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Summary: 
            Amon fascinated her in a way no other politician of the Republic did. There was talk that he was part of some extremist group of revolutionists. Not that anyone could prove it.
He was also the only politician who did not care about her.
----
Then she dared to engage with him. Between Fire-Lily bushes and Ice-Abelia, she looked at him, cheekily and open.
Her liveliness echoed in his hollow heart.
----
“Are you asking me if a collection of signatures from former whores managed to set you free?"
"Yes."
"Of course not. " Her laugh was hollow. She leaned forward.
Her gaze sliced through him. "The Avatar's support did."
---
“I warned you.” Tonraqs said eerily calm. “Do not go near my daughter.“
[Onshot-esque Amorra story]

          











1. Intro


    
    
   Intro 






There is an Amorra AU floating through my head. I absolutely do not have time or energy to work it into a coherent, flowing fanfiction. But as someone who has an intense knack for ,writing‘ the same scenes over and over (and over etc.) in my head, till I get it out:



I accumulated a lot of oneshot and snippets in my phone and decided to make a collection of it. Since I don’t know what my head will cook up all the time, I can’t really say how much I will write. Nevertheless since the chapters should feel like an oneshot, it should never feel unfinished.







Here are some outlines, that are helpful to know:


	It follows the general strokes of the first season, things that differ will be made clear.

	Amon is an official non-bender politician (and secret part time leader of the equalists)

	No idea what I will take from the other seasons.

	There is the possibility that facts inside my FF clash. It is what it is.

	No promise for a chronological order. There is a chance that (especially later on) some „prequel“ ideas just pop up.




Most important: Every chapter will have its own trigger warning in the foreword.

This way people can skip specific chapters and don’t need to skip the whole collection

(also, all the love to AO3 and the tag system, but after the six chapter mosts FFs have trigger warnings as long as the Bible and make finding specific trigger insanely hard)

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Chapters titels are lyrics of the Song Salvation from Scanner

        








2. Waited around till No one is about

Summary for the Chapter:
            “Your face looks absolutely boring.” Korra joked louder than she intended to. Amon did not give her the courtesy of being shocked to see her.

“Avatar.” His voice was deep and unimpressed. “What gives me honor for such an …  assessment ?”

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: Smoking (it's bad),




    
     


  Waited around till No one is about



  

  



The stuffy atmosphere drove Korra into the gardens. The night air was heavy with a flowery scent, a sensation that was very new for her. There were few flowers at the south pole, never enough to penetrate her surroundings as much as the Firelily bushes in Republic City did.

Nevertheless she enjoyed the lush greens and let herself wander deeper into the garden. Soon the noise of the big important gathering dimmed. 



Tenzin did not take her often to political galas, since he did not want her to interact with most of the Republic's politicians and upper class. 

The political counsel of the United Republic was very fragmented, tension was rising and almost all politicians tried to rope the Avatar into their griefings or influence. 

They thought her young and naive, perfect to be manipulated into whatever cause, policy or law changes they deemed important. 

Unlucky for them, not only did Korra see through them all. She also was not really interested in politics. Since she still was not a fully fledged Avatar and a seventeen year old teenager, there was not too much pressure on her to follow Aang's footsteps in managing the politics of the world. 



Which also meant they would forgive her for fleeing all of them into the depths of Satos gardens. 



She reached some kind of terrace, resting against the balustrade she took in her blooming surroundings. The moon was full, the chatter of people was long swallowed by the quiet of the night. She almost thought to be alone, a soft ‘click’ showed her otherwise.

Curious, she leaned a little over the balustrade, scanning the dark bushes and gravel path before her. 

To her surprise, a little to her right side under the terrace, stood Amon.

Amon fascinated her in a way no other politician of the Republic did. There was talk that he was part of some extremist group of revolutionists. Not that anyone could prove it.

He was the leader of the non-bender party, deeply distrustful of any bending. He always wore a mask in every council session, in front of the press, and gatherings. 

He was also the only politician who did not care about her. He never said a word to her, nor did he look at her at all. It wasn’t really that surprising, he was the speaker of the non-benders after all. 



Growing up in a compound she had her fair share of teachers who weren’t  her  biggest fans, but who still held the  Avatar  in high regards and that did not change with other people she met. 

But Amon? While he clearly didn’t like  her  , he almost seemed more repulsed by the  Avatar  . 



And now, this Amon was, like her, hiding away in the gardens of Hiroshi Sato’s Mansion. 

His Mask was shuffled up into his hair, leaving his face bare, only the glimmer of his freshly lit cigarette illuminated his face. Nosy Korra leaned forward. She needed to see the face that was hiding all the time.

“Your face looks absolutely boring.” Korra joked louder than she intended to. Amon did not give her the courtesy of being shocked to see her.



“Avatar.” His voice was deep and unimpressed. “What gives me honor for such an …  assessment ?” 



“There are a lot of rumors that you hide a big scar. Or some deformity.” She jumped over the balustrade, landing almost in front of him. “But you look very normal. Why the mask?”

He didn’t answer immediately, instead watching her with an unreadable expression, while taking another puff of his cigarette. 

Korra used this opportunity to study his face, too. He was surprisingly handsome, especially for a guy in his 40's. 



“The mask allows me to be anyone. It forces me to be true.” He finally answered, giving her puzzled look a snide smile. 



“You fraternize with politicians who want their faces to be known more than anything. They want status and posh, none of them want to be remembered by their actions or words. With the mask, I can only be what I do and say. And should I go, someone else can be Amon, known for word and action.” 



“That does make sense?” Korra thought she understood, but she also thought it was very heavy handed and overdramatic. “But I don’t  fraternize  with any politicians. They all just love to talk my ear off. I don’t want to be here as much as you seemingly do not want to be here.”



“Right. I forgot.” Amon’s sarcastic tone cut right through her. “You want to waste your time with mindless pro bending.”

“Nothing wrong with having fun. You should try it sometime. “ Korra rolled her eyes. “Besides, what's your problem with bending anyway? It’s the coolest thing.”



He took another draw of his cigarette, scrutinizing her with his ice cold gaze. 



“Bending only brings destruction, the good parts never outway the bad.” He blew the smoke into the air, while taking a step closer. “It gets more and more useless. Technology will soon make you obsolete.” 



She didn’t know what she expected. Of course he would say what he said almost everyday at the city meetings. Somehow he was more boring than she thought.

“You know that those aren’t good for you?” she commented after he inhaled another round of smoke, clumsily ignoring his statment.



“What would life be without a little risk?” Somehow he looked amused, a facial expression Korra found surprisingly annoying. She watched him inhale again. How his lips closed, the deep breath. How his eyes watched her with a derisive gleam. She felt silently challenged.

“Can I try?” Korra asked cheeky. He locked her over for a short moment, grinning.

“Sure, breathe through it.” he whispered. His voice was raspy and sent a shiver through her spine. He held the cigarette in front of her lips. “You need to take a deep breath.” 



She confidently leaned forward, her lips faintly touching his fingers. Like he told her, she inhaled deeply and instantly lapsed into a coughing fit. Her lungs burned, the taste in her mouth made her drool and gag, tears uncontrollably run down her cheeks. Between her unsophisticated fit, she heard Amon laugh. 



He was laughing at her. 

Hard.

“Bastard.” she choked, between coughs. “How can you like this?! It's disgusting!”



“It’s a habit.” He stubbed out the cigarette, before throwing it away and gave her a handkerchief. Korra shamelessly used it to wipe her whole face clear.

“You know Avatar.” he sneered suddenly. “One can get used to the most disgusting things.” 



He took another step closer, towering over her. In an instant the atmosphere was tense. Korra tried to read his face between her tears, but he already put his mask on. 



“That’s why one always has to question one's habits…” His gloved hand freed her face from one of her hair strands. “...and snuff out the most disgusting ones.” 



He turned around abruptly, the gravel crunched under heavy steps. 



Korra felt cold.

  







3. Dark eyes become devine

Summary for the Chapter:
            She needed to leave his sphere. He had important plans, his revolution would not suffer under tender, incomprehensible whispers wandering his chest and mind.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: None




    
     


  Dark eyes become devine



  

  

  



It had been a mistake to go to one of her pro-bending games. What was meant to be an assessment of the Avatar skills, morphed into an appreciation.



While spectators were seeing a skilled fast pro-bending player and an untrained, unsure substitute - the Avatar-, Amon had seen perfect stands and forms, adapted fast to be fast.

He was seeing fluttering precise movements, using water as an extension of her body, her blood and heart.

She danced a dance she never learned in scary perfection.



He also saw how much the Avatar held back, small tweaks in her arms and legs, dampening the impact of her water.

It was frightening… and exhilarating.

Standing in the middle of the dimwitted audience, who could not comprehend her excellence, Amon had  seen  her… it made him lightheaded.



He hadn’t felt any particular way at her first announcement. With seventeen he didn’t thought her much of an Avatar, he thought her training would have just started.

He thought wrong, he saw it in her muscles, in her breath and her eyes that she already mastered other elements.





Then Tenzin brought her to the first big parliament session, more than only the appointed city counsel of the other nations, it was a roundup of politicians of every political movement and representatives of the United Republics outskirts.



