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Summary: 
            Amon wins au. Korra is kidnapped and imprisoned after challenging Amon to fight at Aang Memorial Island. Amon also keeps Tarrlok captive but allows him to keep his bending. Bonded to Amon and Tarrlok through trauma, uncomfortable feelings develop for Korra as she navigates how to escape and save Republic City.

          











1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      This is a slow burn! It is also a dark story and if warnings are necessary later on I will add them appropriately. Korra does not just magically fall in love and Amon and Tarrlok have complicated feelings and motivations throughout the story because of and independent of Korra.

    


    
    Korra awoke to near-complete darkness. Disoriented, she attempted to palm the sleep from her eyes and then froze. The awareness of her circumstances suddenly hit her like a freight train. "No!" She strained against the metal cuffs clasped around her hands and desperately tried to bend.


  It was no use.


Not long after Korra arrived at Aang Memorial Island to face Amon, his chi-blockers swarmed her. She clenched her restrained hands in irritation at the memory.

Korra easily fended off most of Amon's chi-blockers but one snuck up behind her and caught her by surprise.

The green-goggled figure had hit the pressure point on the back of her neck so hard that Korra lost her balance and immediately fell to the ground. The last thing she remembered was her head slamming against hard concrete.

"How long have I been out?" Korra murmured to herself. She almost jumped when her quiet words echoed through the darkness that surrounded her.

Korra blinked in shock as a sudden dread prickled through her. Surely, Amon hadn't taken her bending already, right?

"Avatar," a deep baritone boomed, vibrating across the stone walls of the cavernous museum. "How nice of you to join me."

Despite her fear and the precariousness of her situation, Korra couldn't fight the rage burning inside her at the too-calm voice of the Equalist leader.

"You're a rotten cheater, Amon! I challenged you to meet me here, alone!"

Silence.

Korra exhaled roughly and if she could still firebend, flames would have escaped her nostrils. "You couldn't take me alone because you're a coward! You couldn't beat the Avatar without playing dirty! Some kind of great 'chosen-by-the-spirits' leader you are!"

Silence.

"You're just jealous of benders! If-if you couldn't take away our gifts then you wouldn't stand a chance!"

The volume of Korra's voice rose to compensate for the stumbling of her words. "I'm the Avatar! It's my job to bring peace and equality to the world. You're just, you're just-"

The words Korra was about to speak inexplicably died in her throat. She tried to continue but in a panic, realized she couldn't.

Adrenaline flooded through her and Korra gulped. Provoking Amon had been a grave mistake.

The clicks of his boots gradually grew louder as Korra broke out in a cold sweat. After many agonizing, slow strides, Amon emerged from the shadows.

As the white of his mask grew larger and larger still, Korra stopped breathing. Her eyes bulged in pure terror.


  Oh no, Spirits, I fucked up, oh no, Spirits, I-


"Oh." The Avatar's jaw dropped in horror as the Equalist leader finally stood before her.

  







2. Chapter 2

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra meets Amon, and bad things ensue! (Nothing sexual happens but TW for SA as Amon briefly contemplates taking advantage of Korra)

          
Notes for the Chapter:Amon's POV, Korra's POV of the same situation, and then Amon's POV again.




    
    Amon appraised the Avatar's disheveled form coolly but said nothing.

He crouched in front of her, staring intently. The Avatar blinked rapidly as if frozen by his icy gaze.

Like a predator closing in, Amon moved closer still. Like a desperate prey animal, Korra's breath stilled as she flailed backward to get away from him.

She stumbled, falling flat on the stone ground, and flushed in embarrassment. How far the mighty Avatar had fallen.

The dark thought crossed his mind that he could easily take advantage of her compromised position. No, taking her bending away is enough.

After all, there was more than one way to break the Avatar.

***

As Amon closed in, Korra found to her horror that she could not speak. She choked desperately on air and then failed to successfully rub her pained throat. It was hard to even... move.

With every tremble of her body, there was a sudden pain that gripped her. What on earth was he doing?

Korra stared into his eyes, silently pleading with the Equalist leader, when she jolted in shock. His eyes were cold and an impossibly pale shade of... blue! Amon was Water Tribe? Korra shook her head. No, that was impossible, people said Amon had light brown eyes, so he had to be Fire Nation... unless?

Korra broke out of her reverie when Amon moved closer. She instinctively backed away from him but fell onto her cuffed hands. Her face heated in embarrassment.

Korra quickly turned away from him, a distinct feeling of shame coursing through her.


  Please don't look at me.


Amon looked. Behind the ominous white mask, his cold eyes seemed to laugh at her.

Korra clenched her fists and grit her teeth at the Equalist leader. A furious anger rose in her but for some reason... she couldn't yell at him.

'WHAT ARE YOU DOING TO ME!' Korra wanted to scream but bitterly found that she couldn't.

If Amon noticed her frustration, he didn't show it, and simply stood above Korra, glaring.

The man seemed inhumanly predatory and too scary to be real. Fear coursed through the Avatar as something ominous glinted in the Equalist leader's eyes.

***

Amon glanced at the terrified girl below him.

Perhaps the Avatar had realized in that moment just how vulnerable she truly was. The Equalist leader suppressed a grin.

Avatar Aang had saved the world at merely 12 years old but Avatar Korra? Apprehended and broken down to nothing at age 18. The girl was not even a fully realized Avatar... only a master of three elements because she was far too spiritually inept to unlock airbending.

Amon shook his head bitterly at the sad sight of her. The Avatar shook like a leaf and was unable to even stand, paralyzed by his bloodbending and fear.

The girl was nothing more than an injured animal without her bending. Rendered utterly useless under his psychic hold.

Irritation prickled through him. Amon was losing his patience with her weakness.

The Avatar was right, of course, he cheated and unbeknownst to her, played dirty with his bloodbending. But, his bending was so slight and imperceptible that not even the Avatar would have been able to detect it.

Ultimately, the girl could fight against his grip if she so desired. His tongue clicked. It seemed that the Avatar did not want to.

This frustrated Amon.

For all the girl's bravado, just like everyone else, she fell to her knees without her bending. Even if his subtle bloodbending was stronger than he thought, she was the Avatar, and not without power.

However, the Avatar was no worthy opponent. This was reason enough to strip the girl of the birthright she did not deserve.

It was his duty to equalize her. It was his destiny to destroy her.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Unfortunately, things will just keep getting worse for Korra in future chapters. As stated previously, this story is dark. There will eventually be some fluffy moments, but it will take a while to get there.

I still don't anticipate any warning for graphic TWs being necessary at present, just some continued creepy and scary behavior on Amon's part. Tarrlok will come into the picture soon and will play a very large and important part in the story, too! Just gotta be patient :)

Also, just in case it wasn't obvious: Amon is an unreliable narrator! His assumption that Korra does not want to fight back and is just giving up is completely false. He is pressing on her internal organs "just a little" and then musing to himself why she's not really able to move 😭.

I'll go into this more when I introduce Tarrlok into the story, but the reason Amon believes his bloodbending at a minute level to be imperceptible is because he only ever previously bloodbent Tarrlok "just a little."

And Amon a). Never bloodbent Tarrlok subtly to inflict harm b). Tarrlok just never complained about it much because they were children. I also imagine baby Noatak likely did nothing more than slow a racing heartbeat or warm his brother when cold if not forced by their father to bloodbend him to inflict harm.

Amon is still sadistic (clearly towards Korra) but he does love Tarrlok, even if he has a very warped concept of how to show it. Much could be said about how growing up with an abusive parent has the capacity to warp one's concept of love but that is to be said later.

At present, Amon simultaneously hates and is sexually attracted to Korra. However, just to make another thing clear: Amon is far more committed to the Equalist cause currently than he cares about Korra despite falsely representing his background. The next chapter will go into more detail regarding his Equalist convictions.

        








3. Chapter 3

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon has Korra on her knees, with one hand gripping her neck, and the other on her head, tilting it up toward him. It's time. (I love you Korra, I'm sorry).

          
Notes for the Chapter:There are allusions to Amon possibly SA'ing Korra in the future. That's about it concerning TWs.

I honestly think this is my best chapter yet! I wanted to punch Amon so badly while writing this and also got anxious because of the suspense lol. Enjoy!




    
    Amon smiled.

The destruction of the Avatar would set an example to benders of all nations that they were no better than non-benders. It would set a precedent that the corruption of benders would no longer stand. If their Avatar fell to her knees before him, who could possibly stand a chance?

People across all nations would come around to the Equalist view once bending was eliminated. Without bending, devotion to the Avatar would also wane. An equalized world had no need for her.

However, Amon had no plans to kill Korra. There was no way he could ensure that taking her bending away would result in the end of the Avatar cycle. The Equalist leader was a calculating man and not keen on leaving that detail to chance.

Amon would give the Avatar a new purpose. Whatever he decided to do with her was the means with which to reach his political ends. The Avatar was a symbol of hope that he had successfully crushed under his heel. The disempowerment and humiliation of the girl were emblematic of the humiliation of benders everywhere.

Most importantly, his rule would ensure that men like Yakone would be stripped of their power to abuse and terrorize innocent civilians... and their families.

The thought struck him bitterly.

Ironically, Amon was simply finishing what Avatar Aang had started. Of course, Aang did not go far enough in removing the bending from the corrupt because bending itself was a form of corruption. This was a mistake he intended to rectify.

The time of benders was now drawing to a close. Non-benders across all nations would finally be able to live in peace, free at last from the discrimination and tyranny of the Bender Establishment. Under his leadership and control, Amon would usher in a new era of peace and equality.

The sound of heavy, nervous breathing suddenly snapped him back to the present. At once, all of his attention focused on the Avatar.

The bullheaded teenager who had publicly challenged Amon was now withering pathetically below him.

How quickly the mighty Avatar had transformed into a paralyzed shell of her former self. Now, Korra was nothing more than a scared little girl.

Without her bending, perhaps that was all she ever truly was. The man's lips tugged upwards as he gazed at her.

Amon enjoyed the power he felt in evoking terror from the Avatar. His pale blue eyes narrowed at her, at Korra, and her pulse raced below him. The Avatar's heart beat so loudly in her chest that even without his bending, Amon would have heard every thump.

The man huffed impatiently. Enough was enough, it was time to end this.

In one sharp movement, his hand shoved Korra forward and onto her knees before him. Tears prickled in the girl's eyes and for a moment, he almost felt pity for what he was about to do. Almost.

His hand moved from her back to her neck as he craned it up toward him.

"No please, don't!" Snot and tears ran down the girl's face as his hand rested on the crown of her head.

His hand gripped her hair tightly as he drew ever nearer, the nose of his mask slowly aligning with hers.

The Avatar stopped breathing.

Her eyes became impossibly large and her expression so pathetic that when Korra looked up at him, for a moment, he was tempted to just let her go. No, he chided himself, this ends now.

Amon cupped both of her cheeks in his large hands and stroked them tenderly. He continued to hold the Avatar softly as he stared cruelly into her cerulean eyes.

But as quickly as his unexpected gentleness appeared, it vanished, and his hand once more gripped her hair back roughly.

Her eyes widened as they were forced to lock with his. Korra flinched violently and closed her eyes. A broken plea escaped the Avatar's trembling mouth. "Please..."

Amon grinned at her desperation, he knew that he would relish this moment for years to come.

The nose of his mask ghosted the shell of her ear as he spoke with a deceptive softness, "It's too late now, Avatar."

His other hand drifted up slowly to her forehead and his thumb shifted to its center.

In a matter of seconds, it was over.

"Aughhh! No!" The girl screamed and slumped forward, inadvertently colliding with his chest and flopping onto his lap. Korra looked up at Amon in mortified shock and yelped. The Avatar quickly jerked away from him as if burned.

A deep blush colored the girl's brown skin and he smiled, a dark desire coursing through him.

"You are mine now, Avatar..." He pulled her flush against his chest and paused, measuring her increased terror.

"BUT YOU ALREADY TOOK MY BENDING??" The girl croaked loudly.

Amon grasped her jaw roughly and tilted her chin up to look at him.

A tense silence passed between them.

His grip loosened on her jaw as he traced it lightly. "Avatar... You are mine to destroy and you are mine to possess."

Before Korra could register his words, Amon bloodbent her into unconsciousness.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          It's a slight pet-peeve of mine when people write Amon as just thinking naively that taking Korra's bending away would end the Avatar cycle. In my hc he is far too scrupulous to even consider leaving that to chance.

        








4. Chapter 4

Summary for the Chapter:
            Tarrlok! Commence the unhealthy trio.

Or currently, Amon is cruel and intimate toward Korra in her physical prison and harshly tugs on the invisible strings that bind his brother to his side. Expect heavy brother and childhood trauma angst coming up!

          
Notes for the Chapter:Once more, TW for Amon alluding to possibly SA'ing Korra in the future.




    
    Tarrlok stared sadly at a seemingly unconscious Korra from outside of her prison cell.

"Noatak... what are you going to do to her?"

Amon slowly shook his head. "Tarrlok, I will not repeat myself. You are allowed to keep your bending on the condition that you behave."

Tarrlok paled. "Fine."

A thick silence filled the air.

"Noatak," Tarrlok lowered his voice to just above a whisper, "Please don't hurt her."

Silence.

The Councilman cleared his throat to prevent his voice from breaking. "I don't..." he paused and knit his brows together, "Korra is just a girl!"

Korra kept her head down, feigning sleep, as she listened to their exchange.

She hadn't dared to move a muscle as they spoke but the heaviness of Tarrlok's words made her tremble. The unspoken implications made her chest tighten in fear.

That lunatic was not doing anything to her! She gritted her teeth and opened her eyes. "Hey! I can hear you, jerkbenders!"

Amon turned on his heel to face Korra, his mask somehow more mocking than before.

Tarrlok glanced at Korra with shamed, red-rimmed eyes, but could not meet her gaze.

Traitor! Korra gripped her cell bars and grunted. She wanted to scream at the Councilman but instead stared daggers.

Amon bent down towards Korra and slowly extended his hand through the bars of her cell.

Korra's breath slowed and she shivered.

Amon gently ran his fingers through her tangled hair. After a painfully long moment of unwanted intimacy, the man's palm rested on the back of her head and turned it toward him.

His piercing gaze held hers and Korra froze.

Amon's eyes were... cold and devoid of feeling but for a moment she thought the pale blue softened before he suddenly turned away from her.

Hands clasped behind his back, Amon turned to Tarrlok. "You have five minutes to explain to the ex-Avatar what her new purpose is."

Amon looked at Korra once more, pale eyes narrowing, and then turned to leave.

Korra and Tarrlok exchanged a weary look and wordlessly watched the Equalist leader until he was out of their sight.

Once he was gone, Korra let out a breath she didn't know she was holding. "Spirits, Tarrlok! What is going on?"

Tarrlok sighed.

"Korra... Amon knocked you out several days ago. We were all afraid that he had killed you! Until, well," the Councilman evaded her gaze, "what's important for you to know now is that Amon and the Equalists have taken over Republic City."

"What!" Korra blanched, unable to process his words.

"I'm sorry that I have to be the one to tell you this, Korra. Noa-Amon has already taken the bending of all members of City Council and rounded up thousands of benders."

Rage flashed through Korra, "But somehow YOU still have your bending?"

Tarrlok flinched and palmed his eyes. "Korra, there are a lot of things you don't know or understand yet."

"Like what?!" Fury raged through her but as Tarrlok's silent, pleading eyes met hers, she felt despair creep in. "Like... what?"

"Noatak let me keep my bending because he is my brother."

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Amon is slowly conditioning Korra to become more comfortable with him touching her so that he can convince himself later on that she totally REALLY wants him of her own accord.

Tarrlok behaves similarly with emotional manipulation, though he may or may not be entirely aware that he is doing this. The brothers are a MESS! Poor Korra. 😔

        








5. Chapter 5

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon muses about Tarrlok, the child abuse the brothers faced, and his own identity. Is he Amon or is he Noatak? Either way, the Equalist leader is haunted, hurt, and lashes out at those he craves love from the most.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW for semi-graphic descriptions of child abuse. Two of my friends cried when I sent them this chapter, so be prepared to tearbend!




    
    Amon sat in his office chair and hummed softly. Tarrlok would not linger speaking with the Avatar. His little brother had made his bed and now he had to lie in it.

Tarrlok feared him and losing his bending more than he cared for the Avatar or her freedom. The Equalist leader shook his head.

It disgusted him to think about how far Tarrlok had fallen, of what his brother had become.

