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Summary
Tarrlok's real motive for wanting Korra on the task force were a little less political than Tenzin believed. Unfortunately for Korra, Tarrlok's not used to being told no, and he'll do whatever it takes to make her say yes. Definitely dubcon.





Chapter 1

Korra was untying her task force armor when Tarrlok sidled up next to her.
"Nice bending out there," he said, leaning his shoulder against the wall. "The Equalists won't be able to bounce back from this for a while."
"Thanks," Korra said, tossing the upper half of her padding onto the floor. She was left wearing a charcoal-colored undershirt with long sleeves and a high neck. "You weren't so bad yourself."
"We should celebrate our victory," Tarrlok said, removing his belt. "May I buy you a drink?"
"Oh." Korra's stomach twisted uncomfortably, the way it always did when Tarrlok got too close to her. "Thanks, but I should probably get home. I have airbending practice early in the morning."
"Come now, one drink won't take that long."
Korra tried to think of another excuse. "Well, see, I just..."
"I'm not used to taking no for an answer," he said lightly, resting a hand on her shoulder.
Thinking back to all the effort he'd put into recruiting her for his task force, Korra sighed. "Alright, one drink," she agreed.
"Excellent!" Tarrlok pulled his armor over his head. "I was hoping you'd say yes. I picked up a little something just in case."
Suddenly his assistant was there with a box. "Present for you, Avatar Korra!"
It was all Korra could do not to roll her eyes as she pulled the top off the box.
"The place I had in mind has a dress code, and I didn't want to ruin the surprise by telling you to pack something nice." Tarrlok smirked. "Consider it a token of my appreciation for your efforts with the task force."
"Thanks," Korra said without much enthusiasm. She barely glanced at the shiny blue dress and white shoes.
"I could use a shower after that fight," Tarrlok said. "I'll see you in a moment."
He left for the men's showers, and Korra, who hadn't worked up a sweat at all, stepped into a changing stall and slipped on the dress. The price tag was still attached, boasting that it had cost more than every bit of money her parents had. It was made of a thin material that clung to Korra's every detail. She frowned at the outline of her underwear underneath the dress and checked the box again.
Underneath some of the wrapping paper in the box, she found a pair of lacy panties. She definitely couldn't wear her usual underwear, and if it was a choice between sexy panties and no panties, well... She decided to put them on.
She was buckling the heels onto her feet and wondering what on earth she'd let Tarrlok sign her up for when he returned. He looked clean and powdered and cologned, and Korra felt a little intimidated.
"You look nice," he remarked. "Ready?"
Korra nodded.
He offered her his arm. "My car is waiting."





Chapter 2

Korra had never been inside an ordinary tavern, let alone one of these newfangled speakeasies. It was dark, lit by a handful of paper lanterns, and everything seemed polished and expensive. Tarrlok took Korra's hand and led her to a table in a corner that couldn't be seen from the door.

"Councilman." A woman bowed politely. "What can I get you to drink tonight?"

"Your best bottle," Tarrlok said. "The avatar and I are celebrating."

The woman disappeared and returned a moment later with a bottle of alcohol and two glasses.

"Thank you," Tarrlok said. His foot brushed Korra's under the table.

Assuming his touch was an accident, Korra moved her leg.

"Do you drink very often?" Tarrlok asked.

Korra shook her head.

"I think you'll like this," he said, pouring the bubbly liquid into the glasses.

"What is it?" Korra asked.

"Champagne." He clinked his glass against hers. "Cheers."

Tarrlok drank all of his champagne in one gulp and poured himself another. Korra had been warned about drinking alcohol too fast, so she took tiny sips.

"Is there something wrong with your drink?" Tarrlok asked.

"No, it's great," Korra said. "I just don't want to get drunk."

"You can drink it a little faster than that," he said, giving her a condescending grin. "Unless you have the tolerance of a toddler."