Here Amon realized that the Avatar lacked every ounce of diplomacy. She was loudmouthed, disinterested and far too engrossed in mindless gossip. Nevertheless, while Amon himself stayed far away from her, his eyes followed her relentlessly.

Watching the way she laughed, joked, how she rolled her eyes unashamed in front of people she found annoying. It broke through all of his masks.

His observations and the way it made him feel, needed to be buried deep inside him, next to the long dead parts of him.



Then she dared to engage with him. Between Fire-Lily bushes and Ice-Abelia, she looked at him, cheekily and open.

Her liveliness echoed in his hollow heart.

Digging up feelings and parts of him believed dead, stirring a warms he could not remember ever feeling.



She needed to leave his sphere. He had important plans, his revolution would not suffer under tender, incomprehensible whispers wandering his chest and mind.

Amon frigthend her with his true self, letting his disgust shimmer through his words, believing it would keep her out of his mind.



The next morning she stood in his office. Her blue eyes looked steadfast, while holding out her hand.



“Apologies, yesterday I did not really introduce myself.” Soft Lips smiling with a challenge.





“My name is Korra.”

  







4. Your Hands they burn like mine

Summary for the Chapter:
            For some reason that made her laugh. It was an ugly, wet laugh that fought against her tears.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: None




    
    



Your Hands they burn like mine 









 “This is unacceptable!” Like a wild harpy Korra stormed into Amon's office, wielding papers like a sword.



“Avatar Korra,” Amon didn’t look up from his paper, he was weirdly used to the Avatar marching into his workplace. “Knocking is appropriate.”



He seemed rather unbothered by her outburst. Although he was often scary and menacing, it was his nonchalant attitude that rattled her the most.

When Amon tried to intimidate her, it felt like he saw her as an equal. In contrast his indifference made her feel like a child, like someone not worth paying attention to.

It made Korra so angry, she would love to open up the earth and let it swallow him whole. Especially today, she could not take being unimportant.



“Avatar Korra, I have to ask you to leave.” His thin, gray haired assistant stepped between her and the desk. With a slighting hand gesture he tried to usher her out of the door that she carelessly slammed wide open. “Mr. Amon has to concentrate and-.”

“It’s fine Mr. Dou.” Amon stamped his finished paper and handed it to the gray haired man. “Please bring this to Mrs. Enami as fast as possible, then you can go home. It is late.”



“Should I take the Avatar with me, Sir?” Mr. Dou eyed Korra disparagingly, which made her really want to punch his stuffy face.



“It’s alright, I will hear what she has to say.”



The assistant's gaze darted between both of them, before he bowed to Amon and left the room.

As soon as the door shut, Korra threw the papers on his desk.



“A bending register?” she almost screamed. “That’s insane!”



Amon took off his mask, leaning back into his chair as he watched her pace. He looked so smug, she wanted to hit him too.



“Having bender officially registered would make the fight against gangs much easier.” He slowly got up, went around his table and leaned against it. “It would also help to know who is a healer in case of emergencies.”



He lit himself a cigarette, still not taking his eyes from her.



“It would also give the psycho a nice tidy list to take peoples bending!” She paced in front of him. Like a tiger in a cage. She would not be accepting any of his reasoning, like the stupid council did. “It would endanger so many people!”



“Avatar, that was a cheap parlor trick.” Amon tried to calm her down. Grabbing her shoulder to make her stop running in circles. She broke away in seconds.



“It was not!!!” she hissed. “I saw the freak do it!”



For a second Amon looked troubled, but he had his facial expression soon under control again. He was such a skilled politician, it made Korra's eye twitch with rage.



“You saw a play. None of the gang members this equalist ‘leader’ cleansed, have been found.” He took a last drag. “You were fooled.”



“I was NOT!” Korra screamed  and in her rage whipped his desk almost clean. Papers fluttering to the ground, pencils falling down with a clacker. “I saw this molten, scarred face asshole take their bending! Why does nobody BELIEVE ME?!”



“Korra.” The use of her name, broke her out of her fit. Amons voice was cold and strict. “I will not allow such behavior.”



Her chest heaved with her heavy breaths, it was hard for her to calm down. Stumbling over the equalist rally with their deformed leader and his unholy powers, did not let her sleep for days. And worst of all? Nobody believed what she saw.

Korra wished she could go to her friends, but her pro bending team was at the brink of extinction because she was so very stupid.

If at least there would be any progress with her airbending, then she would have the Avatar state on her side.

But nothing worked. It seems that the Spirits had forsaken her. All politicians, even Tenzin thought of her as a nuance and a few days ago, Mako made it clear that she was unlovable.

“What is this outburst really about?” Amon asked, it seemed he already saw through her.



“It’s about the safety of every bender in Republic City.” she answered stubbornly, while putting some of his things back onto his desk.



“Is it?” His voice was hard as he stepped in front of her. “It seems to me your frustration has more to do with Miss Sato dating your beloved team member, than it has to do with any kind of ‘safety’."



Even for Amon, who never minced his word for her, this was a low blow. He skillfully hit the most painful spot. She wanted to take him by his collar and scream into his smug stupid face. Instead her head snapped down, she could feel her face getting hot and the pressure behind her eyes burst. Weeping in the office of an opponent was not what she wanted, but the more she tried to calm herself, the fresher the pictures of him and her resurfaced.



And the words.

Oh Mako's words hurt her deeply.

She was so stressed and the rejection, the one thing she was sure would not happen, was painfully fresh in her bleeding heart.



“How did you even know?” She wanted to sound angry, but it took her far too long to get the words through her snivels. It was so pathetic.



“You carry your feelings far to open.” Amon sighed and gave her a compassionate look, while he went to his drink basin, wetting a towel.



“Shit.” Korra mumbled, between shallow sobs. “Why is everything so frustrating?”



“Life tends to be much more confusing, when one is young.” Amon was oddly empathic, while offering her the towel. In seconds Korra tried to refresh the mess of her face. “If you want advice. It is not worth crying over.”

“Because we are young and he is only a boy?” She spat annoyed. Pema tried consoling her this way already. She could not take another talk about how unimportant young love is.



“No,” Amon countered. “No man is worth crying over.”



For some reason that made her laugh. It was an ugly, wet laugh that fought against her tears. Nevertheless it ended the spiral of weeping and as she finally dared looking in Amon's face, she saw an honest little smile on him.



“That's a very sexist thing to say, for the great politician of fairness.” She teased while chuckling, which made him laugh in return.



“It’s the truth.” He joked lightheartedly, while looking at her with tender eyes she never saw on him. Something changed between them. Korra could not put a finger on it. “Don’t cry about anyone.”



His hand cupped her cheek slightly, his thumb caressing the remanends of her tears away.

His warm hand just felt so very reassuring, that she leaned into it. The moment he bent down, she knew he would kiss her and she was shocked how much she wanted it.



The kiss was so much more sensual, then the one she forced on Mako. The way Amon moved his lips was so skillful, Korra melted into them. Slowly his tongue enticed her to open her lips. He tastes like herb cigarettes, which she surprisingly enjoyed. Amons movement lured a low moan out of her, which broke the spell.



He jerked away, looking somehow more confused than her. In seconds he regained his composure.



"Apologies.” His insanely neutral tone bewildered her. "That was unseemly of me."



“No it’s… It’s okay.” She said meekly, trying to find the tenderness in his face again, instead she only found the professional mask of a politician. “I should just go.” 



Her lips didn’t stop burning, till she reached Air Temple Island.

  







5. Looked in my heart but my heart was empty

Summary for the Chapter:
            She knew.

Amon didn't know how, but she knew and a part of him wanted to bloodbend her into submission right now.

That felt awful! I don’t want to do that to anyone!

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: remebering/ talking about Child abuse, triggering of CPTSD, Panik Attack




    
     

 


  Looked in my heart but my heart was empty



  

  

  




  “What do you want?” she angrily asked.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  He was not surprised by her furry. Amon actually anticipated it. His coup was swift. Part of the United Forces were already full with his sympathizer, his equalists perfectly trained and Hiroshi's machinery no match for the Cities archaic security. 
  
    

  
  Some of Republic City's former politicians and his clueless colleagues found asylum on Air Temple Island, and while he did besiege the island, Amon did not touch any occupants.
  
    

  
  His rule was still too unstable to risk cleansing the airbender family. So he planned on giving them a deal - for the moment.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Tenzin might had withdrawn from the counsel, but refused any further compromise. That meant Amon had to get someone else to talk with the Master. 
  
    

  
  He hoped it would be Korra. With enough time, maybe he could even make her see reason, the good of his movement and his future for the world. Then they could be happy.



  It was concerningly easy to sneak into her room, maybe because some part of her wanted him to come. 
  
    

  
  She waited for him, arms crossed over her chest, her face full of anger and longing. He closed the door silently.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “I just want to talk to you.” He took off his mask and hood. “As the Avatar you are the only one that will get through Tenzin.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Korra let out a bitter sneer. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Since when do you care about anything related to the Avatar? You hate me! Otherwise you wouldn’t have…” Her bravado faltered, her voice cracked, the tears welled up.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Don’t cry.” with a few fast steps, he got to her, pulled her close. “I do not hate you, but what has to happen needs to happen. It is what the spirits wish for. You of all people should understand.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  With far too much love he wiped her tears away. His hand cupped her face. Amon tried to give her a reassuring, loving gaze. He just needed her to understand and they could work on a future for both of them.
  