Tarrlok, whom he had watched grow from a boy to a man, carefully and from afar, had risen through the political rankings of Republic City with nothing more than a silver tongue and persuasive charm.

Tarrlok... Amon laughed bitterly. The secret bloodbender who never abused his bending but paradoxically passed oppressive policies against non-benders.

Tarrlok, the slimy and corrupt Councilman, who had amassed fame, success, and wealth during his time in political office.

Amon felt a swell of pride. Tiny Tarrlok, his Tarrlok, from a little village in the North Pole, had achieved everything the 17-year-old could have possibly dreamed of when he made his way to Republic City 20 years ago.

Amon drummed fingers along his desk and frowned. Tarrlok had been willing to throw it all away to defeat the Equalists. To defeat him.

Tarrlok had even risked his life... all for the sake of a woman! His tongue clicked in frustration.

Korra was a girl, really, and 19 years his junior. She was impetuous, hot-headed, impulsive, and... Amon flushed, refusing to finish the thought. Korra, the Avatar, didn't even love Tarrlok!

Amon exhaled and regained his composure. Tarrlok was a lovesick fool. His little brother had always been too sensitive, like their mother, and too weak.

Ultimately, it hurt the Equalist leader on some level that he had to be the cause of his brother's undoing.

Amon untied his mask and absentmindedly stroked the scars painted on his face.

In the end, he convinced Tarrlok to see reason.

His brother had abandoned his romantic delusions not long after Amon revealed himself as Noatak.


  "Noatak..."


Amon said the name out loud carefully and then repeated it softly, suddenly wistful. It felt like trying on a tattered piece of old clothing that despite all odds, still fit.

Amon then broke out of his reverie and stiffened.

The sound of Yakone's rough voice echoed like a chasm of pain in his head.


  "I made you what you are, you're mine!"


For the first time in a long time, the Equalist leader felt small. Amon laid his upper body onto his desk and trembled violently. Tears streamed as he unconsciously braced his head for impact.


  "I can take it for both of us, Tarrlok."


The ghost of words spoken decades past echoed softly in his head.

Noatak had taken hits for Tarrlok that night but Tarrlok had taken his tears. Noatak lay listlessly on the floor for the rest of the night after a particularly brutal beating, utterly silent until the aching pain subsided enough for him to sleep.

And there beside him was his dutiful and sensitive little brother.

Tarrlok had curled up beside Noatak on the floor and cried and cried. The last thing he remembered before drifting off to sleep was his little brother placing a tentative, comforting hand on his shoulder.

Noatak did his best to protect Tarrlok throughout their childhood, physically from Yakone's punches and mentally from their father's cruel expectations.

Of course, due to Noatak's raw talent, it had been easier for Tarrlok to avoid their father's standards of perfection. Yakone realized soon after discovering the boys were benders that Noatak was the prodigy.

Noatak was Yakone's perfect tool of revenge against the Avatar and Tarrlok was his useless spare.

To Tarrlok's credit, he had developed into a talented waterbender and skilled bloodbender. However, the younger boy did not possess the cold detachment required to become a master bloodbender. It simply was not in Tarrlok's nature.

Still, his brother had always been jealous of Noatak's skill and that he had seemingly earned the approval of their father.

Tarrlok's jealousy was misplaced. There was much his brother did not understand about the sacrifice that honing one's bloodbending to perfection required.

Little Noatak, for he had been little once too, shed his heart, his boyhood, and his sense of empathy for others in order to master psychic bloodbending.

Noatak had to grow indifferent and emotionally detached from all living creatures to bend and contort their bodies to his will with just the twitch of an eye.

He also knew, from the moment Yakone taught the brothers the dark art, that mastering it was the only way to finally put an end to their father's abuse and cruelty. To save Tarrlok and himself, Noatak had to become the monster of his father's dreams.

He remembered the first time he bloodbent well.

Yakone had forced the brothers to bend a small and fluffy arctic fox. Noatak bent the animal with ease but was startled by the sensation of total control over a living being. Tarrlok also bloodbent the creature successfully but stopped when he realized the fox was hurting as it twisted unnaturally under his control.

His gentle brother sobbed for days and refused to bend even water for a week.

Noatak had taken Tarrlok's resulting punishment without complaint. It was a decision he made unthinkingly.

Noatak had to protect his younger brother because Tarrlok was small, weak, and... he bristled bitterly, because no one else would.

If Noatak hadn't used his body to shield Tarrlok from Yakone's blows, the man would have surely killed the boy.

Yakone's own son. Tiny Tarrlok was too young, too little, and too sweet to even consider bending their father's blood into submission or... bending it to the man's end.

Tarrlok and Noatak had no one but each other. When Noatak took a blow for Tarrlok, Tarrlok reciprocated in kind with the love and comfort that their mother never provided.

In his 40 years, the love of his brother was the only love Noatak had ever known. And on that fateful day 25 years ago, he had left it behind.

Amon startled at the memory and snapped back to the present. How could his brother betray him so easily?

Amon held his face in his hands and groaned. The Equalist leader took a deep breath.

"Noa-tak," he slowly said aloud again. The Water Tribe name of his birth and the name that belonged to Yakone's son felt wrong on his tongue.

Amon bit the inside of his cheek until he tasted iron. He closed his eyes and shuddered as a deep ache rippled through him.


  "Let's go, we can run away from him, forever."



  "Run away? But what about mom? We can't just leave her!"



  "He was right about you. You are a weakling."



  "Noatak! Don't leave... please! Noatak!"


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Hello dear readers! I think now is the time to drop an important PSA for this fic: ***This story is NOT a brothers incest fic***

I didn't particularly enjoy writing the commentary below because the topic makes me uncomfortable. And if it makes you uncomfortable as well, I don't blame you. However, because incest is a serious issue and not an uncommon reading of Noatak and Tarrlok's relationship, I felt compelled to express my thoughts on the matter.

Noatak and Tarrlok love each other deeply and this love is unhealthy for obvious reasons, but in my reading of the brothers' relationship and the stories I write about it, it's not incestuous. I wanted to make that abundantly clear in case anyone may have gotten the wrong impression.

Noatak is jealous of Tarrlok charming Korra because he's attracted to her and at this stage in the narrative, he is also jealous of Korra because he knows that Tarrlok would have chosen Korra over him if not for fear of the consequences of that decision.

Anywho!

If you drew a parallel between Yakone telling Noatak, "You're mine" (which is canon) and Amon saying the same thing to Korra, you are very perceptive! I wrote this parallel, not intending for it to be about desire or sexual abuse but about the inherently abusive nature of trying to possess another person.

Which is, of course, what Amon does to Korra and what Yakone does to Noatak and Tarrlok. Burned into Amon's brain from his childhood is that abuse equals love and that love and abuse are inextricably linked.

I am amenable to an interpretation of Yakone sexually abusing Noatak and Tarrlok as children because Yakone's abuse does set the course of the brothers' lives to ruin and it is not too out of place in the narrative. I hesitate to delve into that though, because as I said, the prospect of writing about incest makes me uncomfortable.

Either way, the brothers are deeply affected by their experiences of child abuse. I will give the idea more thought as I further flesh out the plot here and in my future drabbles. It is the tragic nature of Noatak and Tarrlok and their (only current and not final in this narrative) inability to break the cycle of abuse that kills me the most about their characters.

It is also a large part of why I became so attached to them as characters in the first place. Anyway, if I think much more about how tragic the brothers are, I'm going to cry.

I apologize if these End Notes were an uncomfortable read! It was an uncomfortable write. 😓

        








6. Chapter 6

Summary for the Chapter:
            Tarrlok can't sleep because he can't stop thinking about Korra and Noatak. Simply put, the man wants to be loved but knows that he is too selfish to earn it honorably.

Korra begins to grapple with her current circumstances and Tarrlok's feelings for her.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW for mentions of child abuse. Tarrlok's POV and then Korra's POV. This chapter is angsty but not as angsty as chapter 5.




    
    Tarrlok tossed and turned in his bed that night. He had not been able to get a proper night's sleep since Korra had been kidnapped.

'You can't sleep because of Noatak, too', a voice in the back of his head echoed, sadly.

Yes, he also could not sleep because of Noatak, Tarrlok conceded to himself bitterly. He had not been able to rest since learning that his long-dead older brother was not only alive but also the leader of a terrorist organization.

Tarrlok sighed.

He refused to think of Noatak as Amon, despite how far gone his brother may have been. Despite... everything, after 25 years, he finally had his brother back.

Tarrlok clenched his fists, he could not handle this. The insides of the Councilman burned hotly in rejection of the truth, a truth he feared he could never fully reconcile.

Everything inside of him bucked against the dissonance between who Noatak had once been and who he had become.

How could the man who dictated Tarrlok's every waking move still be the boy he remembered?

Was Amon still Noatak, the older brother who protected him from Yakone's abuse?

Was Amon the same Noatak who comforted him when their father belittled Tarrlok as lesser? Was Amon the stoic and prodigious Noatak, who carried the burden of their father's expectations on his shoulders for the both of them?

Was Amon, the man who held Tarrlok captive in invisible chains, really his Noatak?

Was he the same Noatak who asked Tarrlok to run away with him? Or perhaps that Noatak was long gone, lost in the winter tundra as he had believed, 25 years ago.

He turned to his side on the bed and fought back tears. I'm so sorry, Korra, I'm so sorry, Korra, I'm so sorry. Guilt racked his every nerve and his heart ached, dully.

A miserable part of Tarrlok knew that he would never have the love he craved desperately from his brother or Korra.

Selfishly, he had chosen himself. And they both resented him for it.

Tarrlok exhaled deeply as a wave of exhaustion and self-loathing crashed over him. "But I can still save her," he whispered to himself, "there's still a chance."

***

The Avatar awoke the next morning with a splitting headache.

She just could not process what Tarrlok had said to her the day before. Korra made a list in her head to keep track of everything so that she didn't lose her mind.

1. Amon had won.

2. Everyone in Republic City who she loved had either lost their bending or were in a holding cell waiting to lose theirs, too.

3. Amon was not chosen by the spirits and his entire backstory was a lie.

4. Amon was a waterbender and a bloodbender! And that was somehow the way he removed people's bending.

5. Korra had been right that night at Aang Memorial Island when she noticed Amon's eyes were blue. He was Water Tribe and his real name was Noatak.

6. Tarrlok knew all of this because Noatak was his brother.

Even after laying everything out in her head, Korra just couldn't grapple with this information. Could Tarrlok be lying to get her to trust him?


  'Or maybe he's manipulating you with the truth'.


She pushed the thought away, suddenly irritated, and then held her hands up to look at them.

"No..." Korra whispered softly as a tear wet her cheek. The Avatar rubbed her head with trembling hands, pained that she could no longer feel a connection to the elements around her.

The water in the puddle of her prison cell did not call to her, nor did the stone floor beneath her, and the energy inside that fueled her fire... was gone. A pang of sadness hit Korra when she realized that she had never known what connecting to air felt like before she lost it. The thought lingered.

Wait, could she even lose bending that she had never been able to unlock? The tempting thought thrummed throughout her body. Maybe she could-

Korra grimaced.

Her thought had been interrupted by the memory of the last thing Tarrlok had said to her before leaving her prison cell. "'I almost gave up my life for you, Korra, because I thought... I thought maybe Amon would free you because I-'"

Tarrlok couldn't finish the sentence but he hadn't needed to. Korra sighed. She had suspected that Tarrlok was attracted to her from the moment they met on Air Temple Island.

Over dinner with Tenzin and his family, Korra was animated in her speech and movements in a way that inadvertently highlighted her chest in her tank top.

The Avatar hadn't even realized this until she noticed Tarrlok's wandering eyes. "Old pervert..." she muttered to herself.

Korra frowned.

No, she didn't feel right reducing Tarrlok to a pervert, not when he had offered to sacrifice himself for her.

Korra closed her eyes and exhaled. But Tarrlok didn't sacrifice himself because he couldn't. The Councilman would always choose himself over anyone else.

She idly wondered if Tarrlok would choose her over his brother and then groaned to herself, cutting the thought short.

'Why do you even care!' The voice in the back of her head screamed. Korra couldn't seem to come up with a satisfying answer.

  







7. Chapter 7

Summary for the Chapter:
            Tenzin reflects on the pain of losing Korra to Amon and his new life.

          
Notes for the Chapter:I felt a strong urge to give a voice to our favorite airbending father. More of Tenzin's POV to come!

TW for suicide ideation




    
    Every night that Korra had been missing from his home, sleep eluded Tenzin miserably.

When the man did sleep, he seldom dreamed. If he was lucky, his dreams consisted of memories of Korra.


  "Tenzin, I don't want to meditate anymore! Can I go hang out with my friends? Mako, Bolin, and I need to practice for our pro-bending match tomorrow." The girl widened her cyan eyes pleadingly, "Please?"


Despite everything, the memory made him smile.

But as quickly as it formed, his smile dropped. No, the bright-eyed, impatient, and headstrong teenager of his memories would now live only there.

Reality was scalding and it burned him in little moments.

Every day that Tenzin put on his bright yellow and burnt-orange air nomad clothing, he remembered that Avatar Korra would no longer be wearing the uniform to their airbending lessons. There would be no more airbending lessons.



The air nomad clothing that belonged to Korra now sat unworn, clean, and neatly folded away in a drawer in her room.

The room, like the Avatar herself, had once been teeming with life. After Korra's arrival to his home, the sound of her voice, her laughter, and her snoring had grown to be a constant companion. Now, there was only silence. It pained the man beyond measure.

The Avatar's room was mere steps from his own but now it only contained the girl's clothing and personal effects. Korra would no longer live or sleep or train in his home on Air Temple Island. Korra was gone.

The Avatar was no longer his airbending student and Tenzin was no longer her Sifu.

A tear fell silently onto his pillow as the man lost himself in his memories.

"Dad! Meelo fartbended in my face again!"


  "It's alright, Ikki, just redirect the wind back into your brother's face."



  Jinora cracked a smile and Korra laughed. 
  

  

  "I didn't know you had a sense of humor, old man."



  "I'll have you know that I'm actually quite funny when I want to be, Korra."



  The Avatar gave him a familiar, crooked smile.


It struck him in that moment that Korra really was the reincarnation of his father.

Tenzin exhaled sadly, he missed both of their expressive faces.

The man tossed and turned in bed.


  Korra...




The Avatar had not been his most spiritual student, certainly, but she was still young. With a little focus and self-discipline, he knew that she could have unlocked airbending and in time, mastered the element.

Could have. The words made his heart ache.

It should have been Tenzin's legacy to be the new Avatar's airbending Sifu. It should have been his destiny to help Korra become a fully realized Avatar. Fate, however, seemed to have other plans.

Without Korra on Air Temple Island under his care, he had become a man without a purpose and a shell of his former self.

The fall of Republic City had taken almost everything from Tenzin... but as difficult as it was, he had to move forward.

The man had settled into a new routine.

Every morning, he got up, lit candles and incense, and said a prayer to the spirits for Korra's safe return. Afterward, he ate breakfast, attended to matters at City Hall, and then returned home for dinner.

Of course, it had taken some time to adjust to the horror and sorrow that plagued him whenever he set foot in the city.

It was hard not to dwell in the misery caused by Amon's victory when every day that he walked to City Hall, he caught the piteous glances of dead-eyed former benders. He would simply nod to them solemnly, a former bender now, himself.

Tenzin had learned to function in the Equalist's new Republic City, barely.

What pained him terribly though, was that taking the city had not been enough for Amon. Shortly after capturing Republic City, Equalists ambushed Air Temple Island and completely disrupted his home.

Taking the bending of every last airbender in the world had not seemed to satisfy the Equalist leader's cruelty. No, now Tenzin was forbidden to even teach anything about airbending or air nomad culture.

The former airbender supposed that if he didn't have a wife or family, he may have considered taking his own life.


  No, that's not what Dad would have wanted.


Tenzin reminded this to himself daily. He had Pema, Jinora, Ikki, Meelo, and Korra to think about. They all needed him, and he could not afford to let them down.

Besides, he supposed that his calm composure and presence on the City Council gave hope to Republic City's population of former benders.

Like Aang, though Tenzin had held immense power as an airbending master, he was a diplomat at heart.

He imagined that the Equalists only allowed him a place on the new, crooked City Council because the former airbender had been conciliatory towards Republic City's non-bender population.

However, what did surprise him was that neither the Equalists nor the apolitical non-bender population of the city seemed to regard him with any hatred or contempt. At best, they treated Tenzin with respect, and at worst, with pity.

