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Summary: 
            After Korra's epidemic in the Northern Water Tribe, the spirit portals are open and begin creating new changes. Korra is expected to face any type of danger in order to bring balance - even if that includes reliving the past all over again. Old faces will rise again, and bonds will mend and break.

          







1. Me And The Devil

Author's Note:
      Hey folks. So this is a story I started back in 2014 that I'm trying to find motivation to finish. The first chapter posted below is technically Chapter 19, since I am carrying this story over from my Fanfic account that I barely use anymore. If you would like to read previous chapters to get a better understanding of the story, you may check it out here: https://www.fanfiction.net/s/10060735/1/Pale-Horse

This is overall an Amorra fanfic (AmonxKorra) but this was another way for me to get my creative juices flowing for my own personal use when it comes to practicing writing horror, especially for my own novel. This story I felt was dying, but I'm going to try to be better about updating since I use this site a lot more frequently.

If you're going into this story blind - that's okay too. 

To summarize quickly, Noatak and Tarrlok escaped the boat explosion and Korra came across Tarrlok during her travels. They set out to find the former Equalist in the North, where they come across a man named Shoichi who they later discover, is a bad man. Aside from this, elsewhere in the world there is a firebender cannibal running lose eating people and destroying villages with her partner, who is a skilled water bender. The duo make the trek North and come across the Avatar and company. 

Currently, Korra is out due to a leg injury and is unconscious back at the house where Tarrlok keeps an eye on her. Noatak leaves to investigate the burning village where he is met face to face with the frightening pair. Shoichi ends up escaping, enraging the cannibal and her partner, knocking Noatak unconscious when he is defeated in battle. 

 

And just as with this story, chapter title is based on a song. 

Enjoy!

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=xd9LpME3jnk

    


    
    
  Noatak came to in a dark corner of a room illuminated by dull flames, orange and red hues dancing off the blackened stone walls. The room was enclosed, that much was for certain. A large metal door stood tall with an opening at the top only accessible by the other side. Looking down at his hands and feet, no chains bind him in place. Meaning he is free to roam. Much of the large room is still dark, standing to take a better look around. The floor is all but dirt with no windows to line either side of the solid walls, only two torches lighting both corners of the room. 



  Knowing it was likely futile, Noatak went for the door regardless and to his dismay, it opened willingly. Outside the door it was pitch black, no noise or movement to be seen even with strained eyes. Returning to the room to snatch a torch off the wall, he pushes forward, the flames guiding his way. Before him stands a long staircase that leads up, following it until it came to an end, the flat floor stretching into a long hallway. Cracks line the ceiling above, soft ash tumbling in and cascading the floor with soot beneath his feet. He realizes the entire hallway is near covered in the black and gray remains. The breeze of the night winds enter the halls with a cool touch. The air is warm. 



  
    ‘Fire Nation.’
  
   He theorizes, walking cautiously towards each door to inspect the inside. Some of the metal doors had been boiled down in heaps on the floor before the entrance. Others had been broken down or didn’t exist. Each room was about the same size as the room in the lower level with nothing inside but burned walls. How had he been unconscious long enough to be transported this far? Or was this just a dream? 



  It felt much too real to be a dream. 



  The building didn’t strike him as a usual prison so much as it did a building for either storage or containment. With the remains of what was left of this monument it was safe to say whatever it was being used for did a terrible job keeping something in - or out. 



  Eventually a large room comes into the clearing with four large pillars that hold the ceiling up and dark maroon plastered on the wall like art. The room reeks of death and carnage but there are no corpses to be found. Only a trail of dried blood on the floor and the heavy stench that wafted.



  Sudden movement arouses his attention coming from the exit of the large chamber. He makes use to blend in with the shadows and secure the upper hand before the captor has a chance to. Noatak expects to see the cannibal or her teammate but was rewarded with neither.



  A soft gasp almost gone unnoticed catches his attention the instant the familiar figure emerges from the door, seeing a glimpse of him. How 
  
    foolish
  
   of him to think he could control the situation. To think others wouldn’t get hurt or captured.



  “This is my fault.” The spite rolls off his tongue with a bitter taste once it’s out in the air. Often times this side would show itself. Aside that rivaled Yakone’s personality of self hate projected onto others. Noatak didn’t bother to suppress the crude tone. It didn’t matter anymore. He was already livid with internal rage at his screw up. All the years of precise calculations and years of study and practice spent in the Equalists base of operations and still he failed. Even now most knowledge and memories of information learned began to slip between the cracks of the man's interior, spilling out like a statue that’s been chipped away over the years piece by piece. Not once had there been a life threatening mission since the end of Amon, one that weighed the lives of others and not just himself. A mission that concluded in failure thanks to a genuine lack of perception and underestimating. Amon had fallen and so too had the Equalists skills with it it would seem. 



  
    ‘This is a game to torment me, surely
  
  .’ If this is some type of illusion or dream Noatak wasn’t certain what step to take next or if by some wrong choice he becomes stuck in this nightmare or trans. The fabric on the man's skin feels real enough. Realer than any dream.



  But this was not real. Could not be. 



  The Avatar 
  
    walked
  
  . Certainly he had not been asleep long enough for Korra to recover. In this maze of corridors and broken rooms the thought crosses his mind that perhaps she is here to guide a way out like some spiritual guide. When Korra steps into the light her frame becomes clear enough to make out in the light of the flames. Her face is crusted with dried tears, sunken bags under her eyes and trembling lips. It was plain to see there was more to it than just assumptions. 



  The rage within only boiled more plaguing his mind with dark thoughts that led to the worst possibilities.



  Korra stepped forward but did not speak. She placed a finger over her lip to silence him and ran a hand along his arm, gripping the hem of his cloak and pulling him to the corner and out of sight. Movement roused from the same door she entered through and two bodies stepped forward into the light. The man, he recognized instantly. 