    

  
  There was a deep frown between her brows, her lips were slightly trembling.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Amon.” She whispered fearfully. “You took people's bending.”



  “I took criminals bending.” he replied dryly.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “You took Tarrloks…”



  “He held you prisoner for two days!” 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Korra evaded his hands, she didn’t dare to raise her voice. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “But I am the Avatar and you are destroying …” A hard sob escaped her.  “And I thought you... I loved you.”
  
    

  
  The last part of her sentence was so quiet, it almost was swallowed by the sound of waves.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “I love you, too.” He hugged her again, he grabbed her almost erratically. He again took her head into his hands, making her look at him. 
  
    

  
  Her eyes were red and puffy, it seemed the last few weeks she did nothing else than cry. Amon almost felt bad, but he knew that soon he would make her whole again. She just needed to trust him. Letting his lips caress faintly over hers. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Get Tenzin to accept my deal and his family can live in peace.” He said in a low voice, then gave her a soft short kiss. “And we… if you join me … I have plans for us.”



  “Don’t make me do it.” Korra's voice was merely a whisper. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  He couldn’t ask her what she meant. She closed the distance first, kissing him with desperation, unbecoming for her age. He reciprocated hungrily. 
  
    

  
  It was hard for him to admit, but he missed her the last months. All preparations, his take over and the cleansing took up all of his time. 
  
    

  
  His hand started to roam over her body, her hands freed him of his coat. She pulled him to her bed.



  It seems she was not interested in talking. 



  He couldn’t say it bothered him.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  
    

    

  
  He startled awake. For a moment he thought he fell for a trap, waiting to see White Lotus guards surrounding him. But besides him and Korra, nobody was here. The only thing out of the ordinary was Korra.
  
    

  
  She had her blanket wrapped around her naked body, just sitting on her open window. The full moon washed everything in blue light. 
  
    

  
  He carelessly threw on some clothing, before joining her. Maybe now was the time to make her understand, to make her join him. If she gave her powers willingly, nothing could stop them.
  
    

  
  Amon hugged her from behind, peppering her soft neck with light kisses,  before looking out the window with her.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Why are you still awake?” He whispered into her ear. “It's the middle of the night, you should sleep.”




  She didn’t answer him, her tense gaze fixed onto the outside world. Cold anger radiated from her.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Korra, give yourself up, follow the spirit's wishes.” He whispered into her ear. “Let me take your bending and we both can lead the world into peace. You of all people know what bending took from you.”



  Silently she tensed her jaw from time to time, as if she had to fight something in her mind.



“You implemented a law that forbids bending, didn’t you?” Korra whispered suddenly, breaking the silence with hard tension.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “I did.” Amon kissed her neck again. “What does that have to do with anything?”



  “I'm just wondering.” Korra's gaze was still fixated on Republic Cities' always shining skyline. “What do you think? Right now, how many bender children are getting beaten by frightened parents?”



  “What?” Amon jerked up, his hands forcefully turned her away from the glittering horizon.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “What are you talking about?” he hissed. “What beatings?”



  Korra's eyes burned with quiet anger. Her face was cold and distant, an expression so foreign on her usually cheerful face..
  
    

  
  A buried part of his mind started vibrating.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “You made bending a crime, you put a high fine on families with bender children if they bend, sometimes you take the kids away.” Korra's words were sharp ice thorns, cutting deep into his soul, laying bare his murdered parts. “What do you think those families do?”



  Amon didn’t answer. He understood what she said, but he could not follow. 



  
    Tarlock cried and his cheek stung.
  
  
    
      

    
  
  
    The snow whipped into his face.
  



  “Tell me.” she demanded relentlessly, her voice flat and bizarrely uncaring. “What do you think? How many bender children are beaten, because people fear bending now? How many terrified parents lock their children in?”



  
    It wasn’t ice that had broken his foot. 




  
  “Korra.” His voice cracked, nausea encased his heart. He tried to caress her face, but his hand was shaking too hard.  “Where is that coming from?”




  
    He wanted to scream into the abyss.
  
   



“Tell me, Noatak.”




  
    Noatak! Dad is coming.
  
  
    

  
  
    

  
  As if he burned them on her, his hands jerked away. Panic-struck eyes darted over her face. He frantically searched for answers he did not want.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  She knew.
  
    

  
  Amon didn't know how, but she knew and a part of him wanted to bloodbend her into submission right now.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  
    That felt awful! I don’t want to do that to anyone!




  
  Something tore open that had been festering for decades. Painful and filled with black liquid, that tried to suffocate him. 




  
    Tarlok cried. He cried.
  
  
    

  
  
    

  
  His feet were faster than any thought, unseen he ran out of the Airtempel. But he didn’t flee for his boat, instead he threw himself off the cliff into the cold bay. 




  
    The cold made his lungs arch.




  
  Bending himself through the waves, as if the last decade never happened, as if he never forsake his waterbending at all. His muscles still knowing movements, he had not used since his teenage years. Hoping to outrun the tightness in his chest.




  
    If you don't shape up you will stay out here for the whole night.
  
  
    
      

    
  
  
    He cried.




  
  Drenched and with a hundred thoughts screaming in his mind, the sea threw him onto a hard stony beach, the moon was almost blinding him. As if Yue herself demanded an explanation for what became of one of her children.




  
    His shoulder burned.




  
  Were those sobs from exhaustion? 
  
    

  
  Were those tears or seawater? 
  
    

  
  He clawed himself over the sharp stones, hands bruised and bloody. 




  
    They cried and it hurt.




  
  Amons mind and heart raced, exhausted he collapsed onto the sandy part of the beach. Like a dead carcass that emerged from the depth of the sea.  
  
    

  
  Killed by his father, so many years ago. He now was a decayed, hollow vessel, rotten to the core.




  
    What are you gonna do about it? 




  
  When he finally manages to go into his office - long after Yue left the sky - he was informed that the Avatar and the airbender, escaped the island. They broke people out of the city's prison and were nowhere to be found.
  
    

  
  The anger he felt was not white and hot, it was dark and cold and crept into the tips of his finger, leaving them numb.




  
    You are the weak one.
  


  







6. Stood on the shore, but the tide was out

Summary for the Chapter:
            “My name is Amon. Most of you know me as the representative of non-benders and some of you know me as the disfigured chosen one of the spirits - the leader of the equalist. I profoundly apologize for the deception. I am not scarred, but in this complicated world of oppressing bender politics I had no other choice than to live two identities.”

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: emotinal breakdown




    
     

 


  Stood on the shore, but the tide was out



  

  




  Jinora saw them first. They all were in the middle of airbending training. 
  
    

  
  The night had already arrived, when the first light orbs on the horizon appeared. Flickering like stars, just brighter, bigger and where stars gave one the feeling of vastness and wonder, those lights seemed … unsettling. Slowly they increased in numbers and soon it was clear ships were coming.


For a few seconds Korra thought the tension between the united republic and the erratic earth queen had boiled over, but then she saw the flag of the united forces hanging from almost every ship.

Tenzin who stood next to her was clearly confused.



The Parliament did not authorize the navy to enter the port and the bafflement increased to complete worry the moment the sky got littered with fast flying machinery. 



It was then that the master and student looked at each other and knew something big was happening. Something in Korra's gut felt off, a feeling not new, but always so very faint.



Pema hurried from their home, Ronan in her arms. She stopped half way.



“The radio!” She shouted loud and anxiously.



Fast Tenzin hurried into the house. Korra and the kids followed him on his heels. 



The radio welcomed them with a hard static sound, sometimes interrupted by a voice telling the listeners that an important announcement would be made and to get friends and family together.



Korra tried to ignore the dark pit in her stomach, waiting with Tenzins family and some acolytes for whoever would make this announcement. There was a whisper in her head she could not grasp, a spasm in her lungs that did not let her breath right. 



Then the radio clicked.



“People of the United Republic. I talk to you live from the arena and you are invited to witness history.” Cheers erupted out of the radio. It seemed a crowd had also gathered. A fact Korra barely registered. 

She knew the voice, it made her heart sink to the bottom of the ocean, leaving behind a cold void. 



After she had kissed Amon at her birthday party, they had started something. It had been mostly tender innocent touches, meeting for meaningless, beautiful talks and finding peace in the presence of the other. All in secret.



“My name is Amon. Most of you know me as the representative of non-benders and some of you know me as the disfigured chosen one of the spirits - the leader of the equalist. I profoundly apologize for the deception. I am not scarred, but in this complicated world of oppressing bender politics I had no other choice than to live two identities.”



Her feet felt heavy, cold sweat pearled on her back.



It was a coincidence that she had stumbled over one of the equalists and since even Lin's special force never encountered them in a substantial way, she had followed them. The warehouse she was led to had long been abandoned, getting into it unseen had been easy.

Then she witnessed how the scarred faced, mute leader took the banding of three gangsters. All while his second in command told their people, how only he -the leader- could get rid of every bending thanks to the spirits.

She never slept well after that. 

The few times she had woken next to Amon, he had soothed her with warm hands. 



Korra felt bile rise up into her throat and her blood drained out of her face. Everything sounded distorted.



“However, don't be discouraged,” the radio said. “It is true that the spirits choose me to bring equality to the world. My fellow non-benders had to endure the tyranny of benders for far too long and as it is their wish: It will end now.”