Something about the way he was acting nagged at her nerves. Her body was restless, feet itching to get up and run away. But that would be stupid and completely irrational, even for her, and who knew when she might need Tarrlok's help? Amon had kicked her ass last time. Maybe two master waterbenders could take him if they worked together. Throwing Tarrlok's expensive presents back in his face was probably not her best plan if she might need Tarrlok's aid later.

"So Korra," Tarrlok said, "tell me more about yourself."

"The papers have probably covered most of it," Korra said, shaking her feet. "I've been bending everything but air since I was five. I moved here to finish my training. I ride a polar bear dog. That's about it."

"How's pro-bending going?"

The nagging left to make room for excitement. "It's going pretty well! I haven't had much time to practice, since I've been doing task force stuff, but I think the Fire Ferrets are going to make it to the championships! We're pretty good."

"So I've heard," Tarrlok said. "What's your secret? Are the rumors true?"

"Rumors?" Korra asked. "Which rumors?"

"Nothing," Tarrlok said. "It's silly. I'm sure it's not true."

"What?" Korra leaned forward. "Tell me!"

"The popular theory seems to be hat your team performs so well together because... well, because the three of you have relations with each other."

Korra laughed. "Are you serious? That's completely ridiculous! Mako and Bolin are brothers, and I'm not that kind of girl."

"I suspected as much," Tarrlok said. "Still, it's a titillating theory, isn't it?"

"Yeah," Korra laughed. "People these days will say anything to sell a newspaper, huh?"
"Yes, that's why I chose this table," Tarrlok said, his foot brushing against Korra's bare leg again. "When you're in the public eye a lot, you have to be careful not to send the wrong message. Or the right one." He winked at her, and the anxious feeling was back.
"Right," Korra said, forcing a laugh. "Hey, about Amon--"

"Oh, let's not talk business right now." Tarrlok topped off her glass. "We're supposed to be having fun."

"Okay," Korra searched for another topic of conversation. "What about you? I hardly know anything about you outside of work."

"What do you want to know?"

"I don't know." Korra traced a star in the condensation on her glass. "Tell me about your family."

"I come from the Northern Water Tribe," Tarrlok said. "My parents were both non-benders. I had an older brother, but he died in a blizzard when I was a teenager. My parents died a few years later, and I moved here. Politics have been my life since then,"

"That's sad," Korra said.

"You think so?" Tarrlok asked. "I miss my family, of course, but I'm content living a quiet life."

"Sounds boring."

He shrugged. "My political career involves a lot of late nights and parties. I don't have much need for a social life outside of work."

"So you never got married or had kids?"

"Not yet." He rubbed the insole of one foot up her calf. "I still have time. I'm hardly past my prime."

Korre scooted away from his leg. "How old are you, anyways?"

"Thirty-seven."

"Oh." Thirty-seven sounded pretty old to Korra, but she didn't say anything.

"What?" Tarrlok asked, correctly intrepreting Korra's silence. "You disagree?"

"You're like, thirty years older than me," Korra said.

"Twenty," He corrected. "Hopefully your math skills will improve by the time you're my age. How ditzy do you have to be not to realize there's only twenty years between seventeen and thirty-seven?"

"Whatever," Korra said, trying to pretend like his barb hadn't stung. "I have more important things to worry about than sums."

He smirked. "Right. Your 'avatar duties.'"

She tipped her glass back, pouring the rest of her champagne down her throat. "Hey, I'm going to be a great avatar once I figure out airbending."

"If you say so," Tarrlok said, pouring her more champagne.

"You don't have to be sarcastic about it," Korra said.

"Avatar Aang was a fully realized avatar before his thirteenth birthday," Tarrlok reminded her. "Since each avatar is supposed to be stronger than the last one, we all expected you to be more advanced than Aang. But I guess there have to be some slow-blooming avatars in the cycle."

Korra fell silent again. He'd hit a sensitive spot in her ego, and it was taking everything in her not to show it.