  Shoichi, though much younger with less creases in that tight sharp face of his, entered the room dragging along a heavy object behind him that slid feebly along the floor. He cursed and berated, mumbling under his breath over and over about a failure from a project, tugging along the mangled mess behind him.



  Korra’s breathing hitched and he could feel her trembling fingers through the cloth on his arm, pinching nearly hard enough to draw blood.



  There, pulled to her feet, is what looked to be a young Vinioz, limp limbs and caked in blood, barely hanging on by the cusp of death. The color in her eyes have faded and crust over with defeat. To see this is a different contrast in comparison to the cannibal Noatak had seen before. Here, this girl was utterly broken. 
  
    ‘And so young…’
  



  The two of them watch from the shadows until Korra begins to speak, but before she can utter a syllable Noatak is quick to throw his hand over her mouth, only removing it when realizing her voice does not attract the attention of the man and child in passing.



  “They can’t hear us?” He asks confused.



  “Nor can they see us.” Korra comments, her eyes filled with a sadness that can’t quite be explained. It reminds Noatak of the look he saw many times over from his mother, the look of sympathy. The Avatar turns to face him, her hand still tightly woven into his forearm. “I’ve been here for hours and nothing I’ve said or done has mattered. If this is a dream...I haven’t been able to wake up.” 



  Noatak scans the room once more, taking in the surroundings. If this was some type of illusion they’d need to find a way out as soon as possible. “What was the last thing you remember?” 



  Korra shrugs. “You fixing my leg, I guess. But I shouldn’t be able to walk...right?”



  He nods in agreement. “It may be possible you’ve already been captured and I failed. We may be under hypnosis as we speak. But why would the woman force us to see her own childhood?”



  “Woman? What woman? Do you know the girl Shoichi was dragging?” There is hope in her eyes. She thinks she can by some chance help stop what has already come to pass. But that’s just it - this 
  
    is 
  
  the past. By no actions would they be able to alter it. Noatak had almost all but forgotten Korra was knocked out unconscious before he came face to face with the duo in the village. The last thing she should remember is Shoichi before he escaped.



  “It is not by her doing.” A deep rumbling voice echoes off the walls, contorted and deep. Both benders turn around to inspect but to no avail do they find the object of interest. There is no water to bend or blood flow to sense from the girl beside him, rendering him useless. Bending must not work here.



  Korra steps forward, ready to fight and eyes every corner of the room with caution. Her legs may suddenly work, but to what extent? “Show yourself!” She shouts, hands balled into fists and a fiery passion in her eyes that was all too familiar during their own showdown, a time that felt like a lifetime ago now. And to think how far they had come since. 



  The voice echoes the walls again and both are positive it’s not just them imagining things. “You are in the spirit world, trapped within the same cage as I. When your physical bodies wake you will leave this place, and I will not. The two of you are connected to both worlds, the physical and spiritual. You are here because you sought out answers for which I am granting you.” From the shadows of the room cast in the corner of the walls, shapes begin to bend and mold into beastly forms, taking on the forms of three large grizzly wolves, erect and bulked, standing tall. The first one that steps into the light is larger than its counterparts, its mane bristling with wisps of ash escaping off its fleshy fur. It turns its gaze to Noatak and Korra, eyes as gray as the moon's surface. 



  “What answers?” Noatak questions aloud, eyes still glued to the beasts. He has reason to believe neither of the creatures before him are the one speaking and controlling what’s happening. But if they’re seeing memories…



  “Do you plan to help us bring her down?” 



  The dark voice chuckles and the wolves creep closer, attentively moving back and forth before them as though to put up a barricade or patiently waiting on a command to attack. “No.” It answers. “I want to seperate us.”



  “Separate?” Korra bawks in surprise and confusion. She bites back a gasp at the feel of his hand snaking up her arm, ready to throw or shove her away if need be. These wolves looked at them like they were meant to be food with a hunger Noatak was not willing to sate. “What does he mean?” 



  “Korra, I need you to wake us both up. I don’t know how and I don’t care how you do it. Do it 
  
    now.
  
  ” The tremble in his voice was escaping. The odds were against them. They wouldn’t survive if they didn’t get out now. If his assumptions were right, neither of them would make it out of here with their lives in tact.



  “Noa-”



  “I know who he is.” Noatak grinds his teeth in disbelief. “My mother used to tell Tarlokk and I stories before bed about a spirit who feasted on the flesh of men. An entity that grew in strength bathing in the flames and rising from the ashes...but to think it exists 
  
    inside
  
   someone.”



  He turns to her and her expression is mirroring his own. Panic and fear. “The cannibal and her partner who burned down the village. I wasn’t able to stop them. The woman’s strength and raw power was beyond that of a normal bender...She was burning. Her skin was peeling off everywhere and she acted like it was nothing.”



  “That...That’s impossible. It doesn’t make any sense.” Korra’s face pinched, mouth gaped open in disbelief. The Avatar was attempting to rack her mind around the new information, the next best course of action to get them out alive. But to no avail did a solution come. She was too taken back by the spoken words and belief that such a malevolent spirit could reside in a mere human - though Raava and Vaatu had disproven that point, showing its possibilities successful. Spirits could inhabit humans, just not by easy means.



  Screams then echo from the corridor leading down to the floor below, the girls wail screeching through the night. Shoichi must have locked her away in one of the rooms Noatak had passed by earlier. “I mean to make a bargain.” The voice adds, disregarding the cries and acting disinterested in the sounds. The structure then rumbles from the high pitched screaming, a large tremor coursing through the walls and flooring. Korra almost stumbles but holds tightly to the arm of the man still holding her back. The yelling then goes silent as does the shaking of the building. A silence befalls and the wolves eyes move to the staircase descending downwards, back to where Noatak had first climbed up. 