There was a rustle. 

The ground rotated and she feared, if she shifted just a little, she would lose her footing. Korra tried to breathe, but tears put pressure behind her eyes and she was afraid any movement would let them spill. 



“Tell the people who you are.” Amons voice was cold. A thud was heard.



“I am assistant police Chief Saikahn.” the weak voice boomed out of the radio.



After they won the championship, he had come to her, silently and sneakily as ever. Korra had thrown herself into his arms. He was smiling, congratulating before giving her, her favorite, hard to import, far too expensive dried glacier-shark.

She felt warm.



"Assistant Chief Saikahn,” Amon continued, disgust laced every word. “is the bending elite's favorite police officer. Why is that chief?”



“They pay me to ignore their wrongdoing.” The Seikahns voice seemed pained, exhausted. Next to her Tenzin took a sharp breath of air.



“Did you hear that non-bending Citizens of the republic? This high ranking metal bender, one of the guardians over law and order, was never on your side. I promise to rid this city of everything corrupt. You should know, I did take the bending of criminals  and it is clear that our esteemed police chief is such a criminal.”



She had joined Tarrlok's task force so she could prove to the people in the city council that the bending-taking leader existed. It was the first time Amon was displeased with her and for a short while they did not continue their something. Soon she had to discover that Tarrlok’s way was too brutal, too extreme, but leaving the force did not go well.

After days of being confined by him. She was finally able to flee, thanks to equalists ridding Tarrlok of his bloodbending and underestimating her.

In the days that followed, after she had given her official statement, the whole parlament seemed worried. 

Meanwhile Amon had been waiting for her in the dark, like all the times before. He had been very worried by her disappearance. His hug had been desperate and tight. Not letting go of her for several long minutes. It was then that he had asked her, for the first time, to stay the night.


  “Wait, what are you doing? Stop this!” Saikahns voice was distant, panicked. There was a commotion, a scream and then the thrilled hollers of Amon’s followers drove the radio into acoustic overdrive.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “I am warning everyone who will stand in our way!” Amons voice broke through the static. “The ships in the harbor and the planes in the sky are under my control, we will not be stopped. The Revolution has begun!”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  As the transmission cut off, Tenzin rushed to his phone. Pema had to calm down the children as they tried to make sense out of what happened.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  In the chaos of crying Rohan, Tenzin screaming into the phone and acolytes discussing wild theories. Korra just stood there, pale and shaking. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Then she ran. 
  
    

  
  Out of the house, into the back of the Island, where the greenery was unkempt and dark.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  She needed to outrun the hole in her heart, the pain in her head. She collapsed in the forest, wailing. Hot tears spilled between hard sobs and agonized screams. It was painful, so very painful.
  
    

  
  With a loud desperate shriek Korra started to punch her fist onto the forest ground, again and again, till she collapsed with a choked sob.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  
    They did not share many nights, but the memories of the first one had been written into her soul.
  
  
    
      

    
  
  It was tainted.



  
    He was laughing far too hard at one of her stupid puns.
  
  
    

  
  It was fake.



  
    The way he had whispered her name.
  
  
    
      

    
  
  It was a lie.



  
    The peace he gave her after she lost herself in her insecurities.
  
  
    
      

    
  
  It was deception.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Amon was who had given her strength in her weakness, while being her nightmare all along. He wanted her gone. He wanted to destroy her. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  And he did.
  
    

  
  She was dying.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Here on the temple ground, where she failed over and over, she was dying.
  
    

  
  
    

    

    

  


  







7. I have been waiting for the dark to come

Summary for the Chapter:
            It was as if he never cracked her chi.

And Amon finally understood.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Hello you people!

I just wanted to say: thank you to all of you who bookmarked, subscribed, kudo-ed and commented. Coming into a fandom late with a fascination for a complicated ship feels sometimes a little lonely. So great to see that there are still people enjoying what I enjoy :)

I dedicate this chapter to the lost chance of making Korra much more “magical girl”, only because a chart once said it needs to be liked by boys.

For a “fandom” that prides itself for their anime influence, it's quite a shame they didn’t try to target all of the anime girlies. Korra is a great series, but just imagine it  a little more shojo/fantasy/magical girl (season 2 would have slapped so hard).

 

TW: None




    
     

 


  I have been waiting for the dark to come



  

  

  




  They brought her out with an unceremonious stumble. Korra wore her hair open, her typical athletic wear was nowhere to be seen. Instead she wore an unassuming watertribe dress, dark blue and simple. She looked like any watertribe descended from Republic City, almost too plain.



  It did not surprise Amon that they had a hard time finding her. She looked so very different, so mundane. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Her eyes flickered over the crowd, before settling on him. Staring through his masks of fake smiles.



  He thought her gaze would be full of hurt or sadness, maybe anger. Instead her eyes bore no emotion at all. Her face was still in an unsettling perfectness. 
  



“My brother and sisters!” He screamed at the masses in front of him. “We are finally here. The Avatar is ours. I finally will be able to do as the spirit instructed me. We will have a world of equality. Bending will be a thing of the past. We will finally be safe!”
  



His followers cheered, it sounded like a loud echoing roar. It was astonishing how many people came to the Republic City Park to see the Avatar's great defeat. The masses wanted blood and he was their humble executor. 
  
    

  
  Amon let them cheer for as long as they wanted. He was winning and they all needed to drink their victory. He could feel a great age ending.



  "Like always, I grant my opponent to keep her bending." His fake voice boomed through the air. Carrying a ton of authority and power. He turned to the simple girl in front of him.
  
    

  
  
    

  
   "Now Avatar. Attack me."



  "No." Korra's voice was steady and loud, carrying her refusal weightlessly to almost every ear. Her eyes drilling into his, somewhere in him Noatak stirred. He was silenced soon enough. Amon had given Korra a chance to join him in his work. She rejected him and his love. It had been a foolish idea anyway, she had to be destroyed.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Avatar.” His voice was mocking her. “Don’t play koi. We all know you love fighting. Damages are witness to that.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “I will not fight you, Noatak.” 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  A murmur went through the crowd. None of them knew his true name, confusion spread through the people. Amon could feel how his control started to slip. 
  
    

  
  Instead of trying to get the show going, he was on her in one large step. His thumb pressing hard onto her forehead.



  He took her bending with more anger than he expected. Her defiance, her calm, the shattered love in her eyes, it angered him.



  Her face paled. She fell over unceremoniously and it was done. There was no magic, no intervention of the spirits. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  From one moment to the other; The Avatar was no more and he felt hollow. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  His followers roared in insane ecstasy. 
  



It didn’t take long for her to regain consciousness. Trembling, she raised herself back on her knees. Her lips parted as if she wanted to scream at him, but she didn’t. Instead she whispered, only speaking to him, to Noatak deep inside: “Are you happy now?”
  
    

    

  



  He balled his fist so painful, his leather gloves crunched and almost teared open. It took all of him, to ignore her, to step away, turning to his crowd.



  "My fellow non benders, let's get to the end!" Amon screamed, hiding his irritation. "Not only did we manage to get the Avatar, my team managed to find the Airbenders too.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The moment his lieutenant tugged the shackled Master and his brood onto the stage, Korra’s face finally moved. Gone was her neutral, unmoving expression. There was so much anger and disgust, her eyes pierced his core deep with a warning.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  It almost made Amon halt. Almost, but there was no stopping him anymore. He would cleanse the world and lead it to a perfect future.
  
    

  
  Erasing the Air Benders would be the start of bigger things. 
  
    

  
  Maybe he would feel bad for it, if history did not had shown him how little the world cared about it. After all, over a hundred years ago, the masses only grieved the disappearance of the Avatar, because they needed him to protect them.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  He wasn’t able to make one step near the Airbender Family. A gust of wind hit him hard, slamming him painfull into the backdrop of his stage.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  In a reflex he raised his hand, trying to bloodbend his opponent to the ground, but his grip got shaken off so easily and hard, pain exploded in his hands.
  



"Do not dare!"  Thousand voices rippled through the air. Booming and commanding.
  



Korra's glowing eyes pinned him to the ground. A hundred Avatars stared at him.
  
    

  
  Him and all observers, his followers. Like Amon they all wanted to scream under the weight of their inconceivable existence, but the heavy sky forced every sound back into their throat. Their muscles had no strength and every pair of eyes watched the Avatar with transfixed panic.
  



A storm whipped through the park, though the spectator and through the hollow dark parts of Amon mind, slowly filling them up with fresh air.


“It is enough.” The voices commanded. “It will end now.”

 

While everyone around her crouched to the ground in terrified awe, she floated dazzling in the middle of her storm. Hair and clothes swayed, as if she commanded every molecule herself. The elements danced around her in absolut control. 

She filled the air around them with an electric buzz, making every hair on his body stand, giving life to the dead parts of his soul.



It was as if he never cracked her chi. 


  And Amon finally understood. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  He lost. He lost like his father. Like all that came before, and everyone after. 
  
    

  
  They all didn't -wouldn't understand. 
  
    

  
  The trembling of the ground, vibrating in his skull, told him a truth he could barely comprehend. 
  