Tarrlok leaned forward. "I'd tell you to cheer up, but you're quite charming when you pout." He pressed his thumb against the quivering cleft in her chin.

Korra snapped her head away from his reach. "Would you please stop touching me?!" she shouted.

Half the speakeasy turned to stare at her.

"If you want space, all you have to do is ask for it," Tarrlok said, holding his hands up. "You don't need to make a scene or throw a tantrum like a child. Did your mother never teach you to use your words?"

Korra's face flushed with embarrassment. Everyone was staring at her, judging her immaturity. "Sorry," she muttered. She cleared her throat to suck the tears away from her eyes.

"It's my fault," Tarrlok said. "I keep forgetting how new you are to the city. It was only a few weeks ago that you spent more time with wild animals than human beings. I imagine it must be easy for you to confuse peoples' intentions."

Korra looked around the room, distressed. Were her manners really that bad? She already sucked as the avatar; she didn't want everyone to think she was some uncivilized water tribe girl raised by polar bear dogs, too.

"I have to go," Korra said, standing up. "Sorry for making a scene."

"Let me walk you home."

"I'll be fine," Korra said. "Thanks for the champagne."

"I insist on seeing you home safely." He squeezed her shoulder, apparently forgetting what her 'tantrum' had been about. "Tenzin would kill me if I let you wander off alone at night. Republic City isn't as safe as it seems during the day."

She opened her mouth to argue, and realized from the way he was looking at her that it would be pointless. "Fine," she said. "Let's go."

He offered her his arm again. When she didn't take it, he wrapped it around her waist. Korra was still too humiliated from her outburst to protest. They walked to the car in silence.






Chapter 3


"Where are we?" Korra asked as Tarrlok shut off the engine a few moments later.

"My place," Tarrlok answered. "I wanted to change before taking you home. Is that a problem?"

Korra shook her head, even though she was irritated. "Go ahead. We're probably close enough I could walk."

Tarrlok laughed. "Do you even know where you are?"

Korra gazed up at the buildings and banners and street lamps. She didn't recognize any of them, and she couldn't even hazard a guess as to which part of the city she was in.

"You're welcome to come wait here," Tarrlok said. "Granted, this street does seem to be a target for Equalists, and pretty young women in shiny new Satomobiles must be particularly tempting. I can't guarantee your safety from Amon while I'm gone. Your choice."

"You can't guarantee my safety from Amon while you're here," Korra pointed out.

"True, but we make a good team." He opened his door and stood up. "Two heads are better than one."

Korra stayed where she was, arms folded. She was not stepping foot inside Tarrlok's house.

The street lamp flickered as Tarrlok fumble for his keys, and Korra shot out of the car and into the glow of the lamp by his front door.

"Glad you changed your mind," he chuckled, ushering her inside first.

He led her into a dim room and sat her on the sofa before clicking on his lamp. The soft light illuminated a room with a large bed, light blue sheer curtains hanging around it. Great. She'd let him get her into his bedroom. This did not bode well.

He poured her a harsh-smelling drink, but Korra didn't touch this one. Tarrlok opened his wardrobe and took off his shirt, watching her reaction in the mirror. 

"You're blushing," he said. "No need to be shy. We're both adults. It's nothing we haven't both seen before, right?"

"Right," Korra said. She tried to look away as he stripped his trousers off, but her eyes were stuck on the hairy, muscular thighs. It was the closest she'd ever come to seeing a naked man.

"You seem nervous," Tarrlok remarked. "You aren't afraid I'll take advantage of you, are you?"

Korra shook her head, although now that he'd brought it up... "It's just late. I don't want Tenzin to worry."

"He's probably already gone to bed." Tarrlok hung the shirt and worked on the tie for his pants. "Doesn't he go to sleep around ten?"

Korra glanced at the clock, which read almost midnight. "Yeah," she said.