  The mention of a bargain brought to fruition skepticism. “What could you have to offer us?” Heat rose lightly to his cheeks at the sudden feel of a warm hand slipping into his own, soft and hard with calluses all in the same. The Avatar’s firm grip alleviated to the fact she may have come up with a plan. ‘
  
    Be ready.’
  



  “Peace.” It answers. “My host is formidable. I respect her and our contract both. We are on even ground, helping one another. But should she die, so too will I. Help her defeat Shoichi and no longer will she seek to need my strength. You will no longer need to worry about the tyrant cannibal who burns down cities and nations.”



  “And if we kill you both?” Korra states, clearly a threat. She could hear fragments of the curling voice in the dark rolling off its tongue in satisfaction and amusement from the question.



  “Then you will never know the other side of humanity that has been cloaked in shadow since the dawn of time. There are forces of nature not even you or your predecessors are knowledgeable of, young Avatar. Your text books cannot tell you the decrepit secrets of the what truly binds the spirit world to your own. The monsters that built these worlds stone by stone.”



  “And we will have these answers if we agree to this bargain?” Noatak asks, the wolves moving to their haunches as though called back to attention, the former Equalist trying hard to hide his trepidation so as not to give away their complete defeat. But it was too late. The monster of the night already had them cornered. It made it out to be there was a choice, but should they reject, he considered all too thoroughly that these animals would eat them where they stood. 



  The torches lining the walls flicker brightly, embers cast into the night sky of the broken ceiling opening up to the night sky, rays of the moons downcast reflecting off the stone floor in the center of the room. Something moves out from the corner of their eyes, chunks of charred wall wisping into the air and clumping together to take shape. The size is hulking and massive, towering over like a giant with outstretched limbs caked in ash and burned flesh. Cropped black hair with a strip of maroon in the center hangs over it’s taught jawed face, teeth as sharp as it’s long penetrable claws. 
  
    But it’s eyes.
  



  As black as the night sky and pupils as dark and red as the fresh blood pouring from ones veins.



  The creature draws its clawed hand over the surface of the wall, cracks and crevices glowing alight in deep ambers, the torches growing in size. The light follows along each wall until covering the entirety of the room, basking them in fire and a heat near unbearable.



  “So...Do we have a deal?”


  



2. Mycenaeans

Summary for the Chapter:
            Korra is still unconscious, Noatak has been captured by the cannibal, and Tarrlok is forced to make a choice.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Don't worry guys. After 19 chapters I finally realized I was spelling his name wrong. But I fixed it this time around. :')

 

Theme song chapter is Mycenaeans by Giant Squid. 

https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=vtOrmEKQZQE




    
    
  Tarrlok finds himself thankful to the fact Noatak kept a tv in his room, though very doubtful it was put to use often. After being left behind to watch over a comatose Avatar with not much else to be done aside from waiting and reading, his anxiety got the better of him. The peace and isolation found out here was a rejuvenating breath of fresh air, or at least was - until now. 



  The silence and loneliness could only last so long. He began to ponder how his brother had lived out here alone for such a time with no form of complaints.



  The idea of taking a hot shower before Korra and Noatak returned back home initially placated his mind. Any further plans beyond that were soon shot down at the arrival of his brother, the Avatar fast asleep within his arms as he ushered himself inside, giving little to no explanation as to what was to proceed after should plans go weary.



  But now far too much time has passed and Noatak has yet to return. Desperate for any trace of what was happening, Tarrlok took it upon him to do something productive.



  Deciding to check to see if the old tv covered in dust in the corner of the room still worked, he moves it effortlessly to the front of the bed, hooking up the cords in the back and retrieving a chair from downstairs to sit on. Flicking on the switch, only a blank screen and white noise vibrated through the box. What he saw on the screen was not what he expected. 



  
    Screecchhhhhh.
  



  The video flips on to show a woman on screen, hunched over an object, ripping it apart with ferocity. When she moves to better angle herself, the object of interest is revealed to be a man, severely burned, his innards being torn out from his belly.



  
    “Cut it, cut it!” 
  
  A woman from behind the recording whispers loudly to the person holding the video camera so as not to be spotted from their hiding spot.



  Finally the tv turns over to the woman leading the news channel. Her frame appears unharmed, though face is pasted and mangled in distraught. Her eyes screw and her breathing staggerers, trying to control her nerves. It takes moments before the reporter can muster the courage to finally look straight into the camera and push back fear. 



  “
  
    We’re getting live footage of this... And it’s...it’s terrifying. The woman seems to have begun eating the man promptly after she burned him alive...Spectators are saying it’s the same killer from Republic City.” 
  



  The frightened reporter is unable to draw her eyes away from the scene the moment she casts a glance back over to it. Her lips tremble in a desperate attempt to continue forward, aware she is still being recorded.



  Something happens and the sounds of shouting and yelling increases likely from the villages fleeing the scene in a fit of commotion. 
  
    “Oh thank the spirits,” 
  
  She sighs in relief
  
    . “Backup has just arrived.”
  



  There is a lingering silence for moments, up until the TV turns black due to a loss of connection. Tarrlok sits up and moves to adjust the cords and antenna in an attempt to fix it. After two minutes of fidgeting with the damn thing it finally comes back on, immediately cutting back to the same reporter as before while in mid-speech
  
    . 
  
  He hoped that would be the end of it. That Noatak would walk back into the house unharmed and in tact. Unfortunately, that was not the case. 



  
    “No one can stop her. And oh - spirits, I’m being told now that a Northern tribe man is trying to stop the woman single handedly!”
  



  Tarrlok can’t believe what he’s seeing. The TV reveals a man he instantly recognizes as Noatak, submerged in battle and struggling to keep up with the woman’s stamina. The fight is unlike anything he has ever seen. The woman even more so a plundering mystery of raw power. He feels his stomach wrench at the thought his eldest brother could very well lose not only his life, but his carcass as well, becoming fresh meat to an opponent with an upper hand.