    

  
  The Avatar was - will- be more, than any of them. No human will ever comprehend the power, but it 
  
    is
  
   and it always will be. Wanting to destroy it reduces them all to the nothing that filled their soul.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  She walked to him, devine and slow, barely touching the ground under her feet. The moment her cold hand touched him and she - they- looked into his eyes, he felt himself smile under the suffocating masks.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Her lips felt warm on his cheek. Darkness overcame him.
  
    

    

  



  It was finally over.
  
    

  
  He was freed.


 

 

  







8. Looked to the ground but the road was long

Summary for the Chapter:
            Normally I try to update very second sunday. This week was chaos though - but hey, better late then never.

-

“Why would she help me?” he mumbled.

“You should now, shouldn’t you?” Min's tone was neutral, but her eyes were drilling into him knowingly. He at least felt ashamed enough, to lower his gaze.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: small mention of forced prostitution




    
     

 


  Looked to the ground but the road was long








After Korra stopped him (saved him) he woke up in a cell, his bending still his own. A contraption had been strapped to the skin over his heart.

He later was told that this machine was a courtesy of Asami Sato. Like an electric glove it had the ability to incapacitate him, the moment he would try to bend it would pick up on the change in heartbeat and activate. Should he try to flee Republic City, it would also trigger.



At nightly meetups with Hiroshi, the man often had started rambling about his daughter, the girl who surpassed his genius tenfold. Amon always smugly thought of it as exaggerated bragging of a loving father.

It seemed Hiroshi hadn’t inflated anything. His daughter was the bigger genius.



With the device on his chest and a feeling of guild in his soul he accepted his punishment. Amon wasn’t anymore and Noatak was tired.

So he lived in solitude and silence, following the world, and her, via delayed newspapers.



She gave some people there bending back, including Tarrlok.



She helped to elect a political cabinet that better reflected the wishes of non-benders.



She established an opt- out program for triad members, focused on their younger associates.



Then a civil war started between the South and the North.

He was not really surprised. The south had longed for some time for independence and Unalaq never was a leader of change.

What surprised him was that Unalaq had meddled with the spirit world so much that it grew to a substantial threat to the world.

The Airbender and the Avatar were secretive with what exactly happened in the spirit world, but the testimonies of Unalaqs children confirmed that it was dire and his death inevitable.

At the end, the people of the South got their independence and the world got the spirits.



Korra celebrated another birthday. He felt weird saving the picture of her and her friends, carefree sitting on a table, but his heart wanted a keepsake.

Her crooked smile told him, she still was not comfortable getting her pictures taken.



Then, months later, he read a small announcement of his brother's pardon. He was allowed to assist the new chiefs of the Northern Tribe with diplomatic work in Republic City.

That night he spilled tears of relief and regret.





On day 253 of his imprisonment a guard informed him that he had a visitor.



Noatak did not think that there would ever be a moment where anyone would want to visit him. He thought himself forgotten.

His heart whispered naive hopes into his mind, but he knew: It was not her.



And it wasn’t. Instead Yumi's Wife Min walked through the door.



Yumi was his second Lieutenant and spy, a terrific singer and one of the first to join him. Even though she was two years younger, she loved Noatak like a little brother. Min, however, always hated his guts.

So it was not a surprise that her face showed clear displeasure.

Last time he had seen her she had a classic tribe hairstyle for women, now her hair was very short. The leather of her motorcycle outfit scrunched as she threw herself on the chair.



“You look like shit.” Her blase greeting was so very … her.



“Thanks.” he rolled his eyes. “Why are you here?”



“Yumi asked me to inform you of our release efforts” she answered so bored, Noatak almost did not register the information given.



“Release effort?”



“Yeah, some of the old gang got pardoned.” She put her feet on the table. “Some weren’t even sentenced to begin with and now they want to help you. Especially Yumi, but she wasn’t allowed to meet you. Since she was your right hand and all.”



“Why would they want to help me?” Noatak scoffed. “I betrayed them.”



Min remained silent, watching him with unreadable eyes, before answering in a lowered voice. “You saved a lot of them from an awful life, Amon. You gave them a new life in your organization. It’s their way to thank you.”



In the beginning of his journey Noatak was mostly focused on destroying his father's legacy. In doing so he tore down a brothel in Ba Sing Se and a “Spa” in Republic City. A lot of the freed founded his equalist.



“I did not give them much of a choice, didn’t I?” He lamented humorless. “What else could they have done?”



“You stupid men and your stupid idiotism.” Min groaned loudly, while rolling her eyes. “Y'all go and save some unlucky women, just to believe they are incapable of thinking for themselves. We all knew our choices were limited, we understood our position and the danger.

But we believed in your vision. We saw what your chi-blocker could teach us. All of us knew and decided accordingly, don’t you dare think you were great or good enough to trick us into a movement any of us did not want!” She had thrown her feet from the table to the ground, leaning over the table, meeting his eyes with burning anger.



“We may have been miserable, but we were never naive or stupid. And you.” She sneered, her finger snapping up, almost into his face. “You are not as good of a manipulator as you think. Don’t pride yourself in your weird self pity. None will wait screaming and crying of happiness at your release. Honestly most of us want to punch your fucking liar-face. But we have a debt to repay. Afterwards we want nothing to do with you. Die in a ditch for all we care.”



Min's hot anger hit him as hard as her words did. But he could not deny anything.

He had thought of himself as a good manipulator, because he managed to make them join him. And now he thought himself a monster for using them. Not realizing that in all of it, they all always had agency.

If he did not feel so stupid, he would laugh about the fact that he loved sending his female underlings after any target. They always got the job done because people underestimated them.

And he did too.

Wasn’t even that the reason he was here? He underestimated the Avatar.

He underestimated Korra.



He rubbed his hands over his face, trying to slow racing thoughts. “So you and the others… Started a petition? And it… worked?”



“Are you asking me if a collection of signatures from former whores managed to set you free?"



"Yes."



"Of course not. " Her laugh was hollow. She leaned forward.



Her gaze sliced through him. "The Avatar's support did."



The silence was heavy. Noatak was trying to swallow the dryness in his mouth.



“Why would she help me?” he mumbled.



“You should know, shouldn’t you?” Min's tone was neutral, but her eyes were drilling into him knowingly. He at least felt ashamed enough, to lower his gaze.



“Ya’ know,” she leaned a little farther over the table, whispering so the guards heard as little as possible. “The night the Avatar slipped through our grasp. Yumi and I didn’t believe for a second that you went alone to this island to talk with the airbending master. We knew you wanted her and it gave us a crisis. The way we knew men... and the way we knew how you interacted with her until then...

For the whole night we despaired over the possibility that we just helped a creep. But the next morning you were absolutely destroyed, you started to be sloppy and we realized… the Avatar got you in a way only a loved one can get you.”



Noatak didn't say anything, all he managed to do was staring at the table, rubbing his thumb over his fingers.

He had a lot to think about.

How Yumi and Min were always able to see through him.

How Korra supported his early release and rehabilitation into society.

Who he would be? Out there?



His thoughts were a whirlwind, too fast to grab.



Min started to get up, tapping her finger on the desk. "Some important people will be visiting soon and there should be a hearing in the near future and I advise you to  beg . Don’t waste our voices.”

  







9. Your hands burn like mine (Reprise)

Summary for the Chapter:
            “You did not take my bending.” He said with a voice that lacked his usual arrogance.

“I did not.”

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: None




    
     

Your hands burn like mine (Reprise )







 

Korra always knew when Amon (Noatak?) was watching her.



She just finished her daily waterbending exercise, the waves of the bay had barely calmed down and her eyes found his… Again.

Startled, he lowered his gaze and continued his work. It seemed this time the head acolyte ordered him to cut the fruit trees.



It had taken a few months for his re-sentence petition to gain traction. In the beginning only former enslaved sex workers, who were freed by Amon, signed the public appeal. After Korra backed them up, a lot of other non-benders followed suit. 

A lot of his policies were clearly made for his coup, but it was undeniable some of those laws improved the life of non-benders a lot. In the web of the republic government Amon had been  the  politician for them.  

It did not take long and the non-bending public demanded a fair trial and revaluation of Noataks sentencing, if not a pardon. Since the Leadership had promised to pay attention to the wishes of  all  their citizens, and because they feared a new uprising of the small, fragmented equalists, they had no other choice than to listen. 



In an attempt at karmic justice, and with Tenzin's -hard acquired- blessing, Noatak was resentenced. He now had to serve the Nation he almost destroyed. 

Still heavily watched, with Asamis electric shackle placed on his heart he had to live like an air acolyte. After five years, there would be a parole hearing. 

Obviously he was not allowed to go anywhere near the airbenders. 



To everyone's surprise, besides Korra's, he did as he was told. 

Farming the fields, maintaining the island, getting up at the crack of dawn for spiritual lectures and meditation. He did all of it. Silently and brooding. 



And Korra was watching him. And he was watching her. A never ending cycle of silent gazes.

 

Three months into this arrangement Korra felt ready for a long overdue talk.



She found him in the small woods. 

The winter was approaching fast and the forest ground had to be cleaned up before new branches broke under the heavy snow. 



He was solely focused on his task and didn't even look up, as she sent his attendance away.

She raised the ground to make herself a stool and observed Noatak doing his work. And how hard he tried not to look at her. 



She was mildly amused by his refusal to engage, but soon enough she tired of it. “You are shit at ignoring me.”

