guessed. Tenzin nodded. 

“I trust you, Korra. I just don’t trust him,” Tenzin reminded her. Korra wasn’t the only one changed after the revolution. Tenzin was more protective of his kids, and the four teens he grew to care for as if they were his own. She knew to mind his warning with the understanding that he was overly cautious. 

“Thank you.” 

With the new information in mind, Korra went back to her Pai Sho game. She lost against Jinora, her mind elsewhere.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          I'm trying to stop the Unalaq situation before it begins. Korra would definitly destroy Vaatu if Unalaq minded his own business. Harmonic convergence will happen but I'm trying to be nicer to Korra and let her keep her past lives with her.

        




32. Evil Uncle Unalaq

Summary for the Chapter:
            Season 2 had to fit in here somewhere. It is slightly different, but you get the point.

          
Notes for the Chapter:I'm basically speedrunning season 2 here. It would feel weird to just not include it, so you can skip this chapter.




    
    Throughout their entire meal, Korra felt like her cousins and uncle were silently judging her. She, and her very pregnant stomach, was under their constant scrutiny, but she couldn’t possibly leave early. She did not want to disrespect her Uncle with her absence. The Glacier Spirits Festival was very important to her Uncle, more important to him than it was to the Southern tribe. From her side, he tried to speak with her about the spirits and spiritual practices of their people. It was interesting, and she found that there was so much more to learn about the spirits, but it was also boring. Korra found herself missing Asami’s presence, her friend would make this meal so much more interesting. 

Once again, Unalaq was suggesting that he be her teacher. She was going to respectfully decline, heeding Tenzin’s warnings, but her father answered for her. “ I thought I had made it clear that Tenzin is teaching her.

Her Uncle responded to her, and not to her father. It served him right, Korra thought to herself. Tonraq was irritating her at every turn, so was her Uncle. “Every Avatar before you traveled the world to learn. It was Tenzin and your father who kept you secluded at the South Pole.”

This caught her off guard. Korra’s eyes widened and she turned to her father, requesting an explanation. “I thought Aang ordered the White Lotus to keep me down here?”

“We all did what we thought was best for you.”

This, Korra could understand. She did not agree with the decision, but she could understand the fear. She almost lost her freedom in the few weeks she went out of the compound, after all. What she could not get past was her father’s insistence that she stay cramped up in the Compound. Every turn, every struggle, he suggested she hide there. It was suffocating being around him. Tenzin learned, but Tonraq made it clear he had not. 

“I can make my own decisions,” Korra mumbled, crossing her arms and sinking in her seat. Her Uncle stood up and gave a speech, one she suspected was targeted at her.  His final words echo in her mind.

“I fear the time is fast approaching when the North can no longer stand idly by while our Southern brothers slip into total spiritual decay. Angry spirits are already attacking ships in your waters. I only hope we are not too late to change course.”

///

Korra trudged out of her tent after her Polar Bear Dog. The events of the day had caught up with her and she was exhausted. She groaned when Naga began howling into the snowy sky. “Quiet Naga, you’ll wake everyone up.”

Korra felt guilty when Mako and Bolin emerged from their tent, awoken by Naga’s barking. She tried pushing the animal back into the tent. Naga didn’t listen, licking her face and then howling again. The boys questioned her, but Korra was distracted by a black swirling figure in the distance.

“What is that?”

The spirit catches her off guard, grabbing her in its black tendrils and carting her away. For an evil spirit, it was questionably gentle with her. She squirmed and pushed against the creature while the brothers shot at it with their bending.

“Hey!” Korra called, as Bolin almost struck her instead of the creature. Tonraq tries to circle it, but the endeavor is just too dangerous while the spirit had Korra. 

Tenzin approached calmly, trying to use diplomacy against the wily spirit. “Spirit! What have we done to offend you?” The spirit strikes at the Airbender and he goes flying. All the while, the spirit has yet to actually harm Korra.