When he retired to his quarters and lay in bed, Pema would spoon him tenderly and whisper sweet reassurances into his ears. He would sigh wearily but somehow, his wife was always able to coax a smile out of him. Tenzin appreciated her love, tenderness, and support now more than ever.

But... Pema had lived her entire life as a non-bender. As much as he loved her, she could only understand the depth of his suffering secondhand.

Day in and day out, the former airbender now found himself living a hollow, weary, and half-empty life.

The only thing that prevented Tenzin from falling into despair was the hope that one day, hopefully soon, he would see Korra again.

During her time as his ward, Korra had become a part of his family. The idea of the Avatar rotting away in an Equalist prison cell for the rest of her days utterly broke him, not just because she was the Avatar, but because she was his.

It drove the man to the brink of insanity.

He had fallen into numbness, praying to whatever spirit would listen, especially his father, to free Korra. Tenzin prayed for her return because he needed her and because ultimately, the world too, needed its Avatar.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          This fic will still primarily focus on Korra's POV as well as Noatak and Tarrlok's, I just wanted to write a few chapters that establish Korra has people who love and care for her and that she has something to hope for before the narrative becomes darker.

P.S. Don't ask me how I'm going to account for Pema's pregnancy and baby Rohan in the narrative yet. The pregnancy happens and he is born, obviously, it's just not important in this fic and I may or may not add it in as an afterthought later. Sorry, Rohan. ❤️

        








8. Chapter 8

Summary for the Chapter:
            Tenzin continues to reflect. Being stripped of his bending hurt the last airbending master greatly but he knows that he cannot give up hope, if for no one else's sake, than for Korra's.

          
Notes for the Chapter:I love Tenzin so much as a character but this story requires him to suffer. ❤️

This is a strong chapter and I'm proud of it!

TW for discussion of SA




    
    When the time had come to inform Tonraq and Senna about the fate of Korra and Republic City, Tenzin hesitated.


  They will blame you for her disappearance! They will blame you for the downfall of the Avatar! Tonraq and Senna entrusted their daughter in your care and you allowed a crazy dictator to kidnap her. They will be furious, they will HATE you, they will-


The cruel voice of doubt in his mind quieted when Tenzin finally broke the news to them.

The former airbending master was met with a long moment of silence and then, violent sobs. Her parents' reaction surprised the man but soundlessly, he cried along with them.

Even Tonraq, one of the fiercest waterbenders throughout the North and the South Poles, had hit his breaking point.

When the couple finally quieted their tears, Tenzin tried his best to console them.


  "Korra is a bright and capable young woman, whom I have full confidence will defeat Amon and the Equalists, even as their captive."


He tensed at the memory. Tenzin meant every word but the man was far more scared than he let on.

Ever the politician, he directed the conversation solely to Korra and in a tone to dissuade them from despair.

When Tonraq and Senna asked about how he and his family were doing, Tenzin spoke in vague platitudes.


  "Life is difficult now but we are persevering. Pema, the children, and I are adjusting as best we can."



  "I have faired no worse than other benders in Republic City. Thank you for asking but there is no cause for concern."



  "At this time, we must focus on how to free Korra. You, I, and all of Republic City need the return of our Avatar."


Tenzin had not mentioned losing his bending to Korra's parents. The loss was an unspoken wound to his pride, his family, and the legacy of the air nomads as a nation.

With Aang gone, the weight of rebuilding an entire people, nation, and culture rested squarely upon his shoulders. And... Tenzin had failed.

Within seconds of a thumb positioned and pressed onto the middle of his forehead, a lifetime of his father's work had vanished.

The experience of losing his bending had been humiliating and a physical shock. It felt like losing a limb he hadn't even realized was there. It was as if... something inside of him had been severed.

When Amon had finished, Tenzin fell forward onto his knees in terror. Airbending was intrinsic to his being. Was.

He was the son of Avatar Aang. When his father died, the burden and responsibility of being the last airbender in the world weighed solely upon him.

When Aang discovered Tenzin was an airbender, the necessity of resuming the work the Avatar started was impressed upon him.

He was an airbender and... the man had never needed to be anything more.

Airbending was intuitive to the way Tenzin navigated the world. It was so deeply a part of him that he never realized how grave a loss it would be until it was gone.

He still could not fathom how quickly Amon had removed his bending. How had the process been so simple?

As shocking as it was, Tenzin refused to believe the story that Amon's ability to take away bending was the result of being "chosen by the spirits."

In no world did Tenzin believe that the Equalist leader was chosen by any spirit.

His suspicion of Amon's story was based on far more than just a hunch.

Through the teachings of Aang and his airbending studies, Tenzin had become well-educated about the Spirit World and its inhabitants. As a result, he knew for certain that not one thing Amon had said accorded with the behaviors of the spirits.

Of course, there were malevolent spirits in the spiritual plane but those spirits were self-serving. Evil spirits used humans as conduits for their power, they did not simply grant humans power without reason.

No, if he had learned anything from his father, it was that to receive something from the spirits, you had to give something in return. What could Amon have possibly given?

Tenzin shook his head. He had a deep sense of conviction that Amon was lying, even if he did not know what the truth was.

The former airbender sighed. He clenched and unclenched his fists, feeling a phantom ache in his body that would not cease since the loss of his bending.

The children had taken the loss harder. Now, Jinora hardly left her room, Ikki cried every day, and the ever-excitable Meelo was quiet.

However, not for one moment had Tenzin or the children blamed Korra for the loss of their bending. The Avatar had become a part of their family and ultimately, the only one to blame was Amon.

At times though, Tenzin couldn't help but blame himself and Tarrlok for allowing her to face Amon alone.

His fear of Korra's fate far outweighed the sadness he felt about losing his bending.

Tenzin would clutch his head sometimes in terror, wondering what exactly that monster was doing to his Korra.

Without question, he knew the girl's bending was gone, but that was the least of his concerns.

The former airbender was at least certain that the Equalists would not kill the Avatar. Killing Korra would have made her a martyr and sparked a bender rebellion. It made no sense as a tactical decision.

However... the man grimaced as he imagined a disheveled, tortured, and broken girl.

Tenzin trained his eyes to the ceiling and exhaled slowly. His mind wandered to that fateful day, a little over a month ago, when his world came to an end.

Days after the Avatar had been kidnapped and the Equalists had taken Republic City, Amon broadcasted an alleged livestream of Korra in her prison cell. He claimed that the stream ran continuously.

It was a bluff, no doubt intended to intimidate former benders into compliance. Not for a second did Tenzin believe it was real.

It was a cover-up. Amon must have looped the same footage of her to disguise his true actions. What exactly those actions were, the man was not sure.

A darker thought remained. Tenzin did not want to acknowledge it but he feared that Amon was violating Korra.

The Equalist leader could easily get away with sexually abusing the Avatar but it made him physically ill to even consider the possibility.

It pained Tenzin as a father that the plausibility of this was staring him straight in the face. Why else would Amon keep Korra so near? He shuddered.

Surely, a man who spent his time preaching about equality would not be sexually assaulting a teenage girl?

Tenzin inhaled sharply, the memory of Tarrlok's lascivious gaze on Korra's chest burned into his brain upon their first meeting.

The former airbender frowned.

Truthfully, he trusted no grown man in Republic City alone with Korra, no matter how upstanding or righteous the man portrayed himself to be.

Being both a girl and the Avatar attracted predators that Aang never feared. No one truly knew what the man behind the mask was capable of...

However, he refused to lose hope.

Tenzin would ensure Korra left Amon's prison, if it was the last thing he did.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          In many fics I have read, Tenzin is portrayed as naive about the brothers potentially being creepy or taking advantage of Korra. I don't buy that!

Tenzin has teen/tween daughters, he's not stupid and if anything I headcanon that he is even more keenly aware of Korra's vulnerability as a young woman despite and perhaps because of her status as the Avatar.

        








9. Chapter 9

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra reflects on her imprisonment and has all but given up hope. Until that is, something happens.

          
Notes for the Chapter:No TW is needed in this chapter but it is dark and it is sad.




    
    Korra received three bland meals a day in her small and miserable prison cell.

The Equalist prison that held the Avatar was dank and threadbare. Amon took unnecessary precautions to ensure that Korra did not escape and it irritated her. The bars of her cell were made of platinum, her bed and toilet were bolted down, and there was only one small window which was both out of her reach and encased in bars.

It was as if the man feared that Korra would regain her bending. The idea of Amon still perceiving her as a threat almost made her smile. Almost.

Days came and days went in silence. No one came to her cell. No one spoke to Korra.

She never even saw an Equalist guard in the flesh. At most, Korra saw black-gloved hands deliver her food, toiletries, and clothes through a vent in the ceiling of her cell.

The Avatar had not seen or spoken to another person since her conversation with Tarrlok. This bothered her beyond measure. Why did the slimy Councilman have to be the touchstone of her memory in this place? Tarrlok...

The last thing Korra remembered were his sad, pale blue eyes staring at her through the bars of her prison cell. The Councilman silently asked, pleaded something from her, but hadn't the courage to speak it.

His gaze lingered on her after a silence fell between them. Tarrlok summarized the fall of Republic City and nearly confessed his feelings for her in mere minutes, and then, he was gone.

After emerging from the mini-coma Amon bloodbent her into, the Avatar was dazed and disoriented. Her memory of that day was shaky at best but somehow, the look of devastation on Tarrlok's face was imprinted into her brain.

In the girl's sad, fugue state, her first thought as the Councilman turned to leave was, 'But when are you coming back?' Her cheeks heated at the memory. Korra was painfully lonely but felt ashamed of her desperation. 

After that day, the Avatar spent every waking moment alone.

Amon was punishing Korra for a crime of his own creation, she was sure. Being the Avatar seemed to be worthy of punishment enough for her captor. "Avatar... You are mine to destroy and you are mine to possess." The memory of his words sent a shiver down her spine.

That lunatic could keep Korra imprisoned for the rest of her life but she did not belong to him!

No, Korra corrected, she was not staying here forever. The mere concept of Amon holding her captive for the rest of her days was enough to make her breath slow.

A month had passed in her prison cell and Korra still hadn't acclimated to her new life. In truth, the Avatar wasn't sure she would. It couldn't possibly be forever?

After the first week in her prison cell, she became nervous. How long was Amon going to deprive her of human interaction? When the second and third weeks passed, she felt stir-crazy. And after the fourth week, the girl feared she was going to lose her mind.

Sometimes, Korra did nothing but hug herself, rock back and forth, and despair. Other times, the Avatar trained. She knew that her bending was gone but... she had to keep in shape, she had to practice her bending forms!

The Avatar had to force herself to remember.

Who are you, Korra? She imagined Tenzin asking her, to which she would reply: "I'm the Avatar!" It was as if... she needed to convince herself that this was the truth.

Korra exhaled roughly.

For as long as she was stuck here, she had to find a way to ground herself to the earth and to the elements, even if they no longer called to her.

She mumbled to herself, "I was chosen by the spirits, not that jerkbender..."

Korra smiled to herself, it was a small comfort to know that regardless of her circumstances, that was undeniably the truth. She was chosen by the spirits to restore balance to the world.

Amon, well... Korra had a hard time wrapping her head around how any of what the Equalists did constituted equality. Even if in some sick and perverse way, it was, he was still a dirty liar, a cheat, and a bloodbender!

Nothing the Equalist leader said about himself was true, not even his name was real. The entire foundation of his movement was built on a lie, the deceit of a bender from the Northern Water Tribe; Noatak.

Amon was the illusion, the mask of Noatak, but even without her bending, Korra really was the Avatar, and she refused to let him break her.

...

Korra closed her eyes and whimpered.

She missed her parents, she missed her friends, and perhaps most of all, she missed Tenzin and her newfound family on Air Temple Island.

The girl held her face in her hands, consumed by shame. Korra tried not to think about how the last airbenders were gone now because of her. Because she couldn't defeat Amon.

Time had passed since that day. Judging by the time of her monthly cycle, Korra suspected it had been five weeks since that fateful night on Aang Memorial Island.

Merely five weeks ago, the Avatar faced a humiliating defeat and imprisonment at the hands of the Equalist leader. Korra's hand twitched unconsciously and she frowned. Without thought, her body had reflexively attempted to produce a flame. Something she was no longer able to do. Her lips trembled as she desperately staved off tears. This misery could not go on forever but... what could she do?

Korra leaned into the corner of her cell and hugged herself tightly.

The girl closed her eyes and imagined her arms belonging to someone who loved her. The Avatar was losing grip on her sense of self. Was Korra even the Avatar anymore?

She failed.

The Avatar lost her bending and became... Amon's personal trophy. Was that all Korra was now? An object, a spoil of victory, and a possession?

The dire reality of her situation almost made her laugh. How could this be her life? How could any of this be real, how had this happened? Sobs wracked her body. 

Korra stayed in the dark corner of her cell, snot and tears wetting her tattered clothes, until her body tired.

Eventually, the girl sighed and assumed a lotus position. Korra was losing her fight but knew that she had to keep trying. Tenzin would want her to fight, Aang would want her to fight, and so, she would.


  "The Avatar is the bridge between the spirit and physical planes. You must connect to spirituality as deeply as you do to bending. This is how you will master airbending and connect to your past lives."


"Right..." Korra mumbled and attempted to meditate. After fidgeting for a few minutes, she exhaled and detached from her surroundings.

Korra imagined herself somewhere, anywhere else. After about an hour, her eyelids drooped and she succumbed to sleep.

When the Avatar awoke, she gasped at her surroundings. "Where am I?" A glowing blue-green meadow surrounded her as oddly shaped creatures and foliage floated and glowed in an unnatural iridescence.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Korra does not know she is allegedly being "live-streamed." Of course, if Amon did have a stream going 24/7, citizens of Republic City would see Korra changing, bathing, and using the toilet.

Draw your own conclusions as to how  Tenzin and Mako would react to that! I think they would find a way to physically teleport to save her. Oh, and beat Amon to a bloody pulp.

What is Mako thinking and feeling right now? We shall see.

        








10. Chapter 10

Summary for the Chapter:
            Mako has two things on his mind: Korra and his fear of what will become of her.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Trigger warning for mentions of a theoretical rape. Mako wonders if Amon has taken advantage of Korra.




    
    Mako was heartbroken.

It had been over a month now since Korra was kidnapped and taken prisoner. Republic City lost its Avatar and then fell to Amon and the Equalists.

Yet, every day, Mako still saw Korra through the screen of his television. All citizens of Republic City did... because that monster broadcasted a livestream of her.

Despite the eyes of thousands trained upon her, the Avatar was alone. Korra lived in complete isolation in her Equalist prison cell. To Amon, she was a trophy, to Republic City, she was a spectacle, but to Mako, Korra was everything.

No one knew if the Equalist livestream was live or real but this did not stop Mako from watching Korra carefully and as often as he could.

At first, the video accurately captured the fiery girl who captivated him. During her first week of imprisonment, Korra remained strong and defiant in her prison cell. However, time passed. It hurt him to watch the strong-willed Avatar change. Her progression into despair sent a chill down the firebender's spine.

It was terrifying because... Korra was losing herself. The Avatar was breaking and Mako too, felt himself breaking apart.

Every now and then, he remembered their kiss. The touch of her lips on his were warm, fervent, and filled with desire. The memory made him groan.

At least the stream showed that the Equalist leader was not torturing Korra or... Mako couldn't complete the thought. He was just grateful that aside from her waning spirit, his friend seemed relatively unharmed.

It didn't feel right to call Korra just a "friend," but ultimately, she was. A friend who kissed him and who he had kissed back.


  "Admit it, you like me."



  "No... I'm with Asami."



  "Yeah, but when you're with her, you're thinking about me, aren't you?"


He sighed.

It was true. Mako could no longer deny that he was in love with Korra. The firebender held his face in his hands miserably.

Mako felt like a fool for not telling Korra that he reciprocated her feelings before Amon kidnapped and imprisoned her. He thought of the change in her cyan eyes and winced. Once filled with passion and vibrancy, the Avatar's eyes had dulled during her month of captivity.

In realtime, he had watched Korra change.

An irrational part of Mako blamed himself. When Amon kidnapped the Avatar and Republic City fell, a bender rebellion had been nothing more than a dream. However, as weeks passed and the benders who fled the Equalists organized, that dream had blossomed into a mission.

It pained Mako that by the time bender rebellion became a threat to the Equalists, the life had already drained from Korra's eyes. The realization struck him painfully. If I had told her how I felt, would those eyes have held a flicker of hope?