  The knot grows deeper. Tarrlok can feel his knuckles turn white while clenched into fists upon his lap. There is an unsettling sensation that can’t be placed into words.



  The camera angle finally changes and allows for a view of the battle from above. Even with waterbending he knows Noatak is very much out of practice in skill compared to his opponent. His brother won’t be able to last if he doesn’t do something. He turns to Korra, still sleeping. Paying better attention after not having noticed it before, Korra’s eyebrows are pinched, a pained expression along her face and lips that trembled uncontrollably. The first insinuation is a nightmare, so he does what he can to in order to ease her into comfort. Placing a hand on her shoulder, the waterbender softly but assertively shakes her. “Korra, wake up. You’re safe.”



  He wants to help as best he can, seeing as she gave them both a second chance, but he knows the Avatar is least likely to accept his and his brothers amends. Especially if Noatak had anything to do with the condition of her legs. 



  He tried once more, gently rocking her shoulder. Still, she did not stir. 



  Korra’s mouth opened as if to speak, though nothing came out. Only soft murmuring of incoherent words. 



  
    “Oh...Oh no. It...it seems the woman has received backup. Two men have come to her aid just now. One is the waterbender that was last seen with her but the third man is not someone we are able to identify just yet.”
  



  The woman's eyes deceived her. She spoke of help coming to the rescue but the look in her face said all he needed to know. Noatak was outnumbered and was at an even higher disadvantage.



  His brother would likely die if Tarrlok didn’t act right now.



  
    “Where is the Avatar when we need her? Everyone please, stay safe wherever you are.”
  



  Having no more of this, the former politician could sit around no longer and reduce himself to babysitting when his own flesh and blood and the last remaining family member hung on the line. He turns to the Avatar, knowing he is abandoning her and leaving her vulnerable. Somehow the thought does not pain him nearly as much as abandoning his brother to keep some promise. 



  
    “Oh-Okay, we’re getting word that help is on the way. Men are on the scene assessing the situation the best they can.”
  



  Tarrlok watches the TV, nerves shot and anxiousness coursing through his veins. But there isn’t any time to wait on reinforcements. If they did manage to save Noatak’s life, the moment they found out who he was they would surely kill him. Being exposed as Amon and being recognized was the last thing he wished for his brother right after he had found peace of mind out here.



  Bending or no bending, the man comes to a resolution and makes his decision. Tarrlok reaches for his coat, taking one last look at Korra, settled down and finally breathing evenly in a restful slumber, and departs to go fight for the first time in many years. 


  



3. The Future Is Now

Summary for the Chapter:
            After Korra's epidemic in the Northern Water Tribe, the spirit portals are open and begin creating new changes. Korra is expected to face any type of danger in order to bring balance - even if that includes reliving the past all over again. Old faces will rise again, and bonds will mend and break.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Look guys, I'm SO SORRY for nearly abandoning this story again, though I still find reasons to want to come back to it. However, even if this story never meets its end or it eventually does finish after a few more years, thank you all so so much for sticking around on this journey with me. I started this story when I was a teenager and it's been a story 10+ years in the making. As of right now, I've been busy working on pushing to finish my personal books. Once that's done I'll have more free time to return to writing fanfictions again.

But if you also love my OC's in this story, worry not! They will have their own series soon enough. Kama, Vinioz and Shoichi are original characters of mine who I intend not to abandon. So thank you all for giving them such love over the years too. <3 It truly means a lot.

Song title is The Future Is Now by Starset.




    
    
  

  “Noatak!” Korra wailed, shooting upright from the bed in a half daze while panting in sweaty excession. It took her a few moments to catch her breath and recollect where she was, Tarrlok’s sudden jolt of surprise near the bedside with his back turned having alerted her that she was in safe company. The creature disappeared and with it so did her ability to walk.



  “Tarrlok…Where’s Noatak?” 



  Shocked to see her conscious, Tarrlokk quickly pulled up a chair and sat. “Korra? You’re awake? Thank goodness...I wasn’t sure how bad the damages really were…I…I left but then I came back, in case they decided to come here looking for you…” He admitted with shame, looking down at his tensed fists resting against his lap. 



  “I’m alright,” She reassured, scanning the room and realizing she was back in Noatak’s bed again, the familiar scent of him encompassing her body within the furs once more. Korra shifted to stand and was reminded of the searing pain of her immobile legs. There was no luck of immediately walking just yet. Noatak was in danger and she needed to help. And if what Tarrlokk said was true, that must mean that the cannibals had made it here already while she'd been sleeping.



  “But Tarrlok please, your brother is in trouble. You have to help him.”



  “I already know that,” Tarrlokk answered back solemnly, his gaze wandering to the now black screen in the corner of the room. Korra realized the severity of the escalated situation as it started to sink in. How there was no doubt it must have been aired on the news about what was going on. “He decided on his own that he was going to take on the enemy alone after he brought you here. He didn’t give me much of a choice in the matter and took off very quickly. I started to go after him…but then…” And they both knew the rest.



  Korra knew it must have been difficult to make that big of a decision when it came to immediate family. Deciding that the safety of the Avatar was more important than his brother falling in battle wasn’t something she would have expected from him after all these years. 



  Dreadfully, she asked the words while already knowing the answer to them. “Then…Does that mean you're still going after him?” Though she needed to know for certain that the man was still alive and well, she didn’t enjoy the idea of allowing Tarrlokk to throw himself in harm's way either. If only she could move her legs, she’d be sprinting out of the bed and straight into town to save everyone. But she also knew that if she was strictly bedridden she could still defend herself well enough from any intruders thankfully. Scornfully, Korra wished she had played out the fight with Shoichi in a smarter way and she might have still been walking right now. 



