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Korra...

...Korra, my dear, please forgive me.

—-Korra!

“Korra.” He reiterates. She snaps out of her reverie.

Days like those, the Avatar finds herself distant from the plane of the earth. Without her bending, she’d rather be anywhere else but the earth. 

The world she is quite literally, born to protect. A living god. An indescribable force of nature, naturally made against all law and coherency of the four elements. 

The man in front of her took her bending. She wants to scream and scratch her skin inside out. She refrains. Barely.

He speaks again. Something along the lines of: “Are you listening to me?”. She doesn’t know. Korra is not. She cannot put a finger on it. 

“No.” Korra’s voice is coarse, coarser than sand she feels herself constantly crawling through. She looks up. It’s the same sorry sight, this man, this cruel man, who ruined her life before it even actually really started. 

So why does she need him like oxygen, during days like these? Say my name again, she pleads.  It feels all too synthetic and sterilised and distant from His mouth, but say it. Scream it. Moan it. 

Make me feel real again, she wants to say. Such want doesn't ever make it past her lips. 

“Try and do, Avatar.” He soothes his tone slightly. She imagines her dormant title to be rather spiteful from him. “You need to heal. Quick. You need to complete your training.”

The fire somewhere in her arctic eyes starts raging. “When have you cared, Amon?” She seethes. She laughs, breaking another tiny shard of sanity in her.  “Completing my duties? HAH! What—between fucking you and crying till I feel stiff ?” Korra stands up. “What do I even have!?” 

His face doesn’t react. Doesn’t even move. He never shows a shadow of an expression on his face to Korra. She feels strongly against it. How dare he, always a Statue when she needs closure the most? 

He’s a tall, taller man compared to the young Avatar. Her gaze straight forward only reaches his chest. So when she has to look up to the heavens to see him, it only adds fuel to fire. It makes her insecure in ways she had never thought were possible, to an Avatar. How could the Avatar ever be insecure?

—Is what her thinking was before Amon. Before this man looked down longingly at her. Korra doesn’t know what to do, not with him. How foolish and brave she was, seven months ago. 

“You have the World.” He finally speaks, it's a blessing. His voice is what grounds her like an anchor to a ship. “You have Katara, Tenzin, spirits, your parents.” His eyes shy over the curve of her bangs blowing in the winds of the South Pole. 

Truths are rare from him; rarer if it's about her. She feels ashamed. 

“Korra,” A finger finds itself caressing her chin. She looks up. “Do not give up. Do not surrender.” He pushes the last bullet into her skin. “Do not accept such a defeat to me.” 

“And what if I want to?” Korra murmurs. She honestly couldn’t believe her mouth. “What if I am tired of trying to win, in a world full of everybodies and nobodies who all knock me down like I’m,” That sentence finished itself, she felt. “Nothing. I’m nothing.”

Amon’s stare once held a piercing animosity to them, in the days of his youth. Angry at the world, too much like the Avatar, and enraged at his father’s hunger for petty revenge.

Then, he morphed into a man. Some ruthless extremist dictator. His eyes retained only an electric yet equally quiet rage. 

Never had he been so soft, concerned, hurt for a person as now.

Never had the cerulean depths of his gaze ever carried such a still affection. 

“But, I have you, right?” 

His eyebrows creased. “What?”

Her heart races, he hears it, feels it, in terror and anticipation and  recognition. “You said I have Tenzin and everyone else. I have you too, don't I?”

The man doesn’t miss the way he finds himself halting his words for once; He’d never had a problem manipulating the weak to his own whims, shouting empty promises to crowds, and yet, Amon—-Noatak, found himself stumped.  He’ll lie to her then because that's the only comfort he had ever known. 

“ You do, Korra.” Noatak runs a finger through a loose strand on her face. “I’ll be here with you, if you need me.” 

Korra’s face gleams at his words, despite a small voice gnawing at the back of her conscience that he was an illusion. She smiles, then laughs and rests her head on his chest. He flinches at her, but he 

equally eases into her affection. It felt like hugging hot ice. 

The snow outside murmurs against the thin walls of the cabin. Wind howls like spirits in mourning, but inside, the world has slowed.

Korra breathes in his scent: salt, cold air, the faded remnants of pine. It doesn’t belong to him. He’s borrowed it, like everything else about the man she’s come to know. Noatak, not Amon. Noatak, not the lie. Noatak, the man she clings to, but doesn’t trust. Not fully.

But her arms wrap around his middle anyway.

His heart beats like it’s trying to remember how.

“You’re always so cold,” she mumbles into his chest, half-joking. “Always. You’re never warm.”

He hesitates before answering. “That’s because you’re always burning.”

The way he says it makes her shift, just slightly. Just enough to tilt her head back and look up at him, nose brushing fabric.

There’s still no real expression on his face. But his eyes… They say something different. There’s a tremor in them. A question he won’t ask.

Korra lifts a hand, places it over his heart. Her fingers curl.

“I don’t know how to hate you anymore,” she whispers.

He closes his eyes. That’s worse than hearing she does. “You should.”

“Should,” she repeats. “I should be a lot of things.”

He leans his forehead against hers—barely touching. Like he’s afraid even that might crack her. Or himself.

“When you disappeared after… after everything,” Korra says, barely audible, “I thought I’d be free. But I wasn’t. You didn’t just take my bending, Noatak. You took something permanent. Something I can’t name.”

“I know.”

Her fingers twist the cloth of his shirt, knuckles white. “I hate that you know.”

He exhales, slow and shallow. “I hate that I gave it to you.”

Silence again. Dense, painful, nearly holy.

Then—

“Did you ever mean to kill me?” she asks, not lifting her gaze.

A pause.

“I don’t think I could have,” he answers. “Even then.”

Korra closes her eyes. “I wanted you to. Some days, I still do. Just to finish the damn thing. Make it clean.”

“You don’t mean that.”

“No. I do.” Her voice is flat. “But you never make anything clean, do you? Only complicated.”

“You would’ve made a better revolutionary than I ever was.” His lips twitch in the ghost of a smile, one full of regret. 

Korra huffs, a tired, sharp breath that almost sounds like a laugh. “Don’t romanticise me.”

“Too late.” 

That makes her look at him again. Her eyes are ice with fire beneath. His are water barely held in a dam.

“You shouldn’t love me,” she says, softly, firmly.

“Perhaps,” Noatak murmurs, brushing a knuckle over her cheek. “But I think I only ever learned how to love through hating you.”

Her breath catches.

“And now?” she asks.

“I don’t know.” His hand falls away. “Now I think I just want you to survive. Even if you never touch me again.”

Korra is still. His words settle over her like snow. Soft, cold, blinding.

“Just please. Survive.” He begs. In the end.

fin.
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