Mako knew that the question was vain but he didn't care. Korra was gone! The Avatar was gone and her absence pierced his heart like a knife.

The firebender could scarcely admit it, even to himself, but he was terrified Amon was hurting her off-camera. Surely, the dictator must have said or done something to break her.

His mind raced with endless, hideous possibilities.

Was Amon beating Korra in places that wouldn't show on camera? Was the Equalist leader brainwashing her to accept her imprisonment? Was he- Mako's breath stilled.

The mere idea of Amon raping Korra into submission was too much to bear.

Imagining the woman he loved screaming and crying as she failed to fight off the advances of her captor made him shudder.


  No, no, no!


No... Mako and the rebellion were going to save Korra from that fate. At least, he hoped desperately that they could before it was too late.

A horrible part of him was jealous. The firebender reasoned with himself that it was because the thought of her being with someone else hurt him; even if she was forced.

The truth was that Mako wanted to be Korra's first. He frowned. White hot shame burned through him but he couldn't help but mourn.

Mako would never get the chance to gently talk Korra through the first time her body joined with another. He would never hear her moan in the throes of passion, "I'm glad it was you!" And he would never get the chance to hold the Avatar that he loved in his arms and say, "Being your first was really special. I love you, Korra."

He dreamed of scenarios that would never be. The grim reality of the situation was that the Avatar's virginity was unlikely to remain intact while imprisoned by Amon.

He knew that virginity didn't matter. Mako had been with Asami and knew that Korra didn't care. As much as the firebender knew that he had no right, he felt possessive of Korra.

Mako was with Asami. The Avatar was not his but... when he was with Asami, he was thinking about Korra.

Every day that the Avatar had been kidnapped and imprisoned, his most singular thought was Korra.

The memory of a deep baritone and white mask flashed through his mind and the firebender paled. To no one, he whispered, "Please don't hurt her..."

Mako would not rest until the Avatar was safe and free from that maniac.

It didn't matter what Amon did, as long as Korra was alive, Mako had hope. For as long as the Avatar took in breath, benders in Republic City and across all nations had something to hope for. Someone to hope for. The bender rebellion needed Avatar Korra.

He needed Avatar Korra.

The firebender would be grateful to have her battered and broken if it meant that he could have her at all. Amon could violate the woman he loved in body, mind, and spirit, and Mako would still love Korra.

He loved her unconditionally and hoped that she too, still felt the same.

Even if Amon irrevocably changed Korra, his feelings would remain. Mako would wait for the Avatar. He would wait for as long as she needed, as long as she wanted him.

The firebender slumped forward slightly, suddenly feeling exhausted. A tidal wave of self-loathing washed over him as his mind drifted.

Mako thought about how draining it was to meet the expectations of those around him. He had to be the strong and composed older brother for Bolin and the unflappable freedom fighter for the morale of the rebellion. When had he last felt... happy?

A smile ghosted across his face. No matter what the firebender thought about, it always came back to her.

No matter how many small moments of contentment he found among the freedom fighters, he was only happy in his dreams. That was because sometimes, Mako dreamed of Korra.

He dreamed of their lips pressed together again, of their tongues languidly exploring each other's mouths, and of her warm, muscled frame against his but... his dreams were just dreams.

Every single day, the firebender prayed to the Spirits. He prayed for Korra's safe return and that at least one more time, he had the chance to kiss the woman that he loved.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Oh, Mako.

There is so much to be said but I will not say it. We do love our emo firebenders in this house, problematic actions notwithstanding.

        








11. Chapter 11

Summary for the Chapter:
            Mako feels guilty about cheating and reflects on how he came to join the rebellion.

          
Notes for the Chapter:This chapter features a traumatized Lin post-equalization. 💔

No TWs necessary




    
    A wave of guilt suddenly hit Mako. Asami. He missed his girlfriend, too.

The heiress was smart, sweet, and breathtakingly beautiful. Asami was utterly without any glaring flaw, and yet.

Mako couldn't control the way his heart thumped wildly in his chest when he thought of Korra. There was just something special about her that he couldn't put his finger on. The firebender smiled. She is the Avatar, dummy, of course she's special.

He admired her strength and spirit as an Avatar, as most people in Republic City did, but... there was no logic to love. There was no rational explanation for the way Korra made him feel, even though he was with Asami.

The memory of laughter escaping perfectly painted burgundy lips flashed through him. His brow creased. So, Mako hadn't technically broken up with Asami before her maniac father boarded the girl up in his mansion, but-

'Come on,' Mako's conscience flared, 'admit that you were too chicken-ostrichshit to tell her after Korra kissed you.' He scratched his neck absentmindedly. Things were just really crazy right now, maybe Asami would understand?

Mako shook his head. Naively, he hoped that if he ever saw the heiress again that she wouldn't hold his feelings for Korra and his cheating against him.

After Republic City fell to the Equalists, he hadn't exactly had the opportunity to tell her. By the time they met again, surely Asami would have other priorities. She would just forgive him and forget about it, right?

He flickered flame from his fingertips absentmindedly.

Darkness had fallen over the city but at least he still had his light. Mako counted himself grateful that he and Bolin had managed to escape the Equalists underground with their bending intact.

They, along with other benders who successfully evaded the Equalists by going underground, were now wanted criminals. If any of them were caught, at best they would lose their bending, and at worst... well, he didn't want to think about it.

Freedom had come at a price.

Now, Mako called a dank sewer his home. At least he had company. With him were Bolin, Lin, and around a dozen or so other benders.

Mako fixed his gaze to Lin, who was slumped forward at her desk, writing and planning.

It had been a sore spot for the former Chief of Police that Amon had taken her bending. No one dared bring it up to the former metalbender. They rightfully feared the woman's rage and... no one wanted to see their fearless leader, the brave and impenetrable Lin Beifong, fall to pieces.

It hurt to think about the day Lin had her bending removed.

When Mako and Bolin had finally reached her, Lin was shell-shocked. The Equalist leader forced every bender onto their knees when he "equalized" them and the former Chief of Police had been no exception. That was how the brothers found her, on her knees, reeling from the loss of her bending.

The woman had no reaction at all when the brothers waved their hands in her face and spoke. Lin neither looked or even blinked in their direction, seemingly unable to move from her place on the ground.

Cautiously, Mako had inched closer to Lin. Once near her face, the firebender flinched in shock, stumbling backward at what he found. There was nothing before him but utter blankness. It chilled him to his core; who was this woman?

It certainly couldn't have been Lin Beifong, the confident and tough-as-nails Chief of Police who he had come to fear and respect. No, this woman was dazed. Her eyes had glazed over and in them, there was only emptiness. All attempts to speak to her had fallen on deaf ears.

Lin Beifong was simply not there anymore. Amon had broken her.

She remained right where they found her, frozen in place, for maybe an hour. When the brothers were certain that the woman would not move on her own, they took a risk and decided to carry Lin away with them into the underground.

What disturbed them the most was that Lin had not snapped or snarled at them even once. The woman had not fought them carrying her. She said nothing at all as her head lolled listlessly against Bolin's strong arms.

A firm hand on Mako's shoulder snapped him out of the memory.

"What's the matter, loverboy? Spacing out about your girlfriend or the Avatar you cheated on her with?"

Mako paused and looked at the woman before him in surprise. After a beat, Lin removed her hand from his shoulder and raised a brow. The former metalbender folded her arms across her chest and looked at him expectantly. "Well?"

A smile tugged at his lips but the firebender simply shook his head. Now more than ever, Mako was grateful that time helped Lin recover her spirit and wit.

Lin rolled her eyes. "Whatever the case, get focused, Mako. We have a rebellion to plan."

He nodded. "Right. First things first, we need to find Korra and break her out of that prison!"

  







12. Chapter 12

Summary for the Chapter:
            In the spirit world, Korra finally connects to her spiritual guides and gains hope for her future. Will it last?

          
Notes for the Chapter:No TW needed.




    
    Korra cocked a crooked smile. "I'm in the Spirit World!"

The Avatar pumped her fists up in the air.

"Spirits! I'm finally out of that prison cell... sort of."

The girl blinked at her surroundings in wonder. The sky was an impossibly bright white and the meadow before her seemed to stretch on without end.

The grass, bushes, and animal spirits around her shifted back and forth as though there was a breeze. Korra knew there was no wind in the spirit world, so the spirits must have moved of their own accord.

Everything around her glowed unnaturally. The shifting shades of blue, green, and white all around almost made Korra dizzy. It overwhelmed her senses.

Her eyes widened and the Avatar, the bridge between this world and the physical, suddenly felt small. The girl felt like a child again at the vast expanse of energy from the spirits around her.

The wonderstruck feeling was akin to when Korra first firebent as a child.


  Tonraq and Senna exchanged shocked looks at the fire flaring from the nostrils of their baby girl.





  The young father held his head in his hands and laughed while the young mother opened and closed her mouth in utter disbelief. Baby Korra simply blinked her large cyan eyes at them in confusion and then burped, the earth around her moving in tandem with the vibrations. Senna stared at the ceiling above her and said a silent prayer. Spirits help her, she anticipated many gray hairs and sleepless nights ahead! A loud thumping noise snapped the woman's attention back to Korra.





  Her daughter had stumbled to get up off of the floor because of her protruding belly. Senna smiled. The scene was unbearably precious. Her baby may have been the Avatar but she was also just a little girl.





  Korra fell flat on her butt again and huffed dramatically in frustration. After a moment, she looked up at her parents and beamed. "Mommy, daddy, look what I can do!" 


The girl suddenly propelled herself upright with firebending and then puffed out her chest proudly.  Tonraq audibly  swallowed and then smiled slowly at Senna. The couple nodded at one another and then excitedly turned to their daughter. "Korra, baby... you're the Avatar!"

After speaking with Master Katara about what to expect now that they knew Korra was the Avatar, the White Lotus assembled. Tonraq put an affectionate hand on his wife's shoulder as Senna turned to a stout, Water Tribe member of the White Lotus.  "Your search has come to an end," she said proudly.


  The man raised his brows at her skeptically, "What makes you so sure that your daughter is the one?"



  Senna smiled slyly and called to the girl. "Korra, please come in here."



  Immediately, the toddler appeared through a smashed, earthbent wall. Korra assumed a fighting stance as she proceeded to bend earth, fire, and water in a dramatic display for the shocked members of the White Lotus.
  

  

  "I'm the Avatar, you gotta deal with it!"


Korra smiled but it slowly faltered. Learning that she was the Avatar had been the greatest day of her life, but now... she stifled tears.

Despite her despair, she needed to stay strong. Now, she should celebrate her temporary freedom because now, Avatar Korra was in the Spirit World.

A wave of relief washed over her and she felt suddenly light. The sensation was strange. She had completely forgotten what it felt like since Amon kidnapped her. 'Don't forget, this is only temporary,' the voice in her head warned. A prickle of dread ran through her.

Korra nodded to herself bitterly and then grinned. She had an idea and it was a silly one, but why not? The girl gave in to her childish impulse and did a cartwheel.

She laughed. Being the Avatar required Korra to grow up too fast and being Amon's prisoner had robbed her of her sense of whimsy. A pang of sadness suddenly hit her; she missed her friends. She missed the thrill of pro-bending matches, eating together at Narook's, and cracking stupid jokes with Bolin that made Mako roll his eyes and Asami smile.

She inhaled and clenched her fists confidently. 'I will see them again!' The thought was a prayer and the thought was a promise.

Lost in thought, Korra hadn't noticed a tall figure standing behind her.

A gentle hand rested on her shoulder and she jolted. In her peripheral vision, the Avatar saw a bald head with arrow tattoos. Words spilled out of Korra's mouth in an unthinking frenzy.

"Tenzin! I'm so happy to see you, I need your help, I-" the girl's jaw dropped as her words finally caught up with her eyes. "Aang!"

Her predecessor smiled at her warmly. "Hello, Korra. I'm so glad to finally meet you."

Korra froze for a moment before bowing stiffly, tears streaming down her face.

Wordlessly, Aang wrapped his arms around her in a hug as Korra cried into his shoulder.

"Wait... so, I'm still the Avatar?"

She sniffled and Aang nodded.

"Korra, there was nothing you could have done to prevent Amon from taking away your bending." Aang's face softened as he wiped away her tears, "You are still the Avatar."

Korra was awed by the sweetness of his gesture until Aang looked at her again, his face serious. "No matter what Amon does to you, no matter what happens to you in this prison cell, Korra, please remember that you are not alone. I am here to guide you, as are all of your past lives."

Aang closed his eyes.

Before Korra could think of what to say, his eyes suddenly shot wide open. Aang's eyes glowed blindingly white as Avatars Roku, Kyoshi, Kuruk, and Yangchen all appeared behind him.

The five Avatars turned to Korra and her breath stilled in wonder. Her past lives all had white, glowing eyes, and spoke in one, unified voice. "Avatar Korra of the Southern Water Tribe, do not lose heart. You are connected to one thousand Avatars and one thousand lifetimes live within you. You are the Avatar but we are one. All is not lost."

Korra nodded furiously until her surroundings suddenly began to fade in and out.

"Wait, don't leave me! I can't go back to that cell! I won't survive it alone without my bending. A-aang, Kyoshi, Kuruk, I need to know, can I-?"

As quickly as her past lives appeared before her eyes, they vanished.

Korra's eyes shot open to the platinum bars of her prison cell and she began panting nervously. After a beat, she regained her composure and smiled.

For just one moment, the Avatar allowed herself to feel hope. I'm gonna get out of here!

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Who else needs an Aang or a Tenzin to comfort and guide them from time to time?

On a less heartwarming note, next chapter is the first explicit chapter in this work. If that's what you've been waiting for, enjoy!

        








13. Chapter 13

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon masturbates to a depressed Korra. Until, of course, something goes horribly wrong.

          
Notes for the Chapter:The rating is now changed to explicit. Surprisingly, this chapter actually does serve a purpose to the plot!




    
    Amon watched the wilting Avatar in his control room with a sick satisfaction. Alone and miserable, the girl was fading. All was going according to plan.

An erection strained against his pants and he groaned. Now was not the time to give in to his more base urges, however... There was something delectable about the sadness in Korra's eyes that aroused him.

The Equalist leader unbuckled his belt and slid his hand in his pants. Amon sighed. Crushing the bender rebellion could wait. As the man's large fingers slipped under his waistband, he grasped his length and uttered a low moan.

He closed his eyes and shuttered.

Did he feel guilty about getting off to the suffering of the girl he imprisoned? Yes. Would this stop the man from masturbating to the pitiful sight of her? No.

Amon gripped himself and pumped up and down roughly. Pleasuring himself to the Avatar had become an almost daily occurrence. Initially, the Equalist leader was plagued too heavily by guilt to even consider masturbating to Korra, but as time passed, his comfort with the prospect increased.

The first time he stroked his cock to her, a wave of shame crashed down on him so hard that he almost could not finish. Almost.

Each day that Amon unbuckled his belt to the sight of Korra, his discomfort lessened. While the man was not exactly proud of his routine, it was a means to an end. It sated his desires without interfering with his plans.

Ravaging the Avatar would be deeply unwise. The bender rebellion expected such monstrous behavior from him but he refused to fuel their propaganda.

Instead, citizens of Republic City saw the Avatar Korra he wanted them to see. They saw a teenage girl who was appropriately provided for in her prison cell. Ultimately, they saw the truth. Amon had gone to great lengths to ensure that it would be impossible for Korra to sustain any injury or harm under his care. If Korra was completely deprived of human interaction, there was no opportunity to hurt her.

The Avatar's waning spirit was simply the natural result of her imprisonment.

Ultimately, the girl had no one to blame for her predicament but herself. The fact of the matter was that Avatar Korra challenged Amon to a fight and lost. The consequence of her failure to defeat him was that she would be the Avatar no more. He removed her bending and held her captive, rendering the girl to exist as no more than his living, breathing trophy.

His cock-head weeped in his hand and Amon groaned in pleasure. Yes, the Avatar was the ultimate prize of his revolution and he intended to enjoy her. Korra was under the Equalist leader's complete control and he reveled in it.

Without her bending, Avatar Korra had no purpose in this world. It was generous of him to even allow her live. Yes, the girl would live, as his obedient little nonbender.

Amon's head tilted back in his chair and he moaned. The image of her total submission painted an alluring picture in his mind, but it was not enough. Soon, he would introduce Korra to a new purpose.