He did not answer her, but his hands stopped stacking broken branches onto the pushcart.



“You are also pretty bad at concealing your stares.” Korra rested her chin on her hand. Looking at Noatak’s twitching face. “It seems you want to say something to me. Here is your chance.” 



Noatak’s mouth opened and shut, like he had to take a few more moments to find the right words. Silently, he let his gaze wander from her to the small flickers of the ocean, peaking through the trees. 



“You did not take my bending.” He said with a voice that lacked his usual arrogance.

“I did not.” 



“Why?” His eyes finally found hers. So raw and vulnerable, Korra had to take a surprising deep breath. 



She could feel the hardness in her face melt away, meeting his gaze with compassion. “It didn’t help before, did it?” 



Noatak hung his head, watching the ground closely. She saw him blink away tears, remaining silent. 



“I am sorry for what I did to you.” While not a whisper, the word still almost got swallowed by the slow wind, creeping through the branches. “I want you to know that while I tried to make it not so, most of my feelings for you were real.” 



“I know.” Korra got up from her improvised seat and walked up to him. Taking his face in her hands she made him look at her. “I am not sorry for what I had to do. But I am sorry for making you remember unpleasant things.” 



Noatak shakingly clutched her hands and moved them down slowly. “I was stupid for believing that it stopped being a part of me.” 



His thumb caressed over the back of hers. Korra could see that he wanted to say a million things, but his jaw clenched shut. In the end he let her go. “You should go back,Korra. They will worry if you stay too long.” 



He started his work anew. Korra stepped away before turning around again. 



"Tomorrow should be the first snow." She said. "You will be allowed a free day. I will accompany you to Narook’s for seaweed soup."

He was silent again, before asking "Why?"

"With the first snow you crave some good northern food. Do you not?"

His face softened into a nostalgic sad expression.



"I do.” 

  







10. And now I found my new salvation

Summary for the Chapter:
            "No? Yes?" Korra murmured into the pillow. "It wasn't really a relationship... it was… something. "

"What's something?" Bolin asked while loudly chewing his noodles.
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And now I found my new salvation



  

  

  




  Korra was happy to be back, as much as she loved Tenzin's family, going on an Air Temple Island trip was hard. Going on an Air temple Island trip, while new Airbenders awakened all over the world, was another beast all around.



  Especially because her heart and mind longed for Noatak. A feeling she never had guessed she could feel again.




  Somewhere between short talks about everything and his genuine regret, they fell back into their relationship. 
  
    

  
  At first both of them tried to fight their feelings down. Noatak because he found it to be irresponsible, Korra because the betrayal still lingered in her soul.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  But the push and pull depleted Korra's patience soon enough and she longed for another try. It took a few weeks for Noatak to give into her demand.
  
    

  
  So secret meetings, longing gazes and whispered talks deep into the night, were part of her life again. Intellectually she knew the secrecy was bad, but it did not feel bad at all. 
  
    

  
  On the contrary, 
  
    the Avatar
  
   was so much out in the open having a part of 
  
    Korra 
  
  just for herself felt good. She wanted to enjoy it as long as it lasted.
  
    

    

  
  
    

  
  Sadly it was over sooner than she thought. The moment she descended Oogi and Naga greeted her with slobbering kisses, she heard the attendance whisper.
  
    

  
  Kya and the head acolyte were nervously signaling to Tenzin and he hurried with a confused look to them. She saw them talking with serious faces, then Tenzin watched her, shocked and with glimpses of anger.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The moment she put her luggage into her room, Kya and Tenzin ambushed her. An old edition of the Republic News in hand.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Korra.” Kya spoke first. “This article was published a few days ago and it has us all concerned.”



  “What is the meaning of this?” Tenzin shouted angrily, shoving the paper into her face. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The moment Korra saw what they talked about, she did not hear another word from their mouth. There in the pictures was she … and Noatak. It was a few candid shots from an outing before she started her tempel journey. 
  
    

  
  She had worn a disguise, but the clear shot of her face left no room for deniability. Worst of all, her tender feelings for Noatak were written all over her. She never looked more like a young woman, as she did in these pictures. All sparkly eyes and shy smiles. 
  
    

  
  It made her feel weirdly violated and embarrassed.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Tenzis voice tore her back into the moment. “Korra are you listening?”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Yes.” She crossed her arms definitely. “I am just not sure, why it would be any of your business what Noatak and I are doing.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Korra.” Tenzin's voice died in desperation, putting his face in his hands to grumble into them.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Sweetheart.” Kya took over the conversation. “You have to understand that we are concerned. You are very young and he… is a good manipulator. We have to look out for you. We don’t want him using you.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Korra tried not to roll her eyes, instead she forced herself to be as calm as possible. “I will be twenty in a few weeks, I would appreciate it if you don't talk about me like I am a child. Besides, if my relationship with him is a mistake, I am fine making this mistake on my own. But I can promise you: He does not use me.”



“Korra…” The doubt in Tenzis voice was tugging at her patience.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “If you don’t believe me. Let's go to him and talk about all of your worries.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “That won’t be possible.” Kya said. “He is back in prison.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  
    

  
  
    

  
  She left Air Temple Island in rage. No demand from her was heard. Kya and Tenzin made it very clear they would not let her near Noatak, till they ‘had a picture of everything’. In addition there was also a message waiting from her parents- they too were worried and displeased. 
  



To get away from the judgmental gazes and the soft voices that talked to her like one would talk to a child, she decided to go to Asami and the boys. She was not surprised that they too read about everything, but at least they were willing to hear her out.
  



With a fresh order of dumplings and soup, they crowded around Asami’s coffee table. Korra laid herself upside down on the couch. Her feet up in the air, supported by the chushend rest. She hugged one of the decorative pillows and watched Mako divide the food, while Bolin instantly started to demolish his noodles. It was an almost cruel fate, that everything had to happen now. She honestly had no time for everyone's nonsense.



  "I just don't understand how you could start a relationship with him, after what he did!" Bolin asked loudly, barely swallowing his food down.



  "It wasn't really starting as it was more…  continuing ... something." She pressed the pillow into her face.
  



"Continuing?" Mako asked, displeased. “You were in a relationship before he illegally seized power?" 





  "No? Yes?" Korra murmured into the pillow. "It wasn't really a relationship... it was… something. "
  
    

  



  "What's 
  
    something
  
  ?" Bolin asked while loudly chewing his noodles.



  "Well 
  
    something
  
  ! It just wasn't really a relationship." She answered annoyedly, while her hand kneaded the pillow nervously. 





  "Because he lied to you the whole time?" Mako asked dryly. Korra threw him a displeased look. Thankfully, Asami nudged Mako hard into his side.
  
    

  



  "How long did this... 
  
    something 
  
  go on?" She asked calmly.
  
    

  



  "Since my birthday... maybe?" Korra gaze looked onto the ceiling. It was as fancy as the rest of the house. How interesting.



  "That's... long. " Asami said. With a silent groan Korra pressed her face back into the pillow. She knew talking about the relationship would not be easy, but she never imagined it to be as awkward as it was. And it could only get worse.
  
    

  



  "At least he waited for you to be eighteen." Korra could hear how hard Mako grimassed, while mumbling into his dumplings.
  
    

  



  She took her face out of her pillow.



  "Well 
  
    detective
  
  , I was the one to seal the deal. So reserve your judgment” She rolled her eyes. “What's done is done. Besides I understand why you all would think bad about him, but… he is not like that.. he is actually very different!"
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The boys went quiet and Asami sighted. “It's just hard to see what one would like about Amon. He was very… intense.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Well,” Korra watched her feet move. “It's not really Amon that I liked, at least not how he was most of the time.” She grimaced a little, somehow speaking it out loud made it sound worse than the reality was. “There were those small glimpses of calm and tenderness. I found that deeply fascinating. I realized now, that this was always … Noatak.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Her friends had nothing to say about it, but she saw them giving each other unreadable glances. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Look, I don't ask you to love him or trust him, not even he would ask you to. But I beg you to trust me.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Okay.” Bolin smiled a little strained. “I will trust you. So what are you planning to do now?”



  Korra pressed the pillow harder to her chest, parting her lips before closing them again, thinking hard, till she finally quietly said:  “I really need to talk to him.”



  "Don't think the chief will let you." Mako mused, pondering silently while chewing his dumpling.
  
    

  



  "Maybe wait till everything calms down?" Bolin offered. 
  
    

  



  "I … can't" Korra massaged the pillow nervously. A forced smile laid on her lips. "I am … late?"



  Asami almost dropped her bowl, soup spilled onto the floor.
  
    

  



  "Korra!" She whispered loudly. "Korra! That's... that's... not good"



  Korra pushed her face into the pillow again. "I know! Believe me, I did not plan any of this!”
  
    

  



  "What does that mean?" Asami’s panic made Bolins panic.
  
    

  



  "Late? How late?" Mako asked similarly confused.
  
    

  



  In an instant of frustration Korra threw the pillow away, probing herself up. 





  "Late as in: I could be pregnant." She answered coldly.



  Suddenly Mako and Bolin started talking over each other. She couldn't follow either of them, all she got was that Mako lectured her about her negligence and Bolin panicked about … names?
  
    

  
  
    

  
  So she sat herself up and grabbed her food, shoveling it in her mouth with sudden anger.  "You both finished?"