"He probably assumed our raid went late," Tarrlok said. "He knows you'll come home eventually."

"I guess you're right," Korra said, but his words only made her more uneasy. She'd hoped that Tenzin might be looking for her.

Tarrlok sat next to her, the sides of their legs touching. He'd changed into a pair of pajama pants, no shirt. Korra tried to shift away from him, but his arm was heavy on her shoulders.

"Just relax," he said, massaging her arm. "This is the last place Amon would look for you. And he wouldn't dare attack me in my own home."

Korra opened her mouth to say something stupid, like she hoped he was right. Tarrlok leaned in and kissed her on the lips, squeezing his arm around her to hold her in place. His other hand caressed her breast through the thin material of her dress.

"Hey!" Korra pushed his hand down to her stomach. "What are you doing?"

"I see," he said, relaxing his grip on her. "I'm sorry, I didn't realize you were so inexperienced. I should get you home to your guardian at once."

Korra ground her teeth at his tone. "Don't grab me like that and then treat me like I'm a little kid," she said. "I'm not inexperienced! I just.. I haven't had a lot of opportunity to get that kind of experience."

"Does that mean you're interested in gaining some?"

Korra's tongue flopped around in her mouth as she tried to formulate a response. She felt like she'd just just jumped into the ocean and realized she couldn't swim.

He gave her that infuriating grin again. "I'd be happy to help educate you about grown-up matters, if you're agreeable to it."

"Tarrlok--"

"I'm not accustomed to taking no for an answer," Tarrlok reminded her, kissing her neck. "If you say no tonight, I'll keep asking until you say yes. You're too beautiful to give up on."


Korra's hands clenched around the fabric of her dress. He really wasn't going to give up until he got what he wanted. She didn't think he would actually hold her down and rape her, since he knew she could wipe the floor with him. But there were other ways of forcing people into things, and she imagined having to reject his advances multiple times a day for the next... forever, maybe. The idea alone exhausted her.

"Fine," she said. "If I sleep with you, will you promise to leave me alone?"

"If that's what you want," he said.

She kissed him so hard one of his teeth bruised her lip, and he took that as her consent. He stripped her out of her dress, pulling her towards him until she straddled his lap. She had to grip his shoulders for balance on the lumpy sofa.

"Not a fan of going bare, I see." Tarrlok rubbed the wiry tufts of hair that curled out around the lace.

"Is that a thing?" Korra asked, brow furrowing. She'd never really thought about what other people might do with the hair down there.

"It's fine," Tarrlok said. "I like a woman who doesn't care whether others find her sexy or not."

Korra did care, but getting rid of hair to be sexy was a new concept to her. His fingers weaseled their way into the scanty underwear, stroking sensitive skin.

"Just get it over with," Korra said through gritted teeth.

"If you insist." Tarrlok pulled his trousers down.

It was too dark to get a good luck at anything, and suddenly he was inside her, her panties shoved to one side. Korra felt light-headed and a little sick to her stomach, but it would be humiliating to make him stop now. She'd already had enough embarrassment tonight to last a year.

"Ow," she said, wrinkling her nose.

"Don't be such a baby," he teased. "It's supposed to feel good."

She stared past his head at the mirror on the wall. There were so many mirrors, probably designed so Tarrlok could get a good view of the rippling muscles in his back when he was fucking women. He bit her neck, hard, and sucked at the skin until Korra squirmed from the tickling sensation. His hands lifted her up and down. It simultaneously hurt and felt good, and Korra's body reacted to both.

After a few minutes, Tarrlok wrapped his arms around her and carried her to his bed, laying her down on the silk sheets. She closed her eyes so she wouldn't have to see him in the flesh, to say nothing of the dozens of reflections. The panties came off, tickling down her legs. It was hard to breathe with him crushing her chest.

He finally grunted and collapsed on her, kissing her face and neck and ears. "That was wonderful," he murmured.

"Are you done?" Korra asked.