He chuckled to himself. Of course, Amon couldn't get ahead of himself, the headstrong Avatar still needed time. The girl simply needed time to adjust before he molded her as he pleased. It was not a matter of how Korra would break before him, but when.

The thought crossed his mind that he could force her and that it would be all too easy. With a single thought, Amon could instantly bloodbend Korra to his will. However, he found no satisfaction in that. There was no reason to rush the process of her unraveling, and unlike the Avatar, he possessed restraint.

Amon knew that Korra would, eventually, come to him on her own. All that mattered now was that the Avatar belonged to him.

He increased the speed of his strokes.

The girl was undoubtedly his and only his. It was a fact that roused his darkest desires. Amon owned Korra, body, mind, and soul. It was only a matter of time before the Avatar broke and bent to him willingly.

Yes... he fantasized about it often. Avatar Korra would sink to her knees, desperate and broken, just as she had when he equalized her, and pleasure him.

Amon pumped his wet fingers along his length faster and faster. His breath hitched and for a moment, the Equalist leader lost himself in true pleasure. The image of Korra as his, utterly and completely, became so clear in his mind. It transcended fantasy.

When Amon closed his eyes and pictured Korra, he saw not a desperate girl created from his own desires, but a prophetic vision that he would ensure came to be.

The Avatar would be bound to him for the rest of their lives. Amon had never been more sure of anything. He envisioned a betrothal necklace with an Equalist symbol adorning the girl's neck and her stomach swollen with his child.

Korra would smile and cry only tears of joy when he clasped the ribbon around her delicate neck. Yes, in due time, the Avatar would writhe beneath him enthusiastically and moan his name. "Noatak!"

This was their future. Amon and Avatar Korra would share a bed and life. He set the plan in motion and now, it was only a matter of time. The seeds he planted and watered with care would surely bear fruit.

Her submission would come soon enough. Korra was so close, so very close.

With a guttural cry, he came. Amon closed his eyes and slowly smiled. For a moment, his stress lifted and he felt utter bliss.

The man broke from his reverie when he remembered the mess on his pants. Amon frowned. The stain of his seed was the physical manifestation of his weakness for the Avatar. He did not like weakness.

Amon tucked himself back into his briefs and bent the seed out of his pants and into a piece of tissue paper. He discarded it and returned his gaze to the monitor; to Korra. 

Today, the girl was hugging herself and crying. The image brought him immense satisfaction. Her vulnerability and suffering painted a beautiful, no, a perfect picture.

Her brokenness was a reminder that he alone held the path to the Avatar's destiny in his hands. He was the architect of their future and would relish crafting every moment of it.

Amon glanced at the formerly muscled Avatar's gaunt figure. Once Korra gave in to him, that would change. He would allow her to eat well and if she behaved, exercise to her heart's content.

Not too much though, he punctuated the thought, not enough to injure a child.

He grinned. Yes, the Equalist leader did look forward to having an heir. Of course, no more than he looked forward to a barefoot and pregnant Avatar.

The human incarnation of the spirit of the world had come undone by his hand and his alone. The mighty Avatar had fallen. Korra had no bending. She had nothing in this world beyond the walls of his prison; she was nothing. All that was left was what the Equalist leader would make to be his. Korra would submit to his will and when she did, Amon would do with her what he saw fit.

The thought of it made him smile. Judging by the pathetic state of her, he imagined it would not take much longer.

Thoroughly satisfied, the man began to swivel his chair away from the screen until something caught his eye. The girl was... meditating?

He rose a brow and stared at the screen. The action seemed entirely out of place for the Avatar. Korra never unlocked airbending due to her lack of spiritual connection, why would she meditate?

A fear prickled through him. Nothing good would come of this. Time passed and at least twice, Amon dismissed the Lieutenant away. He did not know what Korra wished to accomplish through meditation but she looked... determined. It set the man's teeth on edge. He had a bad feeling about this.

An hour passed and his eyes remained glued to the screen. Korra sat in a lotus position, completely motionless, until she seemed to fall asleep.

Amon was not sure exactly what he was waiting for until it happened. Abruptly, the Avatar awoke from her slumber. Korra's head jerked upward unnaturally and her eyes shot open.

The dull quality he worked hard to instill in her cyan blue eyes had suddenly disappeared. In its place was a shockingly bright white glow. A chill ran down his spine.

The Equalist leader immediately cut the camera recording in her prison cell. He inhaled sharply and exhaled slowly. Under no circumstance would he allow the citizens of Republic City to see that.

He pressed a button and leaned in toward his speaker. "Lieutenant, please send Councilman Tarrlok into my office immediately. I will meet him there shortly."

"Yes, sir!"

A change in strategy was now in order. Avatar Korra would no longer live a solitary life in her prison cell. Amon smiled. There were other ways to break the Avatar... he would never let her out of his sight again.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          One must imagine Amon as both a dirty old man and in a state of arrested development. Poor Korra has her work cut out for her.

        








14. Chapter 14

Summary for the Chapter:
            The Avatar has returned to the physical plane, only to be met by familiar, pale blue eyes. Korra struggles with her feelings and Tarrlok struggles with his moral compass.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Not sure if a TW is necessary but Tarrlok battles with morally dubious thoughts.




    
    "Korra..." a voice greeted her in surprise and awe.

Her breath slowed as the Avatar readjusted to the physical plane. Emotionally spent from her time in the spirit world, Korra kept her eyes closed. A part of her didn't want them to open. What was there for her blue eyes to gaze upon but the harsh bars of her prison cell?

Wait, had that been the sound of a human voice?

A tingle of excitement ran through Korra. Could the person speaking to her be Mako, Bolin, or Asami? Had her friends finally come to rescue her? When her brain registered who the voice belonged to, her eyes snapped open and she frowned.

"Tarrlok?"




  Why was Amon letting him see her again?


"W-what," the Councilman struggled to put his words together, "what just happened? Korra, why were your eyes glowing?"

A deep fear pierced through Korra violently.

Her eyes widened and she fell forward, almost landing face-first onto the floor of her prison cell. She knew with absolute certainty that she could not trust Tarrlok. For spirit's sake, Amon was his brother!

Korra may have been young but she wasn't stupid. Why would she reveal information to Tarrlok that Amon could easily extort from him? She sighed.

"Tarrlok, why would I put my safety at risk and tell you anything?"

Tense silence passed between them.

"I'm," Tarrlok faltered, "I'm sorry, Korra. I don't want to be here, either. It's just that, well, Noatak...” he couldn't seem to complete the sentence.

Korra clenched her fists and then exhaled, slowly releasing them. As much as Tarrlok's intrusion annoyed her, she couldn't seem to sustain her anger. The Avatar had been deprived of all human contact for over a month and as much as she didn't want to admit it... she was lonely.

A cold dread filled her. 'No, no, no! Tarrlok is dangerous and we can't let our guard down!' The voice in her head screamed as Korra fought back a desperate cry.

"Korra?"

Silence.

"Korra, are you alright?" Tarrlok's voice echoed hollowly in her ears but his concerned, pale blue eyes shocked her back to the present. Korra flinched at their intensity.

She nodded coolly but shook in fear. Spirits, Korra wished she felt more in control. Why was he suddenly making her nervous, anyway?

The Avatar felt pitiful and small as awareness struck her like a bolt of lightning. She was already softening to Tarrlok. Her body tensed in fear.

No, absolutely not! Korra was the Avatar and she would not allow this to happen. The reactive and rational parts of her brain fought for control. On one hand, softening to Tarrlok was incredibly stupid and dangerous but on the other, without him, Korra was utterly alone.

She felt suddenly exposed.

There was nowhere the Avatar could run and there was nowhere she could hide. The complete vulnerability Korra felt unnerved her.

She knew that this grown man wanted her. Spirits, he had practically admitted it to her himself! If Korra developed a bond with Tarrlok, what was to stop the man from taking advantage?

Nothing. A pit of dread formed in her stomach. If Tarrlok made a move, there was nothing she could do.

The Avatar paused for a moment and wondered, 'What would Aang do?' Her face fell. She knew what Aang would do, but she didn't like it.

Korra gazed at Tarrlok with desperate eyes, knowing at that moment that they were both doomed.

***

He felt bad about it.

As Tarrlok retired for the evening, he thought about how he had become Avatar Korra's only companion.

Well, besides Noatak. But the girl did not exactly look forward to seeing his brother every day. The absurdity of their circumstances made him grin.

It was nice to remember simpler days.

Tarrlok had finally convinced Avatar Korra to join his Task Force and it was going well. With the endorsement of the Avatar, the Councilman intended to take full political advantage. He intended to use her abilities on his Task Force to take down Amon and become Republic City's savior. All was going according to plan and he would have succeeded, if Amon hadn't kidnapped Korra and revealed himself as Noatak.

No one but Noatak stood a chance against his bloodbending and no one but Noatak possessed skills that surpassed his own. His world had crashed down in the blink of an eye and just like that, Amon had won. Now, Tarrlok and Korra were together again, in prison.

Thanks, Noatak... Tarrlok pinched the bridge of his nose and groaned.

Initially, he had been furious with his older brother but as time passed, much of his bitterness faded. Tarrlok mourned Noatak for over 25 years but now that he finally had him back, his brother had become a tyrant.

Tarrlok loved the teenager he remembered and hated the adult Noatak had become. When the brothers interacted with each other, their mixed feelings showed. Noatak regarded him awkwardly. At one moment, the man would be authoritative and harsh and in the next, soft and nostalgic.

Ultimately, it irritated the Councilman, but while he was subject to his brother's mercy, he supposed that it didn't matter. The adage was that 'blood is thicker than water.' But the blood of Yakone, the blood that coursed through Noatak and Tarrlok's veins, was cursed.

Of course, the sad truth of their childhoods always thrummed through the Councilman, but at 17-years-old, he had left that life behind. Noatak remained haunted and unfortunately, now all of Republic City was paying the price. The neuroses of his older brother, however, mattered little to him.

His conflicted fraternal feelings paled in comparison to his feelings for Korra.

The Councilman and the Avatar made an unlikely duo. Tarrlok was a 30-something corrupt politician and Korra was a teenage girl without a friend in the world who could save her. All she had was him.

The man knew how it looked. He knew how it felt. Tarrlok was filled with immense guilt and self-loathing because the ugly truth of the matter was that he was happy. 

His insane older brother was holding both of them hostage and all Tarrlok could think about was that it delighted him and turned him on that Korra liked him now. This gnawed at his conscience.

Tarrlok hadn't even needed to manipulate Korra much for her to warm to him. As days passed, the Councilman watched with dismay as the Avatar lost more and more of herself.

Gone were the days when Korra would grumble disinterestedly when Tarrlok arrived at her cell.

Now, she was excited to see him. The two had even fallen into a routine. The Avatar would lay on the floor of her cell, some combination of miserable and bored, until he appeared.

Then, like a light, her cyan blue eyes would brighten. Korra would immediately sit up and face Tarrlok, smiling up at him easily. She was grateful for his company. The sense of self-satisfaction this brought about in the 37-year-old made him ill.

It wasn't right that a beautiful 18-year-old girl could be molded like putty in the palm of his hands. If he made a move, Tarrlok knew with certainty that Korra would not resist. Thanks to his sick older brother, the Avatar had very little resistance left.

A sigh of longing escaped him and his manhood thickened.

Yes, Tarrlok imagined it vividly... Korra would at first blush naively and then take the lead, removing her clothes as she released her shame. The Avatar would at last submit to her desires and melt into his warmth, reciprocating his touch or at the very least, welcoming it eagerly.

Bile rose in him. No, he wouldn't... that was wrong and he knew it. This broken, waif of a girl was not the same fiery and headstrong Avatar Korra he had known.

Tarrlok wanted to make things right, somehow. He wanted to save Korra, not take advantage of her vulnerability while his brother held her captive.

Every day, he worried for her.

The Councilman was especially concerned about her mental state. It was painfully unnatural for the Avatar to regard him with anything more than irritation or contempt. Then again, he supposed that the many weeks of imprisonment had changed them.

Tarrlok hoped that maybe, in time-his nose wrinkled in disgust with himself. The thought was selfish but... it lingered in his mind.

Could Korra come to love him all on her own? Would she?

Even if the Avatar fell head over heels for him because she had no one else, that meant something, right?

Tarrlok sighed, feeling pathetic. He was pathetic in here. Unfortunately, so was Korra.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          They are so tragic!

        








15. Chapter 15

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra reflects on her life as Amon's prisoner.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Amon likes to play with his prey before going in for the kill.




    
    Whenever the light hit her eyes each morning, Korra frowned.

It was the start of another day in her life as a prisoner.

After a month of complete isolation, Amon had settled her into a new routine. After breakfast, he would walk to her cell and spend time with her. This typically spanned at least three hours, sometimes less and sometimes more.

After that, she had lunch and was accompanied by a female Equalist guard to shower.

Then, Korra spent time with Tarrlok.

Amon typically allowed them up to five hours a day to speak with each other through the bars of her cell. The two usually also had dinner together. After that, she went to bed and the regimen began all over again. Korra hated every minute of every day in her rotten prison cell but was beginning to numb to it.

Despite not saying a word to Tarrlok about speaking with Aang and her other past lives in the Spirit World, she assumed that he had said something to Amon about her glowing eyes and meditation stance.

At least, that would explain why the Equalist leader now kept her time on a tight leash. He was afraid of the rebellion that could arise from her spiritual potential. Good. Korra felt powerless but Amon fearing her abilities was to her advantage. Aang's words echoed softly through her, no matter what Amon did to her, she was still the Avatar.

She bit back a whine of sadness at the memory.

The Avatar was too afraid to meditate again. The decision had been an easy one when she was completely alone in her prison cell but now, Equalist guards roamed freely. Sometimes, Korra even noticed them adjusting cameras. She wondered if the cameras were a new development or... if they had always been there and she just never noticed.

How much of her did Amon see? How much had he seen? The thought made her shiver. Spirits, the pervert probably watched her bathe!

But if he did, what could she do about it? It set her teeth on edge to know that the answer was nothing.

Today, Korra awoke surprisingly early. The realization made her smile.

While the Avatar hated her new life as a prisoner, she also clung desperately to the few moments she had alone with her thoughts before Amon arrived at her cell.

Korra sighed. What could she expect from her jailer today?

Some days, Amon would go on and on about how incredible the Equalists were, how he had won, and how she was a spoil of his victory.

It unnerved her whenever the man used language like that, but Korra tried not to linger on the implications of his words.

She knew that at some point... he would try something with her. After their first encounter, it was obvious that he, like Tarrlok, wanted her.

Amon, however, also hated her.

Korra just hoped that the man's hatred for her would beat out his attraction.

Of course, she wasn't naive about what her future likely held while she was imprisoned. Korra just... didn't want to think about it.

Other times, Amon would talk about conflicts within his inner circle.

This intrigued her and he had taken notice. Korra would hang on his every word when he spoke about this, hoping that the Equalist leader would slip up and reveal something that could help her escape. Unfortunately, he never said anything of substance.

On those days, Korra felt like Amon's therapist.


  "The Lieutenant is too sassy, Hiroshi Sato is too bossy, and female Equalist guards won't leave me alone now that I have overthrown the Bender Establishment!"


Wah wah wah. Korra could care less.

Much of the time, it seemed like Amon was puffing out his chest to impress her.

Korra didn't know if it was true that female Equalist guards were throwing themselves at Amon. However, the way he spoke of those guards with reproach and closely watched for her reaction when he did, struck her as odd.

Either way, Korra didn't care.

What she took notice of was what the man didn't say. Amon never mentioned anything about Tenzin and his family or her friends. Amon never even mentioned benders or the fact that he was equalizing the benders of Republic City en mass.

Though Korra supposed that was what the man must have been doing all day when he wasn't talking to her or Tarrlok or making smug, self-important speeches to broadcast across the city.

It annoyed the Avatar that she was forced to listen to his speeches through speakers placed throughout the prison. Though, Korra knew it may not have been a choice made to intentionally spite her. After all, his sycophantic Equalists worshipped the ground Amon walked on.

Korra supposed it didn't matter.

Her growing apathy, however, was beginning to scare her. Especially when, on some days, Amon would come inside of her cell and do odd things.

Sometimes, the Equalist leader would stare at her for hours, pace around her cell but never speak, or caress her body in chaste but intimate ways.

At first, his behavior unnerved her, but as time passed, Korra lost her spark of outrage.

She didn't feel like the Avatar anymore, despite the reassurance that she was from Aang and her past lives before him.

It had been weeks since she spoke to Aang and... Korra was losing herself.