  "Look," Mako forced himself to calm down. "That's just ...a lot!"



  "Yes!" Bolin pouted. ”You had a relationship with an psycho bloodbender and didn't tell us and now..."
  
    

  



  "Bolin." Asami interrupted him harshly. She then looked at Korra. "So…What do you want to do?"



  Korra chewed her noodles, while thinking. Somehow it tasted like nothing.



  "I need a doctor, first. Maybe it's just the stress or … whatever." It wasn’t, Korra already knew that there was a child under her heart. She could feel it with unsettling clarity, those tiny waves of water barley tickling in her lower abdomen.



  "I can get my family doctor for you." Asami mused. "She was also my Mum’s midwife and is very trustworthy."



  Korra nodded. "I kinda need to get a message to him. He has to know what's happening, before all hell breaks loose… again.”



  Mako sighed heavily: "I will do it. For you! Not him!"



  "And I have to get into a council meeting... to clear things up. Especially if I am pregnant.” She sighed heavily.  “Not looking forward to that." 





  "I will come with you!" Bolin offered enthusiastically. “I still hope you will name the child after me, though.”


  

  

  A week later Korra disrupted a council meeting demanding Noataks release. She needed the father of her child with her.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The press and Tenzin had a meltdown.


  







11. I’ll take you to my grave

Summary for the Chapter:
            “I warned you.” Tonraqs said eerily calm. “Do not go near my daughter.“

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: Violence




    
     

 


  I’ll take you to my grave



  

  




  Noatak knew he would die today.
  
    

    

  



  He had known it the moment he and Korra stepped down the boat onto the permanent ice of the South Pole. She wasn’t able to walk two steps before her parents lunged at her. Hugged her tightly as if never to let her go again
  
    

  
  Watching the family reunion, there was a whisper of wistfulness in his soul. It died as soon as Korra's fathers gaze met his. Cold anger radiated from the blue eyes. The feeling of painful nostalgia was instantly replaced by fear.  
  
    

  
  Tonraq shook his hand with well hidden aggression and Noatak had known; His time was over.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Till now the pregnancy was easy on Korra, the long voyage did demand a lot from her and after she ate all of her parents cooking and all the important things were talked about she fell into a deep slumber.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  That was when Tonraq told him that they will go on a hunting trip, two snowmobiles already packed with weapons and traps were waiting for them. 
  
    

  
  They drove for hours into the tundra, civilization was long behind them.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “This spot is as good as any.” Tonraq said, while stopping on the foot of an icy hill and slowly dismounted. The crunching snow under their heavy boots echoed through the ice, otherwise the white tundra swallowed every other sound. 





  Nobody would hear him scream.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Noatak watched how Tonraq took off his fur jacket and gloves, throwing them carless onto the back of the snowmobile. Then the huge man signaled him to do the same, so he did.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  As soon as he put his gloves into his backpack, Tonraq stood in front of him. Eyes full with disdain and rage.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Are you ready?” His face was cold, but every syllable burned with hot anger.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Noatak was only able to nod. He saw the arm muscles of the other man flex for a second.
  
    

  
  Then all air painfully left his lungs. Another unseen, rageful fist, hit his face with much more force and made him collapse.
  
    

  
  Blood drops dyed the snow almost glowing red.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The pain radiating in his jaw disoriented him so much that it took a moment to realize that Tonraq got a spear from his supplies. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “I warned you.” Tonraqs said eerily calm. “
  
    Do not go near my daughter.
  
  “ 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  With scarily precision the weapon pierced through Noatak’s calf, nailing him to the icy ground. His screams echoed through the small valley. Some feet away small animals scattered.
  
    

  
  Part of his mind - Amon-  full of pain and anger, wanted to bloodbend Tonraq till nothing of the man was recognisable. The bigger part of him - Noatak- understood that this was his punishment, his atonement.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Not only did you almost destroy her.” A precise kick into his ribs made Noatak swallow his apologies. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “You dared to seduce her! You are almost thrice her age!” Tonraq screamed with so much venom it made Noatak’s head spin. “You disgust me.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “If it helps.” Noatak gasped humorlessly. “I disgust myself too.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Do not give me your self hate over 
  
    your 
  
  decisions! Nobody forced you to walk the path you did.” Tonraq snarled. “You choose every step of your way. You choose to have a relationship with her!”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Cold started to creep into his leg. A heavy dizziness filled his head and he had to concentrate on every word spoken. “I know that. Everything I did, was of my own accord.” 
  
    

  
  His mouth tasted of iron. “But I promise, Korra is in complete charge of us. If she ever wants to go, I will let her.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “So you can find yourself a new young woman?”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “No.” Noatak tried to meet Tonraqs gaze, but all he saw was blurred into white snow. “There will never be somebody else. She is the only one.” 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  There was a short silence, where both men surveyed each other. Then hot pain radiated through Noatak’s leg. Tonraq gripped the handle, while pressing his foot next to the wound, using it as a counterweight he skillfully ripped the spear out of the ice and flesh. Noatak’s scream was swallowed by the snow he pressed his head into. Thankfully the pain soon subsided.



  With water from his pouch Tonraq healed it enough to stop any future bleeding. Nevertheless Noatak noticed that he did not do enough to banish every soreness and arch.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The moment he could stand on his feet again, Tonraq gave him the spear. He took it with a weak hand, trying to ignore that the weapon was soiled with his own blood.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “In the south, it is customary for the father of a pregnant woman and her partner to hunt down snow weasels.” Tonraq held out Noatak’s jacket. “Those weasels are the only animals who are able to live in harmonie with the polar bear dogs. People believe that the meat will give the future mother strength and the fur will give their children resilience against the souths environment.”
  



Tonraqs gaze suddenly became gleeful and his voice sharp. ‘“Since the hunt had to happen in polar bear territory, there were a lot of … accidents. Unfortunately, some future partners never came back, especially if they were good for nothing idiots and would not be suitable companions for any daughters. So… Watch your steps.”



  While talking Tonraq got some of the traps ready, putting one of them over Noataks shoulder.



  “Behind this hill is their nest, if we manage to get two, the spirits will bless the birth.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Nodding Naotak started climbing the small hill, his feet unsteady and wobbly. He was very sure that he would join all the others, the ones who left something to desire. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The pain in his rips, face and leg drove nausea into his stomach and on the way down he slipped and tumbled painfully. Scrubbing up his already injured face.
  
    

  
  Despite all adversities he managed to get a gray snow-weasel and as he got back to the snowmobiles Tonraq was already waiting for him. His kill hanging from his hip.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  The snow-weasels were put into the backpack and Noatak mounted, painfully, his scooter.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “Noatak.” Tonraq's voice was stoic. “Your fall was pretty bad, it seems you broke your rip. We should go to Katara, she will be able to heal you and … Korra does not need to know about any of 
  
    … this
  
  .”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  “You are a better human than I am.” Noatak said, while starting his engine. “If anyone did what I did to … my child… I think I would let them bleed to death.”
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Tonraq laughed, while also starting up his engine. “You would not… For a good father, no thought of revenge will ever compare to the prospect of your children hating you.”



  Noatak wordlessly drove behind the bulky man. But there was a new churning in his stomach. He did not feel like he could be a good father. After all, how should he know how to be one? 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  His father had no qualms about being hated by his children.
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  It's so new


 





Air Temple Island was filled to the brim with people. Important people from all around the world gathered for Tenzin's birthday - the rebirth of the air nation. Not even the earth queen would have been able to miss such a joyous occasion.

It made Amon almost crack. He wanted nothing more than to press his thumb onto the arrogant Dai Li general, breaking his Chi until his precious bending gave away and his eyes dulled. 

How much would he love to get rid of the bending elite in one great attack. None of them would stand a chance, if he let go of this persona and bend them all into his little puppets. 

But he had to wait. Hiroshi needed to produce more modern machinery to keep the masses at bay and he himself also had some policies to finish. 

So he yielded his time and used the evening as a perfect opportunity to get as much information as possible from all attendees. 

He saw his brother suck up to every money hungry idiot. 

It disappointed him, which Amon found surprisingly unexpected. Since he recognized him, he never felt anything about Tarrlok. 

He saw the Dai Li Agents gazing at each other, while trying to communicate with signs, easily deciphered. He wondered how they ever were able to have Ba Sing Sai under their thumb, admittedly having kings and queens who were uninterested in everything would certainly help. 

It was astonishing how much he learned with some simple observations. 



That's how he happened to discover that chief Unalaq was Korra's Uncle. 

Amon had extensive intel about her but this fact eluded him and his spies, although her family did not seem to make a secret out of it. Korra's father and the leader of the north showed their brotherly disdain quite openly.  

Amon mused that while something had to have happened between them, the contempt of Tonraq this evening had more to do with Unalaq's entourage and his daughters affairs, then with whatever happend between them.



While in the beginning of the gathering Korra happily joked with her teammates and -surprisingly- Hiroshi's daughter and excitedly exchanged stories with Tenzin's siblings. 

She now tried to wash into the background as much as possible. 

Her Teammates had left her a while ago, the firebender went on to great guests together with Miss Sato and the younger brother had met Suyin Beifong's non-bender daughter. 



Which gave Unalaqs accompaniment the opportunity to badger the Avatar. All of them were handpicked young, important northern water tribe men. 

