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Summary: 
            But she was here, in his makeshift bedroom on her former island. Sitting on the bed. His bed.
“Avatar.” he greeted her. Every useful thought escaped him.
“Noatak.”
Amorra Week - better late then never

          











Hope and Resilience

Author's Note:
      Am I totally new to the Legend of Korra Fandom?

Yes?

Did I fell in love with a morally wrong relationship?

Also yes?

Did it make me write fanfiction again after almost 10 years?

Absolutely.

Am I an English native speaker?

No - so there will be mistakes (pls inform me about the outrageous once)

Also this one is late for Amorra week, but adult life never lets one do the fun stuff when one wants to.

    


    
    
  Hope and Resilience


 

After the Avatar escaped Air temple Island, they were searching for her relentlessly. Still she eluded them, at most they got some snippets of informationen.  Someone saw the Avatar in an alley, at a food stand, at their mother-in-law cousin's house. All of it leading to nothing. It seemed she abandoned Republic City.

His city. 

But she was here, in his makeshift bedroom on her former island. Sitting on the bed. His bed.



“Avatar.” he greeted her. Every useful thought escaped him.



“Noatak.” 



Heavy silence.

Amon just stared at her. Observing her. Calculating.

She wore an equalist uniform, her hair was disheveled, the mask -she had to have worn beforehand- discarded at her feet.

Her ocean blue eyes were beholding him, like he was beholding hers. Unsure.

He could feel her heart beating loudly.



He moved from the door. Echos of his heavy boots booming through the tense air. He stopped almost in front of her. Still calculating.



“It seems,” his rough voice cut the silence. “ You have spoken with my brother.” 



“I did.”



“And now you are here… Alone?” Amons gaze carefully scanned the room. “ Why?”



Silence again, more tense, more heavy.



“You are a powerful bloodbender, I am a half baked Avatar.” She shrugged, there was a hopelessness in her voice and in the way she was looking through him. “I did not know what else to do.”





Slowly, clothes rustling, she slipped from his bed onto her knees, her blue eyes pleading.

“Please, let Master Tenzin Familie go.” The quiver in her voice pleased him more than he expected. “Please don't rid the world of the last airbenders. Again.”

She hung her head deep, the next sentence barely a whisper: “You can have the city… and me.”



Electricity pulsed through him, seeing the Avatar begging. Seeing  her begging. A tingle lodged in his groin.

Amon always had a weakness for young women. The way their physic was fully developed, but they knew nothing about it. Having the knowledge to show them, to shape them.

This power was always invigorating.



And now he had the most powerful young woman before him.

Kneeling.



He can  have her.

He  will  have her.

He would have it all.

The power to bring equality, the city, his victory. More than he could have ever hoped for.



Korra watched how her fingers nervously twitch over the ground. Waiting for his answer.

He kneeled down, grabbing her chin, forcing her to look at him, at the mask that got the better of her.

Then he removed it from his face, seeing how she -for the first time- saw  him.

The fingers on her chin started to wander. Slowly running over her jawline, down her neck, over the collarbone, stopping on her breast.

He could feel her heart toppling over, her blood rushing through it in an adrenalin filled race.



“Maybe,” his voice almost broke with excitement, “Maybe, if you keep begging so nicely… I am willing to let the airbenders go.” His other hand found the back of her neck, drawing her closer.



Amon pressed his lips on hers with an unusual tenderness. Korra inhaled sharply, trying to lean back, pushing into the bedframe. She could not escape.

He leaned closer, moving his body more and more into her space, his fingers finding her hair, grabbing it to deepen the kiss.



Finally, she recuperated for a small second and that was enough for him to kiss her harder, using his tongue, navigating her onto his bed.



Amons hands started to roam, from her sides to her breast, under her shirt. Small bewildered moans escaped her mouth. 

First she lost her clothes, then he his. He kissed everything he could reach. Sucking her nipples, made her make beautiful sounds.

The moment his finger grazed her folds she gave him a  throaty moan, that seemed to even surprise her.



Then slowly his lips settled between her legs, tasting her.

Deeply.

Korra screamed, bucked and cursed under his tongue. Her hands could not decide between pulling him nearer or pushing him away. Trashing wilder the second his finger started to open her up.



Under the relentless work of his skillful mouth and fingers she yelped and cried in pleasure, reduced to an almost primal body of lust. Slowly falling apart thanks to him.

Amon wanted to draw it out, let her lose herself more, but his patient wore thin and he had to have her.

Before she could reach another peak, he let go. A frustrated huff slipped past Korra's lips. Their eyes found each other again.

Water looking into water.



He slowly started to slide into her, watching her expression change.

First she looked shocked, then confused. Her eyes darted from the place they fused to his face.

Treacherous moans left her swollen lips, as he began to move slowly.

The moment he aimed for the place his finger could not quite reach, her eyes rolled back. She held onto him and pulled him into a fierce sloppy kiss.

Everything felt delicious. 

Soon he lost his patience again and his hips picked up the pace. Snapping deep into her, she started screaming, cursing, moving with him. Her legs drew him closer and with her nails in his shoulder, they finally reached the great abyss.

Catching his breath he placed a small kiss on her temple, 

“Don't sleep now, Avatar. The night is still young.”

 

In the morning, he pondered for a second if he should chi-block and bind her. He decided against it.

In the night he promised her the airbenders would be spared if she behaved and would be good to him. Between bewildered moans, she swore to be at her best.



He enjoyed watching her for a few minutes. She was sleeping, marked by him, her hair in wild knots framing her face. A pictures of his wildest dreams.

He finished dressing himself, locked her in and walked to the conference room.

There was a lot left to plan.

He decided to  not  keep his promise. The airbenders will be equalized in the evening , afterwards Amon would take her bending too.

He knew that this was despicable, but Amon was not a good man. Being a bender, to rid of all benders, using his craft to win unfair fights. Amon was an evil person, he had no illusions regarding that matter.

His way may be vile, but his  goal  was just and good.

Since the way to hell can be paved with good intentions, the way to paradise can be written in blood and pain.



The meeting went by swiftly. His people were competent, planning a rally flawlessly was child's play for them. As he - at the end of gathering- wanted to tell his troops that he had imprisoned the Avatar, one of the lower ranks stumbled through the door.

“Amon, sir” She gulped for air. “ In the night! ...they came in our garb… at the time of shift change… none of us realized…”

Catching breath again, she almost screamed: “They freed the prisoners. The airbenders are gone.”

He froze for a second, then fast, big steps carried him back to his room. Ripping the door open, he only found it empty .

There was no blissful teen laying in his bed. No half naked Avatar nervously waiting for him.



Just a small piece of paper with uncharacteristic neat handwriting.






   7/10 - be less egotistical you fucking pervert. 


 P.S.  

  I don’t beg 
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