She barely felt like a person anymore. The girl was just Amon's prisoner now. It filled Korra with desperation.

Worse yet, Korra hated herself because she knew that desperation was exactly what Amon wanted her to feel.

The realization crashed down on her like a wave and she whimpered miserably.

She felt like a failure of an Avatar, maybe this was what she deserved...

Suddenly, the familiar click of heavy boots filled her ears. Korra exhaled tiredly, it was time for the show.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Mature content next chapter next but it is more dark than erotic.

        








16. Chapter 16

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon sexually intimidates Korra. He is horny, pathetic, and struggles with the concept that maybe... he has feelings!

          
Notes for the Chapter:Darker mature Amorra content coming up next chapter. Initially, 16 and 17 were going to be one large chapter but I decided to break it up. More to come!




    
    "Good morning, Avatar. Did you rest well?"

The girl glowered at him. "What do you think?"

Amon ignored her. "Nevertheless, we are doing something different today, Korra."

At the sound of her name, the Avatar stiffened.

His cold eyes narrowed at her but behind the mask, he grinned.

"I think it is time that I revealed myself to you."

Korra froze in place and her eyes widened in mute horror.

Amon chuckled.

"No, Avatar... you are far from ready for that." He paused, "yet."

His words did nothing to ease her worry and the girl stared up at him like a deermoose in headlights.

Amon drank in her fear for a long moment and then wordlessly, removed his mask.

After he pulled down his cowl, Korra's jaw dropped.

"Y-you!"

"I what, Avatar?"

The Equalist leader watched the girl's face go through a journey of surprise and rage, before settling on despair. "I knew you were a liar..."

Amon smiled at her indignation. "Did my brother not inform you of who I am, Korra?"

She gritted her teeth. "Tarrlok told me exactly who you are, Noatak."

Korra's cyan eyes flickered to his pale blue and hardened with unflinching determination. The Equalist leader suppressed a laugh. The Avatar, too, was lying. He could feel her heart rate reverberate in his ears like a drum.

"Acting tough is of no use to a bloodbender, Avatar."

The veneer of her strength cracked and she faltered backward. "What?"

Amon shook his head as he strode towards her. "It appears my brother has made a miscalculation. Allow me to correct that, Avatar."

He crouched before her with a measured, blank expression. Korra's lips parted as if to scream but made no sound. Her terror was palpable. The sight of it brought a hidden, powerful pleasure to his loins. Good, he wanted her scared.

His hand reached out and firmly gripped her chin, forcing the Avatar to look up at him.

"I can tell when you are lying and I can tell when you are afraid. I can feel the blood coursing through your veins and I can feel the contraction of your every heartbeat from a mile away. I can enter your body," he paused to watch her young face freeze in horror, "I can be inside of you at any moment. I could be inside of you right now, without even lifting a finger, Korra."

Without much preamble, the Avatar fainted.

Amon blinked in shock at her reaction and then heaved a heavy sigh. He bent down to Korra slowly, and delicately, placed the girl's limp form in his arms. The Equalist leader cradled her head gently, unconsciously stroking her dark brown hair, as he used bloodbending to assess her body for any injuries.

After confirming that Korra was fine, Amon drew a deep breath. He stared at her reverently, awestruck by the power his words held over the Avatar and her striking beauty. Slowly, and with the same hand that cradled her head, he caressed her cheek.

His other hand held Korra's jaw and cupped it gently. Amon shuddered at the contact and flushed. Within a matter of seconds, a thickening in his pants became achingly apparent.

He exhaled sharply, painfully, and willed away the stiffness in his pants.

Spirits, that was pathetic. Amon glanced at his softening bulge and frowned. His cock ached from being bloodbent, not for the first time, and his eyes narrowed.

His erection was a physical reminder of his weakness. Painful memories from his childhood suddenly flashed before his eyes and Amon grimaced. He had vowed long ago that he would not allow anyone to make him feel weak again. His jaw clenched uncomfortably; never again.

However, the Equalist leader could not take his eyes off of the unconscious Avatar.

His fingers traced small circles on the soft skin of her cheeks as a powerful yearning coursed through him. What was he going to do with her? What was he going to do with Korra, the girl who vexed and aroused him so.

Korra, the girl born blessed with incredible, unrealized power at her fingertips, while he had been cursed with it. Korra, whose prodigious talent flourished under the guidance of warm, nurturing hands, while his formed through hateful, closed fists. It was painfully unfair... The Avatar had been bestowed privileges, honors, and titles without merit, while 'Amon' had formed from the desperate desire of a teenage runaway to become something; to become someone else.

Equalizing Korra would eventually reveal to her the truth of his movement. The Avatar was no better than anyone else and now, she was no different. Bending was a disease that enabled abuse and inequality and she, like every bender, needed to be cleansed. Removing her bending had been a mercy and one day, she would come to understand.

Amon watched the steady rise and fall of Korra's chest with every breath that she took and felt something foreign stir inside of him. The most powerful person in the world was merely a teenage girl, who was sleeping soundly in his arms. The Avatar was the Avatar no more and now, she was vulnerable and entirely at his mercy. Yes, Korra had certainly been something, been someone special...

The thought gave him pause. Was he feeling... guilt? No, the Equalist leader shook his head, of course not!

His revolution would not have succeeded without equalizing Korra. If her bending remained intact, she would have a posed too dangerous a threat. The Avatar was a symbol of hope to benders across all nations and so, he had no choice but to conquer and cage her. No bender was spared equalization with the exception of his brother.

Amon was steadfast in his political principles and while he should have simply killed her... the girl who stood in his way happened to captivate him. Korra was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen but more importantly, she was the only person who could match him in power. Their opposition was inevitable but their union was destiny.

The power to dominate, possess, and remold the only person who could ever be his equal was... more arousing than he cared to admit. The Avatar was the ultimate prize and through his victory, Amon had won her.

A sour feeling crept in his stomach and he frowned. His heart rate increased, his ears began ringing, and an uneasy feeling suddenly spread through him. Then, a voice that sounded much like his own, spoke to him: Is having the Avatar worth all the suffering you have caused her? Korra is just a girl... Will the life you have planned with her ever be enough?


  No.


The Equalist leader bristled against the unwanted thoughts. The ends justified the means and... he was not sure what more there was to want from the Avatar.

Amon quieted the voice in his head and gazed at the sleeping girl in his arms. He smiled at the expression on her face. For once, the Avatar looked relaxed and peaceful. His fingers pressed into the girl's face roughly and she let out a small, breathy cry.

The sound made him groan.

Mine, Amon thought, all mine. The feel of her body against his was electric, intoxicating, and filled him with a dark desire. Images of their future flitted through his mind in a lusty haze.

The girl was on the precipice of breaking. Korra was trapped with him, exactly where he wanted her to be. She was so close... The seeds he planted in her had taken root and were growing in the form of her submission. Now, Korra was merely a bud, but soon, she would accept her place and bloom.

The Avatar would think and feel and believe all of the things he wanted her to, in due time.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          To clarify, Korra already knew Amon was a bloodbender, she was just afraid, didn't know what to say, and did not know (a. he could detect when she's lying and b). just how powerful he is. This is intentionally unclear as this is written from Amon's POV.

        








17. Chapter 17

Summary for the Chapter:
            Amon wrestles with his desire and hatred for the Avatar as Korra has an erotic nightmare.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW for non-consensual touching




    
    Amon gazed at the Avatar in his arms wistfully.

The Equalist leader placed a firm hand on the top of Korra's head and pet her hair gently. His thumb flitted across her forehead and the sensation made him inhale deeply. With each stroke of his large hand against her dark brown locks, Amon felt the chi paths in her body that he had severed. The reminder of his ability to permanently alter the girl's body with just a simple press of a thumb to her forehead was intoxicating. He had altered her, and now, Korra was forever changed.

As he continued to stroke her hair, the Avatar elicited little ahhs and hmms.



Good pet, he thought darkly. The sounds of pleasure Korra made were automatic and unthinking responses to his touch... Amon smiled.

It could be like this all of the time, he knew, in another life. The Equalist leader hummed thoughtfully, his deep baritone echoing through the bars of Korra's prison cell. Another life... where the girl in his arms was already without power while he fully retained his own. A life where possessing and owning her publicly went without consequence.

His imagination wandered.

Korra, without her Avatar status, would have merely been a naive teenage immigrant to Republic City from the South Pole. Similar to Tarrlok. Amon tensed at the thought, guilt flooding through him, and then quickly pushed it away.

He closed his eyes and exhaled deeply.

Korra would have been a worthy match and political prisoner even if she were not the Avatar. Having the niece of the Northern Water Tribe Chief and daughter of the prospective Southern Water Tribe Chief in his custody would have had both of the Poles at his mercy...

The thought made him smile.

Being Northern himself, Amon was confident that he could have convinced Chief Unalaq to arrange their marriage for the sake of peace. With one simple lie, Korra would be his. The Equalist leader and his cause would always prevail and crush all who stood in their way. He could only imagine the look of devastation on Korra's face upon learning of her uncle's betrayal... it brought him immense satisfaction.

She would cry and scream and thrash about at the news of their marriage, but ultimately, concede for the greater good. Amon imagined her whimpering sadly as he placed a betrothal necklace around her neck and tied the ribbon. You have become mine now, he would say, and Korra would hang her head in shame. The girl would deflate miserably, knowing that for the rest of her days, a weight would rest at the hollow of her neck, a permanent reminder of to whom she belonged.

After all, without her bending, Korra was just a girl. Without her bending, she was powerless and at his mercy. Without her bending... she was nothing.

A smile twisted on his face as Amon opened his eyes to the present. The weight of her, of Korra in his arms, became apparent and he sighed in contentment. Beautiful and mine. The Avatar breathed softly and continued to lay still, sleeping peacefully in his arms.

Amon caressed Korra's face gently and shuddered, once more losing himself in the fantasy.

The Equalist leader would relish the girl's futile struggle against him for as long as she put up a fight. Korra was a fighter by nature but eventually, even she would give in. Like anybody else, she could be broken, and he fully intended to break her.

Korra's tears would balm his weariness and her sadness would soothe his soul. Once he had her, it would only be a matter of time before the fire at the core of her being suffocated. Amon would break her down until there was nothing left, and once Korra was broken, build a vacuous obedience and passive compliance in her.

That would be easily achieved through sexual conditioning. Amon had full confidence that bloodbending the girl to orgasm, after orgasm, after orgasm, would quickly turn Korra into putty in the palm of his hands.

The girl would accept her new role in life as his wife and eventually, warm to him. Perhaps... she would even come to love him. That too, would come in time. Good things happen to those who wait, and Amon was a patient man.

As the daydream faded away, he sighed.

Avatar or not... the girl was truly something to behold. His eyes settled on her young, beautiful face softly as he felt the gentle rise and fall of her chest against him. In that moment, Amon knew only one singular truth; Korra belonged to him. In every time and universe, he would find a way to have her.

Suddenly, irritation prickled through him and Amon grunted. His body tensed. Still, he despised the Avatar.

The Equalist leader clenched his eyes shut and with a gruff frustration, began to trace her jawline and full lips. Sightless, he savored the pure sensation of physical contact. Her bare skin against his. Korra, Korra, Korra...

He imagined moaning her name as she writhed beneath him. The thought made him groan with longing as his fingers slowly stroked the soft planes of her face. Suddenly, the Avatar stirred. Amon froze in fear for a moment and then smirked.


  "Ahhh, mmm."


Korra was moaning.

The girl twitched against him, her breath hitching in response to his light touches. His smile widened.

"Amon, sir?"

The Lieutenant called to him from behind and Amon exhaled slowly.

With a practiced efficiency, he pulled his cowl up and pushed his mask back down. He stood to face the Lieutenant and cleared his throat.


  "Yes?"


"I, um..." The man's eyes darted nervously between Amon and the Avatar. "Your lunch is ready, sir."

The Equalist leader nodded. "Very well, you may leave."

The Lieutenant inhaled shakily and then bolted. Amon sighed. His second-in-command would surely walk on eggshells around him for the rest of the day, like a child who had accidentally walked in on an intimate moment.

Amon paused thoughtfully. Perhaps, he had.

The Equalist leader smiled. The Avatar's fainting spell could not fool him... her heart had not been the only place he felt her blood thrumming.

***


  Korra awoke in a pool of blood.



  Panic coursed through her, what was-



  Before she could even register where she was or what was happening, Korra noticed a crushing weight on her chest that was pinning her in place.



  The Avatar looked above her and froze.



  There he was, a maskless Amon, Noatak, straddling her.



  Korra's breath slowed and her cheeks flushed. No, there was no way this was happening...



  The man's lips tugged upward smugly.



  "Avatar, don't act so surprised. My charms seem to have won you over," pale blue eyes bore into her cyan deeply.





  Amon held Korra's body rigid under his cold gaze. 



  Slowly, he moved a large hand to the fabric of her shirt and pushed it up. A moment later, calloused fingertips were grazing down her bare abdomen. Korra grunted out indecipherable, strangled noises. Could she even speak?



  The Equalist leader chuckled as his light brown hands pressed down onto her stomach possessively. Maintaining eye contact as he touched her, Amon's rough fingers slowly drifted below Korra's navel. Her breathing stilled.


"I know your body better than you know yourself, Avatar."  He paused to glide his fingertips lower, dangerously low, and smiled. "I am inside of you, Korra... intimately, and I know where your blood pools."  His lips ghosted the shell of her ear and the feel of his hot breath on her skin made Korra dizzy. Amon's voice lowered to a gravelly, velvety purr, "You desire me."


  Yes... 



  No!





  Korra blushed fiercely as her brain and body fought for control. Her brain felt fried and her body aroused as the Avatar struggled to make sense of her burgeoning internal conflict. Suddenly, Korra was snapped back to the present. She gasped. Something hot, thick, and hard was pressing against her thigh.


  
Notes for the Chapter:
          The italicization of Korra's POV is intended to signal that she is dreaming.

Korra's full dream ended up being over 1k words and while I tried to edit 17 into one big chapter, I just did not have the time and had to break it up. I haven't meant to tease readers about "darker Amorra coming," (again) it just so happens that 16, 17, and 18 altogether are around 5k words, and that is a lot to edit lol.

All that said, chapter 18 will *actually* be the darkest Amorra I have written in "Bent," thus far. Starting from where I left off, 18 is probably going exactly where you think it is.

        








18. Chapter 18

Summary for the Chapter:
            A continuation of Korra's nightmare.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: attempted rape, forced orgasm.




    
    
  Amon's erection pressed into Korra's thigh and her breathing stuttered.



  No!





  This had gone too far, this was not happening!



  Adrenaline flooded through the Avatar as she tried to fight Amon. However, with his psychic bloodbending, she couldn't. Korra flailed and flailed furiously, knowing that she couldn't win against him, but... she had to try.





  Korra was not just going to lay there and let Amon violate her, right? She whimpered miserably. Why was this happening, why was he doing this, why was he doing this to her? Did the Equalist leader lust for her more than he hated her? Was his assault of her an expression of that hatred? The Avatar didn't know but felt a piercing fear that cut straight to the bone.



  Korra needed to get out of this. She didn't know how but... she needed to get out of this!



  For Spirit's sake, she was the Avatar! Even if Amon defeated her, she needed to put up a fight! A soft voice inside of her whispered: 'It's okay not to fight. No matter what happens, it's not your fault.' Korra growled at the thought and shoved it away.



  The Avatar continued to wriggle against Amon as much as she could. Do something, do something, do something, Korra! 'Fight!' was the singular thought in her mind and as hopeless as Korra knew that it was, deep down, she just... had to. She would not give up!



  Unfortunately, Korra's struggle against him only seemed to make Amon harder. Spirits, she wished she still had her bending!



  "You're wrong, Amon!" The volume of her voice rose, "You know that I don't want this!"





  Amon smiled smugly at the Avatar and pressed himself harder against her.



  Korra gasped, shock and embarrassment making her composure slip. "I-if I wanted you, Amon, you wouldn't have had to do all of this to me! A-and just because my body reacts to you d-doesn't mean that I-"



  The Equalist leader simply shook his head. "Your body says otherwise, Avatar. You cannot lie to me."



  Amon shifted on top of Korra and lined his sex up with hers. Her eyes widened to the size of dinner plates. Fear pulsed through the Avatar like a heartbeat and her breathing stuttered to a stop. The only thing that prevented their bodies from joining together was his restraint and the thin fabric of their clothes.



  Korra... could feel it.