Suddenly, glowing streams of water are engulfing the spirit. Korra is scared at first, but the streams are so gentle and she relaxes. Beneath her, the tendrils are turning from black to a peaceful yellow. The spirit drops her into the snow, softly, then fades into the air. Her friends ran to her side, thankful to find her uninjured. 

“How did you do that?” Korra asks, awestruck.

 “As your father could tell you, I have spent my life studying the spirits and learning their ways. All of this knowledge is lost in the South, but I could teach you everything I know.”

Tenzin shakes his head. “Chief Unalaq, clearly you are very knowledgeable but Korra still has much to learn about airbending, and I hope that going to the Air Temples will help her connect with the past Avatars.” While she trusted Tenzin more, the idea was still dull. Korra could not bite back her sound of disinterest. 

Unalaq continues, speaking to her father and current mentor rather than to her. It was her life and her responsibility as Avatar, yet neither her father nor her Uncle wanted to give her an opinion. “The Air Temples will teach her nothing. Only I can give her the training she needs to be a complete Avatar.”

“I've told you that will not happen.”

 She pushed her father aside gently, forcibly inviting herself to their conversation. “Hey, I'm right here! Anyone want to ask me what I think?”

Tenzin places his hand on her shoulder and nods.

Korra takes a breath and looks at her Uncle. “I still want to train with Tenzin.”Unalaq looks disappointed at this news, but Korra hurries to continue speaking.“That doesn’t mean I can’t learn from you, too. Can we postpone our trip for a few days, Tenzin?”

Tenzin grimaces, but he agrees. “I’ll go set up the arrangements,” he mumbles walking to his tent. Korra shoves past her father in the direction of her tent, ignoring his calls. The rest follow. With their back to Unalaq, they fail to notice the grin creeping across his face. 

///

The trip to the southern spirit portal was a success, but at the end of it Korra found herself more annoyed with her father than ever and she was glad she sent him home. At least Tenzin was glad to see her back, he gave her a great hug when she returned and told her to meet him when she finished saying goodbye to Unalaq. He also apologized for worrying her about her Uncle, saying that he should have trusted her more. She smiled to herself as she made her way to find her Uncle. The Chief of the Northern Water tribe was standing on the palace balcony, overlooking the city and its harbor. 

“Thank you, Uncle. I’m about to leave with Tenzin, but I am very thankful for this opportunity to learn from you.”

The older man is not looking at her, his gaze has drifted beyond the city and into the vast expanse of water. After a few seconds, his eyes darken and he looks beyond pleased with himself. Korra strains to see why, and freezes when she catches sight of the large battleships docking at the water’s edge. 

“What are you doing?” Korra asks indignantly. “What are all your Northern Troops doing here?”

“Opening the spirit portal was only the first step in getting the Southern Water Tribe back on its righteous path. There's more difficult work to be done before our two tribes are truly united.”

Korra took a step back. “They were right about you, weren’t they? You just wanted power.”

Unalaq turned to face her. “No, Korra. This isn’t just about power. This is about uniting our tribes. We can open the Northern Portal and finally the world will be as it should.”

Conflict was not always the answer, Korra reminded herself. “So you would remove your troops if I opened the Northern portal?”

Unalaq nodded. 

“And if I didn’t?”

“I might have to take immediate action against the Southern tribe.” Korra gulped, then nodded. Tenzin would have to make more calls, she would be with Unalaq longer than planned. 

///

Weeks after Korra opened the spirit portals, she had almost forgotten about the experience. Unalaq left her, and her tribe, alone and returned to the Northern water tribe with his children. Bolin was most relieved by this development. Tenzin reminded her that they would have to check on the portals every so often, because he did not trust Unalaq’s motives, but it could wait until the end of their tour of the temples. 

“I really like all the Avatar Statues,” Jinora said as they made their way up a steep set of stairs carved into the mountainside. "Grandpa Aang looks so majestic.”

“I bet it looks cool,” Korra panted, stopping for the millionth time up the pathway. She could not understand how Pema put up with this for nine whole months. Korra was already tired after six. She just wanted the baby out. 