  Right now when the North Tribe needed the Avatar most, she wasn’t there. Incapable of lugging her body there and doubtful she could convince the former politician to carry her on his back there, Korra felt useless but thankful her enemies stepped up to protect what she couldn’t. 



  Looking down at the floor, Tarrlokk crossed his arms. “Yes. There’s no other option. I have to. He’s all that I have left. Bending or no bending…I can’t let him fall into their hands. Whether they know who he is or not or simply kill him, both are outcomes I don’t want to think about. And I’ve let too much time pass waiting here doing nothing. I have to go. If not for my brother, then all the other people they plan to kill until they get what they want.”



  Seeing as he was right, Korra knew he had no time to waste in leaving to aid him if what he said about the killers was true. Both she and Noatak had had their run in with Shoichi, but facing the cannibals alone after their last fight..She gravely worried over Noatak’s life. The same went for Tarrlokk, about to throw himself into the fire as well alongside him. “Then before you leave…Please…Don’t let yourself go out there defenseless. If Noatak alone with his bending isn’t able to beat them, your odds aren’t going to be much better. At least take some type of weapon with you.”



  Tarrlok extended outstretched empty hands. “An entire police squadron couldn’t even take them on with their bending…What’s a measly knife going to do for me?” He said the last part quieter, grimacing over the idea of what may yet come to be. Tarrlokk didn't necessarily find himself scared, but after coming so close to death out in the open ocean alongside his brother, he found it within himself that he still had more of life to live and experience. Death would not stop at Tarrlokk's doorstep just yet. He had to face the problem, even if he knew his chances were slim. 



  Korra adjusted her place in the bed and sat further upright, motioning for him to come over. “Before you go, I have to tell you some important information that might help you.” Not so reluctantly at first, Tarrlok made his way next to the bedside of the younger woman and then pulled up a chair, sitting on it backwards. 



  “…What?” He tried not to seethe through his teeth in question, but his patience began to wear thin, too many thoughts plaguing his mind. Thankfully, Korra ignored the rising tension and proceeded to her point. She established what had happened while unconscious and what had been said up until the point of her awakening. Even the parts about Shoichi and her leg and the malevolent spirit inside the cannibal, catching him up-to-date with the current events. 



  “And? Did you make the deal?” Tarrlok pressed adamentally, knowing that there remained more at stake than originally anticipated which set the matters at hand into a whole new playing field. 



  Korra shrugged in defeat, her voice solemn. “I woke up before either of us answered back. And I can’t know for sure if he’s still in there…or if he gave it an answer or not. But Noatak wouldn’t easily make deals with a thing like that unless he knew he had some advantage. Or was pushed into a disadvantage.”



  “Do you think my brother would have done it?” Tarrlokk asked. “Made a deal with it?”



  Korra looked down at her hands folded together in her lap on the bed then shrugged again but very lightly and began drawing off with her words. “I…wouldn’t doubt it…”



  Tarrlok sighed and unfolded his arms, rubbing his temple stressfully. “It’s as I suspected then. Things are much more grim than we had thought. And Noatak could be in even greater danger while he’s rendered unconscious.” Without any more questioning, the man stood from his place on his chair and began to gather his coat and things. “Korra, thank you for telling me all of this. I don’t know if it will give me an advantage in battle, but I do know I have to do something. I can’t just sit here at home and hope he comes back.” 



  Korra understood, nodding. She still fumbled with the sheets of the blankets beneath her hands, anxiously worried about the older brother and if he would survive. It seemed so foreign now, the feeling of fear of Amon. Her worry for Noatak’s well-being masking and overshadowing it entirely now. All she wanted to know now is if he would make it back to them. And selfishly, perhaps to her, if not just for the sake of being the Avatar as her advantage.



  “One last thing before I forget,” Korra piped up despite the pain on her leg taking a toll on her body, exhaustion threatening to take her under again. “I think that spirit is what gives her the crazy abilities. And it has to be linked to why she eats people…Be careful.”



  Tarrlok listened intently and then nodded in understanding.”I’ll do what I can with the information,” he gave a quirky smile. “And hopefully not get myself eaten.” 



  “Thank you…And good luck,” she smiled, the corners of her mouth twitching and giving away the facade. The man knew the Avatar had grown adaptive to his older brother in the short time that she had been here, but perhaps Noatak had a stronger hold on her emotions than Tarrlok had begun to think.



  “I will return,” he promised, disappearing out the bedroom door. When Korra heard the sound of the downstairs front door opening and closing, she knew fate now rested in his hands. Quietly, she hoped within herself for both of their safe returns, feeling helpless at her immobility to do anything. It would have to be enough. For now, she let sleep take her once more.



   



  



  Tarrlok stood before the smoking city with its black clouds filling the sky above and any inkling of a spirit portal that once was had now become completely overshadowed. His brother was in this mess somewhere and he had to find him quickly. The television gave way to very little information, given the overcompassing ruble fallen amongst the town after its structures fell to ash or simply within itself. All the familiar faces and places he once knew as a child became a mystery to him now whether they remained or succumbed. Without bending, how could he defend his brother or the helpless people still stuck within? 



  Overthinking too much, Tarrlok pressed on nevertheless, the heavy snowfall drifting downward from the mountain and still heavy on his eyes, right up until the smoke hit. Squinting, he wiped away the soot with his sleeve and continued on. Faces unrecognized fled past him in a hurry, people screaming and wailing at the carnage that befell a once seemingly calm town. In the pursuit of danger, he followed the trail of people exiting the scene. The last to pass him happened to be the reporting journalists and their cameraman, locating the exact place he needed to be. Unfortunately however, he was far too late.



  Noatak looked unconscious and badly beaten up by the looks of it, his slumped and tied up body dragged along in the snow by a man with rugged black hair. Standing alongside him in conversation looked to be someone he recognized - Avatar Korra’s friend, Mako, and a woman covered in blood he only recognized from the screen at home. The cannibal duo.