  Her body shifted into full-on panic mode and she all but screamed, "I... I'm not lying! P-please, get off of me!"



  Face impassive, Amon appraised Korra's shaking, desperate form. The Equalist leader said nothing and for a long, tense moment, silence passed between them. Amon broke it with a guttural grunt as he ground his body against hers punishingly. Then, the man simply stared at Korra, drinking in the sight of her, frozen and powerless beneath him. Amon grinned as a darkness glinted in his pale blue eyes.



  Korra blinked in horror when she realized what was happening.





  N-no!



  Amon was shallowly thrusting his cock against her entrance and despite herself, Korra let out a low, strangled moan. The Equalist leader was only one hard thrust away from penetrating the Avatar.





  The man stared at Korra intensely. His eyes were half-lidded and hazy with lust, while also managing to be crazed and hungry.



  For a moment, Korra wondered, 'What do you want from me?' But the Avatar already knew that the answer was: 'Everything.'



  The familiar, deep rasp of Amon's baritone broke her out of her reverie.



  "You can feel it... and you like what you feel. I can make you feel so, so good, Avatar. I can make you come until you scream my name in rapturous pleasure. You want to feel good, don't you, Korra?"



  Silence.





  The Avatar flushed a deep red.





  Korra did... feel it and she felt something. There was a deep terror inside of her that could not be quelled but there was also something else that she could not name.




Korra was afraid to acknowledge the feeling because if she did, then... that would make it real. So overwhelmed  by the sensation of his body pressed tightly against hers that she could not breathe, the Avatar momentarily lost her words. After a beat, Korra collected herself and exhaled shakily.


  "No! Spirits, I, I said no, get off of me!"



  Amon stilled.





  The Equalist leader abruptly got up and off of Korra. "Very well, if that is what you wish, young Avatar. However," he paused and looked at her. There was a glint of amusement in his eyes and something else that she could not read.



  Korra met his gaze with wide eyes as fear, confusion, and residual arousal coursed through her. Faster than she could understand what was happening, all of the air left her lungs. She shivered and then suddenly, her pelvis bucked forward all on its own.



  A blinding, white-hot heat of pleasure crashed down hard inside of her and Korra screamed.



  The Avatar's cheeks grew hot and her breathing labored as she whined helplessly. After what must have been minutes but felt like an eternity, the pleasure finally subsided. Korra frowned as a feeling of shame and defeat burned through her. A cold dread pooled in her stomach as the gravity of what had just happened fully set in. 



  Amon had... brought Korra to orgasm without even touching her. H-how did he-



  Suddenly, Korra's neck craned upward and she was forced to look into Amon's pale blue eyes.



  The man smiled at her coolly.





  "You like the way that I make you feel. It feels good, doesn't it, Avatar?"



  Unspoken words died in Korra's throat.





  No, no, no, yes... fuck you! I hate you, I hate you, I hate you! She said nothing and tried but failed to hold back tears. Humiliation burned through the Avatar to her core and while she could not look away from Amon because of his bloodbending grip, she allowed tears to cloud her vision. I don't want to look at you, Korra thought, as she blinked away hot, embarrassed tears.


"How far the mighty Avatar has fallen. How easily the Avatar comes...  undone by my hand. I will show you the true depths of pain and pleasure. I will make you wish that you were never born and I will make you cry in ecstasy for more. I will make you grateful to be trapped in my web and that you exist, only to be owned by me. I will make you feel all of this at once and so, so much more, Avatar Korra, in due time."


  With that, the man released her.


***

Korra gasped when she awoke. What... what was that?

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          If you have read the second chapter of "Twins?" you may see a connection between the phrasing of Korra's words and Amon's reaction to them.

As I said last chapter, the italicization of Korra's POV is intended to signal that she is dreaming. However, I also imagined the dream as kind of real. In the sense that it is a vision of how Amon could take advantage of Korra if he wanted to. I'd like to think Korra's past lives influence her dreams to communicate and warn her of danger, even if it's in the form of nightmares.

        








19. Chapter 19

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra asks Tarrlok questions about bloodbending and tells him about her dream.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Tw for mentions of attempted rape.




    
    Korra fidgeted nervously in her cell as Tarrlok arrived to see her.

"Hello, Korra." The Councilman smiled at her genuinely and she returned it, trying to conceal her nerves.

The older man's mouth settled into a line. "Is everything alright?"

Amon's words echoed through her mind.


  "Acting tough is of no use to a bloodbender, Avatar."


Korra involuntarily flinched and Tarrlok's eyes widened. "Korra, what happened?" He stiffened, "did Noatak hurt you?"

"No, he didn't hurt me, Tarrlok." The girl looked down in shame. "Amon, he was just... creepier today than usual."

Tarrlok nodded slowly. It wasn't quite a lie but it also wasn't exactly the truth. Korra shivered at the realization that he could probably sense that.

She exhaled nervously. "T-Tarrlok?"

His eyes met hers immediately, brows furrowing in concern.

Korra carefully considered her words. "You really care about me, right?"

The fear on Tarrlok's face melted into a familiar arrogance. "Of course I do, why do you ask?"

The Avatar nodded, "I thought so... I was just wondering, uh," she had no idea how to ask him this. "You would never use your bloodbending to hurt me, right?"

A range of emotions flitted across the Councilman's face. At first he appeared offended, then terrified, and lastly settled on concerned.

"No, never! I lo-" Tarrlok stopped himself and blushed fiercely. He cleared his throat and spoke slowly, "Are you afraid that I will?"

Korra trembled. She had no idea how to communicate that she wasn't afraid of him... as much as what he had the ability to do. Tarrlok, Korra was certain, would never hurt her, but the knowledge that maybe he very easily could, frightened her.

Anger crossed Tarrlok's angular features and his voice rose, "What did Noatak tell you?"

"N-nothing, it's just," she huffed and held her face in her hands. "Amon just scared me. He scared me really, really badly today, Tarrlok."

The Councilman crossed his arms against his chest and eyed her skeptically. "Spirits, Korra, you're shaking! That's not 'nothing.'"

The impatience in his voice grated against her nerves and Korra frowned.

"Alright, fine! You really want to know? Your lunatic older brother told me that he can 'feel the blood coursing through my veins,' feel my 'every heartbeat' from a mile away, and 'be inside' of me without even lifting a finger. I guess I'm just a little rattled, Tarrlok!"

Tarrlok's pale blue eyes blinked at her in shock and he was seemingly at a loss for words. His eyes widened in horror.

"So, it's true then?"

Deep brown skin paled slightly as all the blood drained from Tarrlok's face, but he said nothing.

Korra gulped at his reaction and clenched her fists. "He wasn't lying to me, then. Amon can really do all of that?" Her voice lowered to just above a whisper, "Tarrlok... does that mean that you can, too?"

Devastation crossed the Councilman's face as a tense silence passed between them. Tarrlok lowered his gaze to the floor. "Yes."

Korra felt her breathing slow in terror. "B-but, you would never?"

Tarrlok nodded and gently clasped his large hand in hers. "No, Korra." The older man's face softened at hers. "I would never."

***

As the tension dissipated, time passed between the two as it normally did.

Korra idly wondered if she should bring up her nightmare.

As their time together drew to a close for the day, the Avatar cleared her throat.

"Tarrlok, I can trust you, right?" The words tumbled out of her mouth before Korra could consider how idiotic and absurd a question that was.

Confusion crossed the man's face and he nodded, "Yes, of course you can, Korra."

Her face heated in embarrassment.

"There was um, something else that I wanted to ask you."

The Councilman looked at her expectantly.

"I..." The Avatar screwed her eyes shut and balled her fists. She couldn't look at Tarrlok. "Can bloodbenders force you to be turned on?"

Korra tentatively opened one of her eyes and jumped back slightly at the utter fury on Tarrlok's face. The Avatar tensed but instead of speaking, the man reached for her shoulder through the bars of her cell and held it gently. The pale blue eyes that haunted her dreams now met her gaze softly. "Korra... did Noatak do that to you?"

She hadn't expected that question.

Korra blinked at him nervously. "Honestly, I-I don't know."

A hint of sadness crossed Tarrlok's features and he nodded thoughtfully. "Oh, I see."

She held the hand he placed on her shoulder and tilted her head up at him. "It's not like that, Tarrlok." Korra coughed awkwardly, "I don't... have feelings for Amon."

The man simply stared. "I believe you, Korra."

"I," Korra fumbled for her words, "I had a nightmare. I had a-a bad dream about Amon."

Tarrlok watched her attentively. "What happened?"

Korra dropped her gaze from his. She felt ashamed, embarrassed, and something horrible that she could never name. "Amon almost raped me. In my dream, that is."

Tarrlok froze for a moment and then inhaled a ragged breath. "Spirits... I am so sorry, Korra."

"I asked you about whether bloodbenders can manipulate your body in that way because Amon did that in my dream."

Tension immediately rolled off of him. "Oh."

Tarrlok paused. "Yes, um, bloodbenders can force people to become sexually aroused. It's a very base and sick thing to do, but yes, they can."

Korra wasn't sure if she had the heart to tell him that she felt aroused before her dream, in part because she was unsure if it had been Amon's doing or if her own body betrayed her. Not to mention that Amon had forced her to... orgasm.

The Avatar suddenly scrunched her face up in disgust. Why on earth was she trying to protect Tarrlok's feelings? Korra groaned internally, feeling both conflicted and deeply ashamed. A voice inside of her whispered: 'you know why.'




  No!


"I, um," she decided to change the subject, keeping her expression neutral. "I saw your brother's face today, by the way. Amon took his mask off and showed it to me."

"Oh?" Smugness colored his tone, "What did you think?"

Korra rolled her eyes. "I guess I can see the family resemblance."

Tarrlok smiled at her wryly. "Yes, well, good looks do run in the family. So too, does, uh..." the man gestured vaguely, "A cruel streak."

She laughed out loud.

It struck Korra at that moment just how much she missed the man's old smarmy attitude. A cold dread ran through the Avatar. Oh no.
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Summary for the Chapter:
            Tarrlok confronts Noatak and Hiroshi and the Lieutenant react to finding Amon touching the Avatar intimately.
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  "Noatak, we need to talk!"



  "Whatever about, Tarrlok?" He smiled with a smug satisfaction.



  Tarrlok narrowed his eyes and frowned. "What did you do to Korra?"



  In a matter of seconds, the color of Tarrlok's skin changed from its usual deep brown to a wine-red hue. His brother clenched his knuckles until they turned white.



   Let Tarrlok tire himself out like he always did.





  Amon simply stared at him, observing his little brother clinically, patiently. Tarrlok, the hurt boy who had grown into a hurt man... because of him.



  The thought met him bitterly.


The Equalist leader noted the rapid increase in Tarrlok's heart rate and the ragged, unsteady inhale of every breath that the man drew in. His brother was genuinely horrified that he had hurt the Avatar.  Fascinating.

"I thought that you were avoiding me, are you not, dear brother? Or does your cold shoulder only warm when it concerns our  little pet, the Avatar?"


  "Screw you, Noatak!" Tarrlok almost spat at Amon. "You scared the girl half to death!"



  The unfamiliar venom in Tarrlok's voice gave him pause.



   That was not supposed to happen. Tarrlok was not supposed to speak to him like that! 



  The coldness of his brother's words froze Amon's veins like ice. The Equalist leader broke the awkward silence with a forced cough. "In her dream, Tarrlok, which I had no control over."


"Yes, well, in her   nightmare, Noatak, which you were the cause of!"


  Tension simmered between the brothers in silence until Amon smiled.



  "You're not really mad about that, are you, Tarrlok? You're only angry because I made her cum... and not just in her dream."



  "W-what? I! I-"



  Amon sighed and bloodbent his brother into unconsciousness. Tarrlok, his little brother, would always be second best. Noatak would make sure of it.





  ***


"Hiroshi, did you see that? Our Great Leader was... cradling the Avatar's head in his hands. I think I even saw him stroking her face! What in Spirit's name was he doing?"

Hiroshi sighed deeply.

"Amon, like you and I, is a man. I don't like it either, but let's not rock the boat, Lieutenant. It's possible that you may have misread the situation or... Spirits, I don't know." The Future Industries CEO pinched the bridge of his nose. "I'll talk to him about it. I think our Great Leader will listen to me."

The Lieutenant groaned dramatically. "Alright, Hiroshi. Just, uh, please try to talk some sense into him. After all, you are his benefactor, Amon may actually listen to you."

Hiroshi nodded. "Yes. That's what I am hoping. I'll let you know how it goes, Lieutenant."

The Lieutenant nodded. "Please do."

Pale green eyes and a bright smile flitted through Hiroshi's mind briefly. His eyes unfocused. "Yasuko... one day we will meet again, my love." Some men simply didn't love or appreciate their women in the way he did his late wife. A wave of disgust crashed down on the Future Industries CEO. Hiroshi knew that he would have to tread lightly but... perhaps he could make Amon see reason.

***

Tread lightly, however, he did not.

He may have called the Avatar a whore and Amon a lecherous bastard in the process of talking some sense into him, but... Spirits, someone had to do it!

It was perhaps not his wisest decision.

However, as the Equalist leader's benefactor, Hiroshi knew that he was the only person who could speak plainly to Amon. The Future Industries CEO was the only one who could curse at his Great Leader so brashly and remain unscathed or... alive. Hiroshi swallowed at the dark thought and shivered.

It didn't matter. Hopefully, he could soon break through to Amon and help the man come to his senses.

However... their conversation and his observations of the Equalist leader gave Hiroshi pause.

Amon was undeniably obsessed with the Avatar. Before Korra, Hiroshi had never even seen the man express interest in women at all. He had even briefly wondered if Amon and the Lieutenant were a secret item before the Lieutenant squashed the rumor.


  "He turns every female chi-blocker who throws herself at him down rather brusquely. It's like they... disgust him, somehow, like their insistence of interest in him in the first place upsets him on some deep level. Everyone thinks Amon is gay," the Lieutenant had said in a hushed whisper, "he is just sick, sexually, we think. He has had a hard life though, he lost his parents after all, so we don't ask."


Certainly, expressing interest in a girl less than half his age, let alone the symbol all of the Equalists and he sought to destroy was... questionable.

However, what exactly could Hiroshi do? Amon was his great leader, and as much as it pained him to watch this trainwreck of an attempt at romance or "wooing" of the captive Avatar, it wasn't his place to interfere.


  'It's wrong!'



  I know!



  'It's... wrong...' a booming paternal voice echoed inside of Hiroshi.





  The Future Industries CEO shook his head sadly. He wanted to believe that acknowledging Amon's moral failings was enough.



  'I know...' he thought. But, what could he do?


  
Notes for the Chapter:
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Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra confesses her feelings for Tarrlok.

          


    
    "'Tarrlok is persistent,'" Korra remembered Beifong commenting about the Councilman once. Apparently, the man once filed paperwork for a motion to pass to change a policy in Republic City prisons every day for three months before they finally gave in and passed it.

Tenzin once voiced his anxiety that Tarrlok would begin courting Korra and that the waterbender wouldn't stop until she acquiesced.

"Tarrlok doesn't respect my authority as your ward..." the airbending master said, grumbling that if he were as imposing as Tonraq or represented the Southern Water Tribe, that maybe Tarrlok would back off.

Korra sighed, though the image of her father or any of his friends beating up Tarrlok made her smile.

She idly wondered if Tarrlok would have immediately backed off in his behavior toward her if the man knew that she was the niece of the Northern Water Tribe Chieftain, Unalaq.

The bars to her prison cell suddenly clanged with the accidental impact of an Equalist guard's elbow and Korra was shocked to the present.

No, she thought sadly, Tarrlok wouldn't care if he knew that Korra was Chief Unalaq's niece because they were both Amon's prisoners now.

And... perhaps worst of all, Tarrlok knew that at this point, if he reached out to take her, he would have her.

Korra fought with herself every day about the fact that she was developing feelings for Tarrlok. Or rather, that she already had and was in denial about it.

The Councilman clearly knew, and she was just grateful that he chose not to rub it in her face or cross an uncrossable line. At least, he hadn't crossed any boundaries, yet.

While Tarrlok was a pain in many regards, unlike his brother, he did not relish in her humiliation. Tarrlok also knew that Korra felt humiliated about developing feelings for her jailer's brother. It made her feel weak, pathetic, and unable to control even one single thing while locked in her prison cell.

Korra just hoped... that she would be able to get out of here and soon. She daydreamed about escaping and recalibrating her brain to a gentler world, or at the very least, a world outside of this prison cell.