“You better behave, Meelo.” Jinora warned. 

“Are you okay, Korra?” Ikki asked from behind. “Daddy told us to take it easy on you.”

“I’m fine,” Korra smiled. “Besides, we’re almost there.” She pointed up ahead, to the stone structures peaking through the fauna of the mountainside. The view at the top almost made the trip up worth it. Almost. Her back hurt and so did her feet, everything hurt. The doors were already open when they got up and she could see Tenzin inside, waiting. He cheated and used his airbending to get up so quickly, Korra huffed. 

Inside, Tenzin walked her through the many rows of statues. She could identify them just from looking at them, from a feeling hidden within. They stopped at Aang, the last statue in his row. She looked at the spot beside him, a reminder that one day she would be a statue here. Just a face, a nameless face. Hopefully she would be like Aang, remembered fondly for his work to help the world. She examined his unmoving face, stuck in thought. 

After a moment, her mind seemed to trick her. It was like she was in a dream, the atmosphere kept changing and she was no longer among the statues. This hallucination was more of a daydream than a nightmare. It was familiar, a good familiarity and she felt comfortable, not trapped. She found a few of her past lives there, but they had no time for idle conversation, much to her disappointment. They just told her to find someone called “Raava”.

At last, she landed in front of a man. She immediately thought of the name Wan upon looking at him, but perhaps he had another name. It felt right, sort of. “Are you Raava,” she asked slowly. 

“No, but I can help you find her. My name is Wan, and I will show you how I became the first Avatar.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Thank you for reading

        




33. Harmonic Convergence

Summary for the Chapter:
            Harmonic Convergence, but Korra gets more of a break. Also, Korrasami.
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    Somehow, Korra and her small group of friends managed to enter the portal unnoticed. They were lucky, lucky that Unalaq underestimated her and thankful for Bumi’s fortitude. He managed to take out the entire encampment, allowing them to traipse through the spirit portal unhindered. Korra headed straight for the opposite spirit portal, to shut it, but her luck turned the second another figure entered into the spirit realm. Her Uncle had gotten word of her presence and was ready to do anything to win. She had more to lose than he did.

Streams of spirit water shot out at her, so she directed them away when they got too close because she was not mobile enough to dodge. Right now, she was more focused on defense than anything else. Unalaq went all in on the offensive, leaving her very little time to escape and landing her a few close calls. 

“Stop this!” She called out from beneath his water barrage. She was hidden beneath a shield of ice, using his attacks to strengthen it. “We can close the portals, it's not too late!”

Unalaq didn’t listen, upping his efforts. He was breaking through her shield, the water pressure so intense that it was chipping away at her ice. Worse, she was getting tired, but she would not fail yet. The world was counting on her.

Korra managed to hold up her defences long enough for Mako and Bolin to come to her aid. They fought Unalaq back and away from her, telling her to close the portals as fast as possible. 

“Thanks guys!” Korra shouted, her back turning just as Tenzin joined the fray. She ran to the closest portal, watching as the sky was changing. She was running out of time. Unalaq was thrown through the portal and the others followed, all except Asami who insisted that Korra have backup, just in case. 

“My time is coming, Raava!” The dark spirit was gloating from his tree prison, distracting Korra from her task. “I can feel it!”

The spiritual energy from the portals surged, throwing the young avatar back. Electrical currents surrounded the portals as they warped, paths changing so that they met at the center of the world, becoming one stream. Vaatu’s prison lay in the very middle of the portals. It absorbed the energy, shattering the barrier separating Vaatu from the outside world. Vaatu flew around, roaring with laughter. Korra shot at the dark spirit as it flew, but it twisted away from each strike. She gave what she could to the fight, but eventually she had to rely on the Avatar State.

Korra hovered over the ground on a cyclone of water. She had to rely on her elements instead of raw strength, but she was finally catching the creature with her attacks. She struck him with a deluge of fire and then froze his kite-like tail with her ice. Finally, when the opportunity arose, Korra surrounded the spirit with water just as Unalaq would. The creature was trapped and screamed in thunderous pain as his form turned to light, drifting into the air and disappearing. She bowed, saying “Go in peace.”