  But what was Mako doing in their company, helping to haul off his brother? The last known sighting of him was his capture as a prisoner. Mayhaps he decided to join forces with them, considering they didn’t have him tied up and he seemed to be complying with their actions. 



  Nevertheless, Tarrlok did not plan on taking the risk of guessing affiliations. He was his own one man team right now.



  “Hey, you!” He shouted out to the trio, catching their attention as each one came to a standing halt and turned around at his voice. This could be one of the stupidest ideas he’d ever come up with or one of the most brave. Either way, he knew he needed to pull off an elaborate scheme if he expected to fight off three benders against one non bender. “Where is it you’re planning on taking that man?”



  “Former councilman Tarrlok.” Mako commented, folding his arms over one another in mutual surprise. He should have expected Tarrlok to come out of hiding if his brother were to be involved.  Though Mako didn’t seem in the least bit phased to be associating with these criminals from an outside perspective either.



  “Ah, the more renowned and famous one,” Vinioz spoke, also recognizing the second youngest brother just like she did the older brother. “Have you come to be a hindrance to me as well?” Her sneer was evident and not well hidden. Noatak’s body looked limp, but he still breathed air into his lungs based on the movement from his chest slowly rising and falling. He was likely in a manner of a deep slumber, Tarrlokk deduced. But there were parts of Noatak's body that were scorched, likely due to the cannibals.



  The blood smeared along the woman’s clothes led him to believe she was the main culprit as well, given the man dragging Noatak looked practically unscathed. A water bender? His shaggy black hair and onyx eyes may have alleviated that he was a fire bender had it not been for the ice escaping from his fingertips down to Tarrlokk’s sibling he was dragging.



  “Only if you don’t release my brother,” the ex-bender warned, hands raised, posed and ready to fight. Kama chuckled but Vinioz remained silent. Mako didn’t bother saying anything either. Tarrlokk very much doubted that the young firebender would intervene if he knew any better. 



  “Even if I can’t beat you, I can stall you long enough until reinforcements arrive.”



  “Reinforcements?” Kama laughed again. “You mean those bafoons who tried to take us out only a few minutes ago?” He pointed with his thumb over to the deceased officers toppled in a pile over one another, their bodies gone up in flames and disintegrated. “Yeah, good luck.” Even with bending, realistically could Tarrlok have even taken them on alone? He wasn’t so certain of himself.



  He had to take his chances despite the odds. 



  Though…the idea of becoming these two's next meal did not sit well in his stomach. Tarrlokk had to win.



  “I don’t know if you’re aware, but most tribes don’t take well to being attacked.” He shouted, finally pulling out one of the knives he had subtly strapped and sheathed within his coat sleeve Korra insisted he bring.  



  “Korra…” Noatak’s weak voice spoke aloud in a half daze, his eyelids fluttering half closed and half open and seemingly trying to wake himself up. Kama looked down at his captive and shook the man’s body. Noatak didn’t stir completely awake, but he did seem to be in what looked like a sort of lucid dream. His eyes partially opened, scrunched, then would open again. He acted as though he were panicked and frightened within a deep and encompassing nightmare that he tried desperately to wake up from.



  With the non anticipated distraction, Tarrlok used it to his advantage. He quickly lunged forward at Kama and swiped the blade at him while he was too busily looking down at his captive. With luck, Tarrlokk managed to land a swipe and cut the left side of the bender’s cheek, forcing Kama to take a step back to catch his balance. When he did so, he pulled Noatak with him, slightly raising him higher off the ground in the process. With the new opening, Tarrlokk twisted the blade and slashed a second time, and this time with the intention of stabbing it straight through Kama's hand. 



  Nearly successful, Kama managed to pull his hand away quick enough before the blade made contact, instead swiping through the air. 



  “How cocky,” the water bender admonished, taken back from the persistence right off the bat. Though he didn’t say it, Kama appreciated and relished in the fact that someone within the village aside from the former Amon felt daring enough to attempt taking either of them on. Deciding it didn’t seem worth it to lose a finger from such a cheap move, he released his hold on Noatak and let him drop to the ground where he remained there. “And arrogant. Do you have any idea what you’re about to get yourself into, former Councilman? I’ve killed a lot of important people on my way to get here, you know.”



  And Tarrlokk didn’t doubt that one bit. 



  Still, he had no other choice but to face them despite who they took out with them along the way.



  “I can’t let that stop me.” He answered, taking a step back now that he knew the enemy didn’t have a physical hold on his brother. Though that still didn’t mean he was exactly off the hook either. “You have Noatak.”



  Kama waved his arm, procuring an icicle of his own. When he hit one end of it with an open ended palm, he shaped the handle and formed it into a simple fashioned blade, twirling it and then pointing it back at Tarrlokk. “Is he the only reason you came out of hiding? Only for him? Not your village?” He tapped Noatak with the end of his boot. “Well, that’s unfortunate…We probably would have eventually let him go after we were done, but given that you’ve made the first swing on me…I suppose that just isn’t fair, is it? But we can have it your way if you want. A blade fight to make it even. I already know how long ago a certain someone took your bending. And even if you did have your bending right now and managed to get it back, Amon is the one who took it in the first place, right? Look at what’s left of him now,” he waved the same hand over Noatak. His eyes were fully open but it was almost like he was watching an entirely different world behind opened lids. Korra had mentioned the cannibal spirit inside the woman beforehand. Maybe it had a part to play in what was occuring at the moment with his brother. And what did the waterbender mean when he said he would have let Noatak go? Is that after they harmed him for information? Why else would they drag him and not just leave him behind? Unless they just wanted to keep an eye on him to make sure Noatak couldn’t intervene. But they knew he was the former Amon... 