Unfortunately, for now, it was all that she had, and so too, was Tarrlok.

The Avatar braced herself as she faced the older man outside of her cell, unable to meet his eyes.

"Tarrlok, I have something that I need to tell you."

The Councilman badly concealed a smile. "What is it, Korra?"

Korra clenched and unclenched her fists as she gritted her teeth, feeling utterly demoralized.

"Tarrlok, I... have feelings for you."

Tarrlok's eyes widened, feigning shock. "Oh, is that so?"

The Avatar blushed bright red and hid her face in her hands. She groaned. "It's not like I want to, Tarrlok! I know you're really happy about this, so, stop pretending not to be!"

Korra looked down in shame and Tarrlok put his hand on her shoulder through the bars of her cell.

His pale blue eyes met hers softly.

"Korra," he spoke slowly, "I know that this isn't real, and so do you. I am the only person you have interacted with in the past month who isn't a raving lunatic." Tarrlok paused, his lip quirking up at the jab to his brother. "At this point," an oily smile formed, "I would be surprised if you didn't have feelings for me."

Korra frowned hard.

The Councilman was entirely too pleased with himself. Tarrlok was behaving more like a peacock preening his feathers than a man imprisoned. It struck her then that maybe he didn't even care.

Her nose wrinkled at Tarrlok's insinuation but the energy it required to sustain her anger quickly dissipated. Korra closed her eyes and gripped her cell bars tightly.

"You're right, but..." Korra stared at Tarrlok brokenly, "If it's all that we have now, it is real."

Tarrlok's eyes widened in surprise. He swallowed audibly at her words.

"I," the Councilman paused, "you have known of my feelings for quite some time now, Korra. It feels inappropriate to voice them now but... whatever this thing between us is in this prison, it-it makes me feel alive."

He trained his gaze to the floor. "Believe me, I don't want to lose you, especially not when you've finally reciprocated my feelings for you. But, Korra, if we proceed..." the man looked at her thoughtfully, "I think you should know that I am the same age as your father. I know that you are of legal age in Republic City, but I couldn't help but feel as though I would be taking advantage of you."

Her eyes widened in shock and for a long moment, Korra said nothing.

"You're right to feel that way, Tarrlok," she spoke slowly, "you would be taking advantage of me. But, if we're both powerless and stuck here, does it even really matter?"

Tarrlok said nothing but reached for Korra's hand through her cell bars.

Tentatively, she let him clasp his large hand in hers. "Alright, Korra. You set the pace, you make the rules, and I'll follow."

Korra rubbed her thumb across the back of his hand and nodded. "I-"

Tarrlok looked at Korra intensely and she trembled. "I think that I want to kiss you."

It seemed to take all the restraint Tarrlok had in him to hold back a self-satisfied grin. Anger flashed through her at his arrogance but embarrassingly, so too, did desire. A heat pooled in her stomach and it struck Korra then that she actually found Tarrlok, smarmy smile and all, to be... handsome.

The realization made her stomach churn. No, that wasn't fair! How could she have come to find Tarrlok, of all people, attractive?

After a beat, Korra realized that her revulsion to the man was entirely because of his personality. Tarrlok wasn't... unattractive and truthfully, Korra had never found him ugly. He was just, well, Tarrlok. And she had just told him that she wanted to kiss him. Ugh!

She blinked at the older man in bewilderment and awe. Up close and for the first time, the Avatar noticed small lines of age around his eyes and mouth. Surprisingly, Korra found that she didn't mind this. Tarrlok's face was all angles; a sharp jawline, high cheekbones, and a large, narrow nose with a raised bump at his bridge.

He was attractive and she couldn't deny it. Tarrlok was the physical ideal of a classically handsome Northern Water Tribe man.

Her eyes flickered to his face and there he was, smiling smugly. She withheld a groan, wanting to punch that smile off of his stupid, handsome face, but before Korra had the chance to speak, he leaned in and kissed her. His lips were soft but firm and Korra couldn't help but gasp in surprise at the sudden move.

After a moment, she closed her eyes and relaxed into the soft warmth of his kiss.

Her breathing was shallow but Korra quickly regained control over it. As much as every fiber of her being told her that this was perverse and so, so wrong, she was willing.

Korra just didn't know why... her body was panicking and shutting down like she wasn't.

Tarrlok, ever intuitive, must have sensed her internal conflict and pulled his mouth away from hers. There was a fire and want in the Councilman's icy blue eyes that surprised Korra. The look he gave her was so intense that she feared it threatened to consume her whole.

Suddenly, that fire extinguished and a genuine smile graced Tarrlok's lips. He moved them to her forehead and placed a chaste kiss atop it. The Councilman pulled back from her cell bars and gazed at Korra fondly. But there was something else in his eyes that she couldn't read. Was it... a glint of possessiveness?

It took the Avatar by surprise and her stomach fluttered, the same heat in her rising. Tarrlok raised a brow and Korra realized then that she had been blushing beat red.

"Oh." She looked down in embarrassment.



"If I knew you would react so strongly to a kiss, well," the man made a concerted effort to not sound smug, "maybe I would have kissed you that night we met on Air Temple Island."

Fury raged through Korra that quickly faded into sadness. "D-don't be a jerk, Tarrlok. You know that this is... hard for me."

His pale blue eyes softened at her. "You're right. I'm sorry, Korra."

She placed her head in her hands and groaned in frustration.

Korra had not been ready but. There it was, she kissed Tarrlok. Was it as fiery or as passionate as her kiss with Mako? No, but... an undeniable arousal had stirred through her. The kiss, as much as she hated to admit it, was nice.

Korra feared that this was the point of no return. No, no, no! When had these feelings started forming? Why did she feel this way about Tarrlok? How could she let this happen? What could she do and at this point, who was she?

The Avatar felt more lost than she ever had. Korra felt as though she had fallen into an abyss she had no ability to escape from and maybe... she never would. Tears prickled in her eyes.

There it was, she was gone. The Avatar was lost in Amon's prison and the only life raft she had to grasp onto to keep from drowning was Tarrlok. Maybe Korra had already drowned... and there the Councilman was, stroking her lifeless body with care. The only love, the only care, she feared, that she would ever receive again.
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    The Avatar had finished, came, squirted on his knee, and said his name as she did so. Perfect. She was his, officially, forever. Now, it was time to cement her place at his side.

***

Amon paced the length of his room, back and forth, back and forth, for hours. He was restless and deeply unsettled; a man possessed.

"Avatar Korra had a wet dream about me," Amon said to himself quietly, still scarcely believing it. Perhaps it had been a nightmare? Even better, he thought, the Avatar should be aroused and afraid of him in equal measure.

***

"You had an erotic dream about me."

No question.

Amon tutted with his hands clasped behind his back and chuckled. "How was it, young Avatar, did you enjoy yourself?"

Korra bared her teeth, clenched her jaw, and saw red. For a moment, she wondered if his provocation would cause her to unlock the Avatar state. 'Please.' She pled silently to her past lives, holding her breath in anxious anticipation, and waited for something, anything big to happen. But nothing did. Korra exhaled raggedly, bitter disappointment coursing through her. Their spirits and power did not suddenly flow through her, and despite the souls of one thousand Avatars past dwelling within her, Korra had never felt more alone. Absent of a white glow, the Avatar's cyan eyes cast downward. Her past lives refused to grant her the relief she desperately craved.

Amon's stupid laugh and degrading words swirled around her head miserably but Korra did not shed a tear. She refused to give him that. Instead, she snapped.

"I had a nightmare and you almost raped me in it!" Korra yelled loudly and unflinchingly, consequences be damned.

For a long moment, Amon said nothing.

If he was perturbed, the Equalist leader didn't show it. "I see. I merely assumed because," Amon looked Korra directly in the eyes, "I felt it."

Korra's eyes widened to the size of saucers and she froze. The Avatar paled and then flushed a deep red in utter mortification.


  "I, I!"


She was at a loss for words.

"I hate you!" Korra settled on, huffing as she folded her arms across her chest and physically turned her body away from him.

However, in the corner of her eye, the Avatar caught his penetrating gaze and a mocking, painted smile. The familiarity and the vague sense of... safety Korra had grown accustomed to when she was alone with Amon had suddenly vanished.

In its place was something far darker. Whatever stood before her was neither Noatak nor the Equalist leader she thought she knew. No, it was a tall and imposing masked figure; something distinctively not real. A cold chill ran up her spine.

'He's just a man, he's just a man!' Korra repeated to herself unconvincingly. A man who could make her heart stop with a thought. A man who could freeze the blood in her veins or snap the bones in her neck without lifting a finger. A man who could cruelly puppeteer her body at any moment and render her powerless to stop him. Amon was a man who could have absolute control of her body and make it do anything if he wanted to. If. Korra inhaled a short, sharp breath. Amon was both a monster and a man in equal measure. Becoming a bloodbender had not been Noatak's choice but his use of it as Amon was.

Now, how he continued to use or not use bloodbending was entirely out of her hands.

All that Korra could do was try not to let her fear of him consume her. It was hard. Amon had kidnapped, imprisoned, and numerously tormented the Avatar. Yet... the Equalist leader evoked something from her. Amon was as compelling as he was terrifying and no longer existed as merely the monster who haunted her dreams. No, ever since he met her challenge on Aang Memorial Island, Amon had become excruciatingly real.

The first time that she saw him after infiltrating an Equalist rally had left a strong impression. Despite standing before her in the flesh, there was a dreamlike quality to Amon; he hadn't felt real. Like the huddled masses around her, Korra became swept away by his deep baritone and strong speech. Every word that Amon spoke had a purpose and was meant to inspire. The effect was hypnotic. The Equalist leader commanded the attention of his audience with an ease that the Avatar could only dream of. Amon possessed an unshakeable confidence that unnerved Korra.

'Did the world really need her anymore?' As hundreds of Equalists cheered for her demise, for a moment, she wondered. The Avatar clenched her fists in frustration, grappling with being effectively propagandized while knowing that she was what he was propagandizing against. Underneath the confusion, Korra knew that Amon and the Equalists were wrong. The world needed bending, the world needed their Avatar, and the world needed her.

Now, Korra wished that she still believed that with confidence. When Amon finally became real, it was too late. The Avatar would never forget the eerie and utter calmness in his voice when he told her that he would destroy her... and then did. The desolation, terror, and powerlessness that she felt when Amon removed her bending had been all-consuming. The memory was burned and branded into Korra's mind, forever.

Chosen by the spirits or cursed to become a bloodbender by his criminal father, the masked man drove a powerful fear into her heart. From the moment Korra arrived in Republic City, the threat of him loomed over her like a dark cloud. Amon had a profound effect on her, even before he ever laid a hand or invisible tendril on her body. A sickening awareness suddenly spread through Korra. The Avatar now realized what was happening to her... and it shattered her to her core.

Lost in thought, a familiar, chilling voice snapped her back to reality.

"Do you like what you see, Avatar? You have been staring at me and making faces now for the past 10 minutes."

"Huh?" Startled and embarrassed, Korra quickly whipped her head away from the Equalist leader. She blushed fiercely.

Amon smiled. "The feeling is mutual, Avatar."

Silence.

The Equalist leader cleared his throat. "It appears our time together is done for the day. I only request that you do one thing for me, Avatar Korra."

Korra gritted her teeth. "What? What do you want from me, Amon?"

"I want you to dream of me. Be a good girl and do that for me, won't you, my little Avatar?"

The Avatar felt a rage burn inside of her so hot that she could have sworn it unlocked firebending again.


  Fuck you!


A rush of blood dropped to her loins and Korra stopped breathing.


  No!
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  "What's wrong with that boy?"



  "I don't know, he's weird. Noatak doesn't play with me or any other kids in the village. I've only ever seen him look happy when he's with his little brother."



  "Huh. Strange for a kid to be so antisocial. His eyes are also kind of... intense, why does he stare at people like that?"



  "Who knows, Noatak is a freak."



  ***



  "Wow, how are you doing, handsome?"



  The sound of wolf-whistles filled the air.



  "What a big, strong, Water Tribe man!"


Amon's eye twitched at the memories.

His father transformed a happy child into something stoic, unapproachable, and monstrous. If he could bear the abuse, he could bear the epithets. Yakone compared his training to polishing a diamond to perfection; every punishment and beating was to make him shine. Unfortunately for his father, even a meticulously crafted weapon can turn on its maker. The brutality and force used to shape him proved to be excellent tools on the day that he snapped. To become his father's perfect predator, he would make the man his prey.

He sighed and rubbed his temples tiredly.

Amon never understood Tarrlok. His little brother was subject to the same abuse at the hands of their father and yet, chose to stay instead of leave with him. The younger, weaker brother, Tarrlok clung tightly to the childish notion that his decision to stay was a noble sacrifice for the well-being of their mother. Perhaps Tarrlok had made a noble decision or perhaps he had made a foolish one. Amon refused to sacrifice himself ever again, it caused Noatak enough pain.

He watched his brother grow from afar in Republic City, observing a gentle-tempered boy become a dirty man. The less talented bloodbender, it didn't shock him that Tarrlok said and did whatever it took for the approval of others. Tarrlok became an excellent liar, wearing any mask that suited him to gain political power. The Councilman desired admiration and worship, preening like a peacock when he finally received the attention he desperately craved but had long been denied. His brother became a politician to gain what he felt primally deprived of: appreciation, power, and love. He became a revolutionary to change the world. Tarrlok was a fool. Relying on the approval of others to achieve power was unsustainable and left one far too vulnerable to corruption.

True power needed to be taken by force. Amon was a symbol that cultivated fear from oppressors and devotion from the oppressed in equal measure. Tarrlok built his life from the cage of his childhood, while Amon set himself free.

As a child, a boy whose heart had not yet turned to stone, he knew instinctively that bloodbending would be his ruin. Noatak died in that blizzard so that Amon could live. The hereditary curse that coursed through his veins doomed Noatak to be a forever other, invisibly but painfully marked. Intuitively, children in the village knew, it was as though his otherness permeated the air like a sulfuric stench. His peers stayed away accordingly. 'Good,' he thought, it had been better for everyone that way.


  'He's creepy', they said in hushed whispers, 'there's something off about him, something wrong'.


Amon remembered with a bitter chuckle the time he caught a girl staring at him when he was collecting firewood for Yakone.


  The waterbender could feel the blood coursing through her veins, her every breath, and the fast rise and fall of her chest as her heart pounded loud, nervous thuds. When the girl began moving her tongue to form an "N," he tensed.



  "N-Noatak, hi!"


The boy gritted his teeth and didn't bother to turn around.  "What do you want?"

The girl stammered nervously. "I-I just wanted to say, 'hi.' You seemed... lonely over here all by yourself. I just thought you might... want some company."

"You thought wrong. Go away!"  His words came out more venomously than intended and he immediately regretted them.


  The girl's lower lip quivered and she sniffled, holding back tears. "You know, y-you don't have to be such a jerk! You're always going to be alone, Noatak, if you push everyone who reaches out to you away!"



  The girl balled her fists and stomped away in a huff, but not before angrily muttering the word: "freak!"



  Without thought, Noatak bloodbent the girl's left foot frozen so that she would trip and fall on her face in the snow.



  "Gah!" She screeched and he flinched, releasing his grip on her blood as if scalded.



  The bloodbender watched the girl get up again and through tears, run away as fast as she could. To get away from him.



  Noatak looked at his hands in horror. Blood; crimson red, warm, and coursing through every living being, was his to control. The boy's breathing grew shallow as he processed the totality of this burden. The girl was right, he would always be alone, and maybe... it was safer for everyone that way. The boy stood frozen, noticing at that moment a droplet of blood fall from his nose and onto his small, trembling hands.


He had been small once. What had become of him, of those hands... 

Amon shuttered back to the present.

He was a monster, yes, but was he unlovable? What would the Equalist Leader do for love? He yearned and ached, but did he love? Sometimes, he wondered if he was capable of the feeling outside of the love he felt for his brother.

Amon rationalized to himself that he did not need love, after all, he was a revolutionary, not a romantic.

And yet.

That girl was right. Noatak hardened into a lonely man who would always be alone if he kept pushing everyone away. Unless, of course, Amon smiled to himself, he forced people to keep him company.

The Avatar... Korra. His property, his.

He left the sad little boy that he once was behind him over 20 years ago. Noatak was alone but Amon... had people, Amon was adored, and Amon was loved.

Soon, the girl would come around. The Equalist Leader no longer planned to push her away. Surely, Korra would come to love him, she would come to love him, too...
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