 

Slowly, Korra lowered herself to the ground. Her legs felt like jelly and she sank to her knees, drained but okay. Asami ran up behind her and engulfed her in a hug. “You did it, Korra!”

“Yeah,” Korra responded, her eyes fluttering. “I wish enemies would challenge me to a game of Pai Sho or something. Spirits, I’m so tired.”

Asami chortled adorably, and Korra watched her with such love in her heart. Yes, love, Korra decided in that moment. She gazed into Asami's eyes, moving slowly. There were no words between them, just a heavy silence. Asami watched her, unsure, letting Korra move towards her and kiss her on the cheek. It was like stars filled Asami’s heart, and her face burst into a giant smile. 

“Can I kiss you?” Asami asked, afraid she was misreading the situation. Korra nodded. Asami went slow as well, leaning in and giving Korra every opportunity to back away. When their lips met, Asami was happy to find Korra leaning into it enthusiastically. When they parted, both their faces were a deep red. 

“I’m assuming this means you like me back?” Korra wondered, completely serious. 

Asami rolled her eyes affectionately. “Of course I do, how could I not?”She paused and narrowed her eyes. “Don’t answer that.” She ran her fingers through Korra’s hair, enjoying the moment. 

Korra let herself be held by Asami, even after their friends joined them in the spirit world. They watched the sky together, gazing at the streams of light as they danced above them. A beautiful sky for such a beautiful moment. She placed her hand on her stomach. “Asami?”

“Yes?”

“I know what I want to name the baby.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          :D Korrasami

Thank you Aquadoe17 for the name! Korra doesn't say it yet but the name is Akari, meaning light.

        




34. End of the line

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra faces someone from her past once and for all.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Enjoy!

Spoiler alert: It's Amon




    
    Korra was excited, if that word was enough to describe how she felt. She and Asami were spending the day together to go baby shopping. She practically skipped out of her room, shooting gleeful smiles at the many White Lotus sentries Tenzin had posted around the Island for her protection. Sometimes, when she was sneaking out, Bolin would help her distract them so she could have a little fun under the radar. No one was trapping her there (anymore), but it was much more fun in comparison to having a sentry breathing down her throat every second.

There was always one waiting for her at the entrance to the girl’s dormitory, in case of an emergency. She made sure to thank them when she passed, because she could only imagine how boring it would be to wait there all day,  for a threat that wasn’t there. 

Through work meetings and family gatherings and obligatory appearances with the President, it took weeks to carve out an entire day, just for Korra and Asami. They ousted everyone else; Senna, who was becoming overbearing in her excitement, and Bolin, who tried to pretend he didn’t feel excluded when they told him he couldn’t tag along. He was really growing into his role as the fun Uncle, promising that he’d give the kid probending lessons the second she learned to walk. Korra was on board with the idea, but there was no way Asami would leave Bolin alone with the baby. 

After he saw them off, Bolin hung his head sadly, announcing that he would be in his room until they came home for dinner.

Everyone else was supportive of the alone time.

“You two deserve it,” Mako said, his face all smiles as it had been since they began their carpool. He was usually like this, and Korra could never figure out what it was that made him so happy. It could have been the general contentedness in his job, his life, or it could have been his eagerness to prove just how supportive he was of Korra and Asami’s relationship. Either way, his intentions were pure. Korra was sure of it.

Mako turned away from the road at a stop, speaking directly to Asami. “I can’t wait to give little Mako Jr. my gift when she’s born.” 

“Akari,” Asami emphasized, “Is going to be so spoiled.”

Mako was always baiting Asami like this, since the first time Asami corrected him on the baby’s name. Harmless fun, he called it. Asami punched him in the arm, citing the same defense.

Korra snorted, as did Mako. She gave Asami a kiss on the cheek. “You’re one to talk, Ms Sato.”