"Hmm," he answered. He rolled off of her, one arm still draped over her.

"I should go." Korra started to sit up, but he held onto her.

"Stay for a little," he urged. "That's what normal people after do after sex."

Korra fell still again. Seventeen years of waiting impatiently to have sex for the first time, and it was over like that. What a bust. The only thing she had to show for it was a huge bruise on her neck and a puddle of wetness coming from between her legs.

As she was waiting for some normal-seeming amount of time to pass so she could leave, her eyes began to get heavy. Tenzin probably was in bed already. She wouldn't be able to sneak in as quietly if she was exhausted. A short nap couldn't hurt anything...




Chapter 4

When Korra opened her eyes again, the curtains were aflame with blue sunlight. She realized with a panic that she was naked and in bed with a man who also seemed to be naked. She looked down and saw Tarrlok's face nuzzling her breast.

"Shit!" She pulled out of his grasp and threw the covers back, jumping out of bed. "Tenzin is going to send me back to the Southern Water Tribe if he finds out I'm not at home!"

She rooted around for her clothes and found only the slinky blue dress from the night before. Her new underwear was nowhere to be found. Reluctantly, she pulled the dress over her head and stepped into the shoes. Last night's wetness on her thighs was today's sticky crust, but she couldn't afford to flake it off her skin just now.

"The ferry is just a few blocks away," Tarrlok said, propping himself on one elbow. "Take a right out the front door and you'll see it in five minutes. Give Tenzin my regards."

She threw a glare at him before hurrying out of the room. She left the front door unlocked behind her, wobbling in her heels as fast as she could. Korra sighed in relief when she saw the dock. She was home free! She would just casually take the ferry across like a normal person and then--

"Korra!"

"No, no, no," Korra whispered, freezing in her tracks. "This can't be happening. Shit."

Tenzin ran up to her and pulled her into a painful hug. She knew she smelled like Tarrlok's sweat and cologne, and her hair was a mess.

"You had all of us so worried," Tenzin scolded. "You know you're not supposed to stay out late. What were you doing? Are you alright?"

"It looks like she's just fine, Tenzin," Lin said, crossing her arms. "Thank you for dragging me out of my bed at four in the morning to walk all over the city and watch the avatar do her first walk of shame."

"Walk of shame?" Tenzin asked, releasing Korra. He stepped back and looked her over, his relieved expression turning stern.

"Um, the raid went longer than expected?" Korra offered, giving a nervous smile.

"I am beyond disappointed," Tenzin said with a frown. "It's not safe or appropriate for a teenage girl to be out on her own all night. There are people in this city who would take advantage of you."

Guilt twisted Korra's stomach. "Sorry," she said. "I didn't mean to be out so late. Time kind of... got away from me."

"Where were you?" Tenzin demanded, ushering her onto the ferry. "And what on earth is that mark on your neck? Were you with those two boys on your pro-bending team?"

Korra flushed. "No! Why does everyone think that? I wasn't with Mako and Bolin."

"Then where were you?"

"I was... I was with Councilman Tarrlok." She stood as straight as she could, staring Tenzin straight in the eye.

"Tarrlok?!" Tenzin's face turned red. "Korra! He's worse than most of the men you could run into in a dark alleyway! Was there-- did he make any inappropriate advances towards you? If he tried anything, I swear..."

Korra looked away from him. She wanted to earthbend a tunnel in the floor and drop into the bay. As if she didn't look ridiculous enough wearing an evening gown at sunrise, now Tenzin wanted to make her say it out loud.

"It's none of your business!" she finally shot back, struggling to keep the tears from falling. "I'm an adult. I don't have to tell you what I do in my own private life!"

"Oh, no," Tenzin crossed his arms. "It doesn't work like that, young lady. All I have to do is tell the White Lotus that you're too immature to learn airbending, and you'll be on the next sky bison back to the Southern Water Tribe."