  “No more bloodshed is necessary…I just want him returned back to me,” Tarrlokk's hand on the hilt tightened fiercely. “And the killing to stop. That’s all.”



  Had the evil spirit already gotten to Noatak? And was it the woman’s doing while her partner kept him busy with talk and a hostage? 



  Or did the spirit operate entirely on its own? Maybe it controlled her…



  Tarrlokk internally thought over the options, weighing out the possible outcomes. But he didn’t have much time to think before Kama was talking back to him.



  “Like I said,” He answered with affirmation behind his words. “I would have been willing to give him up if you hadn’t attacked me first. Negotiation would have been easy enough. But now, you’ve made it personal.”



  Tarrlokk reflected on what Korra had told him right before he had left. About Shoichi and the history of the woman, Vinioz. How the spirit told Korra and Noatak that if they helped Vinioz defeat Shoichi then the tyranny and deaths would stop and they could separate from one another. But was that something they could willingly do or did it require something of a higher power to intervene, like the Avatar? Maybe he should have begrudgingly brought Korra along after all if he knew that might have worked.



  “It doesn’t have to be personal. Even now,” Tarrlokk attempted to change tactics and maneuver to his political abilities rather than relying on his fighting skills. If he could save face for all of them, he would. “Let the Avatar help you. She’s here in the North. I can take you to her. I know you’re hunting someone down.” Even if it was a weak attempt to try to change their minds, it was worth a shot nevertheless. Trying to appeal to their gains would favor him most in this moment if they took the offering presented to them. And that’s only if they took it. “No more people have to die here.”



  Kama chuckled in response, waving the blade back and forth. “The Avatar? I almost forgot about her…Where’s she been this whole time anyways? We’ve made quite a spectacle of town here…I’d have thought she would have come running from all the fire by now. But instead we’ve met her former enemies. Curious, that...”



  “Korra’s still here?” Mako let out a surprised and relieved breath, his eyes suddenly glistening with a need to reunite with his close friend and ex-girlfriend. She had come out with Tarrlokk initially to track down Amon, but he hadn’t seen her once since they’d arrived. And the fact Amon had been running free before Vinioz caught him worried Mako that Korra may have failed her mission. Especially if she wasn’t here with Tarrlokk right now. But then that made him realize, “Did you hurt her? ” He asked, partly accusing while at the same time mentally not putting it past the man to do so, still untrusting of the two brothers. 



  Tarrlokk frowned from the accusation. “Do you really think I would have gone back on my word just to lie to her and bring about harm? Look at yourself. You’re a part of this just as much as them now. Do you think the Avatar would fear me more, or fear you?” he inquired, surely baffled that Mako decidedly tagged along with the cannibal duo just for the intention to take him down when Mako had the chance to do it himself before he and Korra even left for the North. Why else was Mako here, not even held as a captive prisoner himself? He had to have his own motive that coincided with theirs somehow.



  Despite the male firebender, could the other two agree to Korra helping, rather than trying to harm her? Maybe Tarrlokk would regret the alternative, accidentally placing the Avatar in a dangerous position unintentionally. 



  “And what would she do?” Vinioz suddenly piped up, having been quiet herself for the majority of the interaction. The woman seemed calm despite the strong aura that she casted about in the air. He couldn’t place where exactly it came from. If not from her or the spirit within, or the incredible damage only two benders could cause within such a short amount of time. He’d had his fights within his lifetime, but never had he seen such casualties even with the destruction the Avatar could bring when hunting down criminals or the damage the criminals themselves made. The last time he recalled any kind of damage to this level equated to raids by the Fire Nations back in the day before he was even born. He shuddered to think of that returning. Especially if the power one of them wielded held enough to kill and travel without having been captured. 



  “Help, I’d think,” Tarrlokk answered, hoping by her even tone it meant that she was at least considering it. Maybe he could convince them after all with a little bit of persuading. “She’s a little…immobile right now, but she must be able to do something. I mean, look at my brother and I,” he tried, referring to the good changes within the last few years and as of recent. “We’re still alive. We’re no longer the monsters the world painted us to be. And we have put our differences aside to ally ourselves with the Avatar. I consider Korra a friend even.” He smiled reassuringly, meaning every word said following. “If anyone can rid someone of their demons, it’s her.”



  He thought about Noatak and about how much he had changed just within the short amount of time she had stayed with them inside their home. How he’d been much more talkative than when it had just been the two of them hiding away in the Fire Nation only a year ago. Something about Korra brought a new energy about his brother that Tarrlokk had enjoyed thoroughly and did not want to lose. If he could set things right, he would. “Please,” he begged, if not for himself then for his brother and their new companion. 



  Kama looked at Vinioz, awaiting a response from his teammate first. She looked back towards the direction of the ferry, in the direction that Shoichi had run. Each second they lost more and more time. But something suggested to her that the man didn’t intend to actually catch the boat after all, if not lead them astray again while on the chase. If Shoichi’s history was anything to go by, Vinioz could deject that they would need to continue looking for him on land. And if not, she had an alternative method to drawing him out again.



  They had some time to spare.



  “Fine...Take us to her. We’ll see what your Avatar has to say.” The cannibal concluded matter of factly. Kama dropped his ice shard, the knife sticking upright in the snow. When Vinioz walked past it the weapon melted instantly. “Something tells me our target has his eyes set on another bigger prize. Something that could stand in his way.” She turned to face Kama who was already hauling the unconscious bloodbender over his shoulder. "Though I already know this is only going to kill time for us."



  Having no kind of repelling argument or statement to make in retort, Kama leaves the decision finalized and cleared by his partner. “Well, let’s get going then.” 



  



  
    At some point, Korra eventually found sleep taking a hold of her once more, rendered useless to the bed with her handicapped legs. Before dozing off she had all the intention of trying everything she could to mentally reach Noatak and that evil wolf spirit again, nuzzling deeper into the blankets, hoping the familiariaty and intimacy would help to bring him closer to her. But when she fell asleep, the Noatak she searched for was not the same Noatak she had found within her rest last. Instead, she found herself in a dream state once more, similar to the one from days ago.
  