Asami blushed, letting the car fall into a silence. When Mako pulled over in front of the first store, Asmai was the first to open the door. “Oh, look at that! We’re here. Come on, Korra. Let’s let Mako get to work.”

“Thanks Mako,” Korra said, stepping gingerly onto the sidewalk. She grabbed Asami’s hand and they watched together as Mako drove off. 

In the store’s window they could already see adorable baby onesies, all different colors and sizes. Baby clothes from all four nations littered the room, just waiting for them to explore.

An orange one caught Korra’s eye first, it had little lemurs printed all over it. Her eyes brightened as she pointed it out to her girlfriend. 

Out of nowhere, Korra’s eyes started watering.

“What is it?” Asami asked gently. 

Korra shook her head, swiping away the tears on her cheeks. “I don’t know. It’s not a negative feeling though. I think I’m just very happy right now.”

Asami kissed her forehead, then tugged Korra’s hand along with her as she walked into the shop. “Let’s get you that onesie.”

///

For hours now, there was a nagging feeling at the back of Korra’s mind that she was being watched. She forced it down, because under no circumstances was anyone going to ruin her high spirits. Everyone was being extra nice and helpful to her, one of the newer perks of being the Avatar, and she wanted to be equally cheery. So, every time she got that feeling she would just shake her head and focus on Asami.

They eventually  found themselves in a small furniture store, run by a frail man with many years under his belt. All items were hand carved, but not all were steadily made. Asami wanted to mention the tremor in the man’s hands, but she was worried he might hear. The store room was small and with not many customers, the space was silent.

 Asami took the lead to soothe Korra’s worries. She was currently looking at a crib, testing its durability and taking note of the price. She gave Korra her findings clinically, saying that this specific crib was not worthy of their little one. Korra thought Asami was cute, especially when she claimed that she could make a better crib on her own. They pretended to miss the looks of judgement from a fellow customer.

Asami led them elsewhere and started inspecting another crib for the young avatar. It was enough for Korra to forget her paranoia, for her to miss the figure lurking just outside the store. In a moment it was gone again, so when Korra went to look out the window she only noticed how late it was getting. 

“It’s fine, we still have an hour before we have to meet your parents for dinner.”

“Yeah, but I don’t want them to worry. You know how they get when I’m not right on time. If we’re even five minutes late they’ll be sending the entire police department to look for me.”

Asami nodded. “Yeah, it’s not like we’re going to find anything good here, anyway.”

Everyone in the shop was looking at the two of them. A throat cleared behind them. They turned to see the owner of the shop frowning at them, clearly offended. Asami’s eyes widened and apologies flooded from her mouth. The man was incredulous, and stared at them like that until they started to leave. Asami gave him a nice tip for the inconvenience.

“Please never let me come here again,” Asami whispered.

“Agreed.”

///

The first order of business, when they got home, was to drop off their bags in Korra’s room. The strange thing was, though, that they did not pass a single guard in the walk from the dock to the dormitory. There were no Acolytes wandering, nor were there any children either. Not a single light was on in any of the smaller buildings. The Island looked as abandoned as the old temples. 

“I don’t like this.” Asami stood in front of Korra protectively, always the first to walk through doors and into new areas. They dumped their bags onto the bed and shut the doors, discussing what they wanted to do next. 

“I think we should leave the Island. If something’s wrong here it’ll be safer to assess from the mainland,” Asami said, poking her head out the window before closing that, too.

“We don’t know if anything’s even wrong, though. Let’s just go to the dining hall. It’s dinner time, right? If no one is there and we can’t find Tenzin we’ll leave and call someone.”

“Okay,” Asami responded hesitantly. 

They hurried over to the main building, but not as fast as they would have liked to. Korra mentally swore to herself that she would never take running for granted ever again when she finally gave birth. The long day was killing her. She just wanted to throw her shoes off and relax, but apparently life had other ideas.