"Fine!" Korra started to cry, which only made her angrier. "Yes, he made inappropriate advances towards me, and yes, I went to bed with him." She wiped her nose on her bare arm and, as an afterthought, added, "And yes, we had sex in his bed, if you're too old and stuffy to figure it out on your own! And... and the sex was 
great
!" She burst into louder, uglier tears at the last word.


Tenzin looked like his head might explode. "Of all the irresponsible, stupid decisions you could have made--"

"I already know I'm a terrible avatar!" Korra yelled, nose already dripping again. "I suck at everything. I'll never compare to your dad. You don't have to tell me again."

"You hardly know Tarrlok!" Tenzin continued. "Sex can have consequences. You're not prepared for it, spiritually or emotionally or financially! You're seventeen, for goodness' sake. Are you prepared to handle pregnancy or the clap? Are you prepared to handle the papers writing nasty thing about this if-- no, when they find out from Tarrlok? Your parents would have my head if they knew about this! You're not nearly mature enough to be having sex."

Korra leaned against the railing, weeping into Yue Bay and hugging herself. He was completely right about everything, and she knew it. "Too late now," she tried to joke. "I guess my contribution to avatar history will be making everyone else look amazing, even that guy with the dead polar bear dog on his head."

"This is no laughing matter!" Tenzin snapped. "When people find out about this, it will destroy your reputation. What were you thinking?"

"I don't know!" Korra sobbed. "I just wanted him to leave me alone. I'm stupid and useless and a huge failure."

"I should have sent you back to the Southern Water Tribe when you first got here. Clearly I'm not capable of keeping you in line--"

"Enough, Tenzin," Lin finally interjected. "Look at her. You know as well as I do how Tarrlok can be when he wants something. The last thing she needs right now is a lecture from you. She's not the first teenage girl he's preyed on, and as long as he stays within the bounds of the law, I doubt she'll be the last."

Tenzin stopped talking, and, except for Korra's crying, they were quiet for the rest of the ride. When they reached Air Temple Island, Lin stayed on the ferry while Korra and Tenzin disembarked. Korra wondered if the police chief had only accompanied them to make sure there was a witness around in case Tenzin decided to murder Korra for staying out all night. The thought almost made her smile.

"I'm really, really sorry," Korra told Tenzin when they were alone again.

Tenzin sighed heavily. "Don't apologize Korra. I'm sorry. I should have warned you about Tarrlok, protected you from him better. I had no idea he would become so aggressive."

"Me neither," Korra sniffed. "He makes me feel like I'm playing Pai Sho with Jinora. You know how she can set you up so that no matter which piece you move, she's going to win?"

"I'm well aware of Jinora's Pai Sho skills," Tenzin sighed. "I've lost every game I've played with her since she was Ikki's age."

"That's how Tarrlok is!" Korra said. "No matter what you try to do, he's already got a plan to make that work for him. And I'm so bad at recognizing his strategy. I'm such an idiot!" She rubbed at her eyes, trying not to break down crying again.

"Everyone is bad at recognizing manipulation when they're seventeen," Tenzin said. His voice was more gentle than it had been all morning. "You won't be seventeen and innocent forever, Korra."

"I hope not." Even as she said it, Korra wondered if some of the innocence part was already gone.

"Go clean up," Tenzin said, rubbing his beard. "Come to meditation if you feel like it. Rest if you don't. I'm going to pay Tarrlok a visit in his office the second he gets in."

Korra started to beg him not to, and realized she had probably already surpassed the limit she'd assumed humans could stand being embarrassed in one day. "Okay," she said. "I know air nomads are supposed to be pacifists, but if it wouldn't be too evil... would you punch him in the face for me?"

"Oh, trust me, Korra," Tenzin said, quite seriously, "I fully intend to put face-punching on our agenda this morning. I'll be certain to let him know it's from you."

Korra giggled, and the sun didn't seem quite so harsh on her eyes anymore.
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