  
    “Korra,” his voice was hoarse, tired and relieved altogether, coming to the bedside next to her. His face showed a look of concern. “How are you feeling?”
  



  
    The words came out of her mouth but were not her own, though it was still her voice. Instead they spoke for her, as though two versions of Korra coexisted in her head at the same time. “I’m okay.” While she felt confusion from the dream, she could also feel everything this Korra felt too. And it was an incredible amount of admiration and appreciation for the man. Something both Korra’s had and could agree on. “Thank you, Noatak.”
  



  
    He nodded his head in acceptance. Reaching for the hem of the blankets, Noatak paused for a moment before Korra nodded with an approval. Removing the large fur blanket from her body, he pulled it back only to reveal her exposed legs, laying there in scarce minimal clothing. Her back felt slightly sweaty, telling her she’d been in bed for a few days. Sitting upright to meet his height even while sitting, Korra smiled kindly. 
  



  
    “It looks like my bloodbending had one helpful perk after all…” One of Noatak’s hands suddenly placed itself on one of her shins, slowly sliding its way up towards her thigh, feeling the blood flow there. It sent chills down her body. In a normal situation, Korra might have been taken back and probably would have pulled away, but this time she didn’t. Rather, her body shivered at his touch the further up he drew and reached out to her through his bending. It felt so intimate, even if he wasn’t hurting her at all. Korra’s face grew hotter the closer his face drew to hers. “Thank you for allowing me to utilize it to help you, Korra. I’m glad I was able to be the one to heal you. And you trusted me enough not to harm you while vulnerable…” she felt his hand lightly squeeze her thigh in reassurance. The pressure wasn’t heavy and the feeling of his warm calloused skin on her own bare thigh was enough to send her into a fit of internal embarrassment for feeling so easily flustered. She knew he was once the enemy. One who instilled fear into her. And now he had the opposite effect without even trying. Something about the feeling of his touch and his words made Korra feel like Noatak was one of the few who began to take her seriously for the adult she truly was. One she could let her walls down around.
  



  
    She found it comical how the feelings had been completely reversed from what they once were. 
  



  
    Now, it was something else. Something more. She wasn’t quite sure about it, but this dream version of Korra she was vicariously living through seemed very welcoming of his touch and didn’t turn away or retort. What had happened? This felt like it had been a moment to come in the future. Her role in bed with her healing limbs and Noatak still recovering from his battle.
  



  
    Leaning forward, Noatak gazed into her eyes with a type of longing and what looked like desire. His lips opened to say something then stopped, deciding against it. Finally after a moment, he reconsidered and built up the courage needed to use his other hand to move and caress her cheek, drawing her chin towards him. As though she were in a trance, Korra’s body willingly moved on its own and followed the pull, matching the skin on skin contact the moment Noatak’s lips touched hers. This kiss was unlike the first that they had shared by accident in the doorway. This time it was intentional and done with a purpose, his mouth nearly devouring hers the longer the kiss held between them, like a dying man lost at sea praying for land. Korra found herself melting into him, her arms looping and finding their way around his shoulders to embrace him. When their heated kiss ended, Noatak looked glowing. Something must have happened or had been said and done prior to this dream to be able to get them both to this point. Or maybe it hadn’t…and both of them no longer cared about the details, following only their feelings. She didn’t know for certain. But this pull…No boy or man had ever made her heart pound this vigorously.
  



  
    “I admit, I don’t want you to leave, Korra,” he confessed. “I…I want you to stay. And I know that is naive and wishful thinking…But I can’t hold you down or force you to remain. So, please, allow me to stay at your side instead.” His steel blue eyes bore into her own, showing a hidden truth beneath the surface of his orbs that gave sincerity to his words and what he really meant. The true implication behind it. 
  



  
    She berated herself for not having noticed it before, but Noatak didn’t look too great. He had battle scars scattered everywhere and his clothes were still rugged and torn with bits of dried blood caked miscellaneously to his face, neck and hands. 
  



  
    Korra, seemingly unfazed by any of the outward appearance shown by the former equalist, somehow almost found him more rugged and handsome now that he was covered in dirt and blood rather than when he was clean and his clothes were disheveled. She found it hard to pull away from his gaze, lost in his eyes given the rare opportunity to stare into them in the first place. 
  



  
    She didn’t know what to make of the realistic dream. Or if it was telling her something.
  



  
    Was this what she wanted, truly? Did she have more than a simple crush on the man?
  



  A crush? When did you admit you formed a crush?



  
    Was it due to the two kisses shared between them behind the front door? Or was it the fact she felt the safest when in his presence, even more so than she’d felt when with Tenzin or Beifong?
  



  
    For the short amount of time they had bonded, her and Noatak, not just the former Amon, he had made her feel a sense of comfort and security in her exterior that she hadn’t felt or had from her peers before. Maybe it helped being around the two older men who were more experienced in life, helping to guide her where her friends could only follow. Perhaps what she desired most was a mentor, one who was permanently at her side. One she could turn to when she needed someone most. 
  



  
    When the world relied so heavily on Korra, who could Korra turn to for herself? For bending, for emotions, for love?
  



  
    Korra’s body moved on its own again, hands still resting on either side of the man’s neck but this time pulling him into a heartfelt embrace. He wrapped his arms around her and allowed himself to fully succumb to the hug, burying his face into the juncture of her neck and shoulder and intaking her scent. Her hair had been unraveled from its ponytails, freely cascading around her shoulders and back. “Noatak,” she hummed his name, and maybe for a moment she had felt his body shudder beneath his grip too. “I’d be offended if you weren’t.” 
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