They found pretty much the entire Island all in one room. Tensions were high inside. The group flinched, then exhaled when they saw it was only Korra and Asami. They were given questioning looks, but no clear explanation as of yet. The room was suffocating with so many people. The pair was about to leave again when someone called their names.

“Don’t you know the island’s on lockdown?” The Acolyte said, handing them a cup of water.

“Why?” Korra questioned.

“A man showed up here earlier, lurking near your rooms. We don’t know who it is, but Tenzin and the Chief are questioning him in his office.”

“A man? Do you know what he looks like?” Korra's first thought was Aiwei, but Tenzin would have recognized him if that was the case.

“I never saw his face.” The woman walked over to a sentry, then another, asking around for any helpful information. When she found something,  she brought the man over so Korra could ask her own questions.

“His face was badly burned but most of it seemed scarred over,” the man supplied.

“Burned from a firebender?” Korra responded, an idea in her head that she wanted badly to disprove. 

“Didn’t look like it. It was too unfocused to be from a firebender.”

“Oh.” Korra stared at the floor, wanting to sink down and stare off into space until the end of time. The situation needed to be resolved immediately, so she could go on living with the knowledge that Amon was dead. This man was not- no, could not be- Amon. Amon died in that fire. No one could have survived the blaze. Not even a cockroach like Amon. 

She pushed past them, to Tenzin’s office, because she was so done. That chapter of her life was done, there will be no sequel. If Amon was truly alive, he had a lot to answer for. 

“I’m going,” She said, ending the arguments of everyone who tried to stop her. Asami never tried to stop her though, she just held her hand tightly and walked alongside her. Asami’s presence made Korra feel safer, like nothing could hurt her. 

The fear caught up with her when she entered Tenzin’s office. Tenzin, Bolin, and Lin Beifong all stood around the man, secured to a chair in the center of the room. Tenzin tried to usher her out, but she remained firm. Korra pushed past him, strutted right over to the prisoner, and looked him in his eyes. She could recognize his eyes anywhere, no matter how scared the fire made them. 

“Amon.” Korra announced coldly.

“Korra,” He grinned, the name like poison coming from his tongue. “I see you and our little one are doing fine.”

“How are you alive?” The statement was all too clear. You should be dead, Amon. She refused to break eye contact with him, trying to prove to both of them that she was stronger now. Her worst fears were coming true, again, and yet she was handling them.

“A little fire can’t stop me, Korra.”

“And what of Tarrlok? Is he still alive?” Lin questioned.

At the mention of his brother, Amon’s face darkened. Something changed in him, since Korra had seen him last. There was nothing hidden in him, no secret love for his younger brother nor the world. Just raw instinct, raw hatred. “No. That traitor is long dead.”

“Why are you back?” Korra asked, already predicting his answer. “Didn’t you know we’d stop you?”

“I came back for you, my Korra. You and our baby are all I have left in this world. You know you love me, you have to.” His words came fast, desperate. As if repeating the mantra out loud would make his world real. She would love him because she had to. She had to. The world was his to control and conquer, to bend to his will. Why else would he stumble upon the ability to take away bending? It was his right, the world was in the wrong here. It needed to step into shape.

“You’re pathetic,” Korra hissed. “You took everything bad that happened to you and you weaponized it. You could have ended that pain with you, but instead you decided to keep on hurting people. Now you can’t even comprehend your own actions.”

“I wanted to save people!” Amon roared, lunging forward only to be stopped by his bindings. Korra flinched back, anyway. “I was going to cleanse it, with you at my side. I still can! As soon as I escape, I’m coming for you and our baby and we’ll live together in a cleaner world!”

“No,” Korra declared. “You won’t.” Korra pressed one thumb to Amon’s forehead and the other to his chest. Her eyes glowed a bright blue and in a flash, she released him. She took a deep breath and glared. 

“You won’t be able to hurt anyone ever again.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          The plan was always for Korra to take away Amon's bending, but I wanted to be nice to the fictional character (for once) so she didn't have to fight him (this time).

Thank you for reading!
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