Unalaq, staunchy traditionalist he was, brought with him some eligible warriors he thought would be a good match to his niece. 

Emboldened by the shameless display of matchmaking and courting, young men of other nations joined in the quest to get her -the Avatar- to dance, or talk or … flirt. 



Some distant nephew of the earth queen was just trying to pull her after him onto the dancefloor as her eyes found him. 



Her gaze was pleading and desperate. It made Amon move before he could comprehend why. 



“Prince Wu.” His voice sounded much more intense behind his mask. “I have to talk with the Avatar.”



“Can’t that wait?” He huffed. “The Avatar and I want to dance.” 



“I am sorry, Prince Wu.” Korra said fast. “It’s important business.” 



She shook his hand from her arm faster than anyone could see and grabbed Amon by his. Purposefully he escorted her outside into the quietest conor they could find. 



“Thank you.” She sighed with relief. “I guess I owe you big now.”

“Tell Tenzin to vote yes for my new proposal and we will be even.” His answer was dry and distant and it still made her chuckle. It cost him everything to ignore the flutter in his heart.



“I can’t even convince Tenzin to let me go anywhere alone.” She looked at him with an amused smile that almost covered up the annoyance in her voice. “Still, thank you. I really can’t dance and even if I could, I do not want to dance with any of those Idiots.”

It was his turn to chuckle. “Your Uncle made such an effort to find fine tribe warriors and that is your thanks.”

“Well.” She hummed. “I like my Uncle, but he really needs to go with the times. Nobody marries at such a young age anymore.” Her eyes were shining with delight while she leaned closer. “Besides, they are boring. Lots of muscle, little brain.”

He again had the urge to … he didn’t want to think more about it. 

The last months, she and him had started a weird friendly relationship like good colleges. Full of laughter and inside jokes and he catches himself wishing for more. He cleared his throat, purposefully looking into the night sky. 



“Your parents didn’t teach you any tribal dance?” 



“I wasn’t really interested in things like this.” Korra mused. “But also, I don’t think I would have had time for it. Did your parents teached you?” 



“My Mother did.” He tried to sound as neutral as possible. 



“Would you teach me?”



Instead of answering her, he took her by her hand and showed her which position to take. Guiding her through the different movements, touching her sometimes a little too long. Gazing into her deep blue eyes, ignoring that they danced under the full moon, like a sappy romance novel pair. 



It was Korra's Father who found them first. Sending her to say her goodbyes to the guests, while he told Amon to keep his distance. 



He scoffed, of course he would keep his distance. This evening had shown him how dangerous she could be.
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  I need the love I crave - Reprise


 

 

 


  She felt tired.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Korra wished she could say it was because of the pregnancy, but it wasn’t. She was actually very surprised, how easy it felt. There was no nausea, no tiredness or pain. Even as she was unable to see her feet, she felt fresh and energized.
  
    

    

  



  She could feel the child in her, through small ripples of water… always pulsing with the rhythm of the small heartbeat. It was grounding and calming.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  And calm Korra needed. Tenzin wasn’t able to have one normal word with her. Her parents changed their mood like the moon changed its appearance. Going from the excitement for the grandchild, to panic about her youth, to anger regarding her choice of partner.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  And while her friends tried to be normal, they failed spectacularly. 
  
    

  
  Mako couldn’t stop stressing her about everything regarding a pregnancy, responsibility and he also was the one who could not get over who the father of this child was. 
  
    

  
  Bolin was the most excited about it all, but he also constantly fired a wild assortment of facts from any childcaring books he for some reason read. 
  
    

  
  Asami was the only one who managed to stay like her old self, being the socialite of republic city had given her the necessary poker face for everything.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Which brought Korra's thoughts to the public, which was of two -very intense- camps. Most people were happy. A child of Amon and Korra meant a deep bond of bender and non-bender. But for some benders, the child was proof of a deep betrayal. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  And maybe Korra would be more concerned about some of the deep seated hate, but she honestly couldn’t muster any energy for it.
  
    

  
  
    

  
  Noatak took all of it. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  It started slow. He stayed longer at work, a non-profit that helped former sexworker and orphans finding new work, financed by Yumi herself.
  
    

  
  Then he started to talk less, he avoided touching her more and more.
  
    

  
  It all ended in a big fight, in which Korra screamed and cried, in the end Noatak admitted to being afraid of his role as a father. Tarrlok already warned her that this would most likely be the reason. 
  
    

  
  
    

  
  They talked about it. A lot. Everytime she smiled her signature smile, hugging Noatak a little bit tighter and telling him that everything will be fine. She had a plan and he did not need to fear. 
  
    

  
  It made her so very tired.
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  I need the love I crave - Reprise 


 





He clasped his hands together, knuckles white while they bounced in the rhythm of his feet.

A month ago Korra suddenly, but not surprisingly, told him that she will move into the Sato Estate. With the end of her pregnancy approaching her patience for the Air Nomads meddling depleted and she desperately needed space from him and his brooding.



At the time Noatak wanted nothing more than to tell her that she does not need to do that. He would be there for her and the child, but he couldn’t. He tried to visit her as often as possible. But had to admit to himself; he conveniently gave himself more and more work. In the end, he barely registered Korra's parents' arrival.



He almost could pretend that nothing had changed. He only had to ignore the hollow feeling at night and Tarrlok’s repeated attempts at interventions.



That was until one rainy afternoon. Mako came into his office, adorned with his prober police uniform and the never ending aversion written all over his face. Korra's labour had started and he needed to go to the mansion.

Noatak knew that, if anyone else had come, he would have stalled. But there was still an unseemly jealousy in his heart regarding this boy and Korra. So he went with him, to sit in the saloon of the big impressive Sato house. Being tortured by his own shortcomings and Tonraqs gaze full of distaste.

“Noatak.” Senna appeared in the doorframe. “She wants you with her.”



He opened his mouth to protest. He would not be able to help. He would be in the way.



  He would have to see the child.



“That is rather unusual.” One of Satos housekeepers, who served them tea, said. “Men should stay out of this kind of business.”

“It is what she wants.” Korra's Mother said. Locking her eyes with his again. “Come.”



There was no way out, so he walked behind her through long hallways. The moment he thought no one was near them he stopped her.



“Senna…” he whispered. His mouth felt dry. “I don’t think that this is a good idea.”



The women looked up to him. Gazing at him, with a calm but unreadable expression.



“There was just one time, where I thought about leaving my husband.” She said, “And it was the evening he brought you back from the hunting trip. I told him to get rid of you and he didn’t.”



Noatak expected her voice to be hard and hateful, her gaze to be cold. She looked unsettlingly normal, and spoke disturbingly soft.



“He told me it would be a mistake. That Korra needed you, if not as a partner then as father of her child.” She laid her hand on his arm. A gesture normally meant to sooth and calm, felt like lava burning through his bone. “You will go to her. You will help her. You will stay with her as long as she wants you to. And you will be the best partner anyone could ever wish for.” Senna's eyes burned his soul.



“You will be everything she wants, or I  will  kill you.”



Unrelenting, she ushered him down the hall and through a door.



The room felt chaotic. Two maids were holding onto Korra, who screamed and cried, trying to shake their hands so she could stay up. A younger male doctor tried to talk to her, completely ignoring that nothing he said reached Korra.



Senna hurried to her daughters side and the moment Korra laid eyes on him she started wailing.



“I lied to you.” her sobs tore his heart apart. “Noa, I lied to you.”



“My Love” he ran to her side, ushering the maids away. All feelings of uncertainty are almost painful leaving his body.

He felt something break in his soul. While he had been in his head, wondering how he could be a father, he had left her alone. And now Korra was crying in despair, not even consoled by her mother. She was so young. She never looked so young to him like she did right now.



“That is not important now.” he tried to calm her.



“Nooo.” Korra cried, falling into a sobbing monolog. “I told you I was not afraid and that we will manage and that I want all of this…” she screamed as a new wave of pain got her, kicking the doctor with her feet. Her mother tried to calm her in vain.



“I can’t do this.” Her crying started to be hysteric. “I don’t want this.”

Noatak grabbed her face and tried to find her gaze. His thumbs drew small circles over her cheeks.

"My Love." He smiled at her, soothingly shushing. “It's okay. Don’t be afraid, you can do everything.” He kissed her hair, caressing her face, down her neck, pressing her against him in an awkward half standing, half sitting hug.

She clawed her hand into his arm, sobbing uncontrollably. “Noa it hurts so bad… I hate it!”



“Okay, what do you want?” He tried to smile at her. “If it's possible I will do it.”



“Water.” She sobbed. “I want to swim.”



“Then we will do that, this room has a tube, does it not?” He asked one of the attending maids.



“It does.” the woman answered.



“But I cannot allow the future mother into water, we don’t know if that will be dangerous.” The Doctor interrupted.

Noatak sneered. “Women in the North give birth in our spring all the time. Since Yue ascended it's a place for new life. It is perfectly safe.”



“Go.” Senna ordered the maids. “Get the bath ready.”



He laid his arm around Korra's waist. Whispered into her ear “I am sorry my love, we have to get you into the bath. It will not feel great. But your mum and I are here okay?”



She gave a short nod between trembling sobs. With great care Senna helped him to maneuver her daughter into the bath.

As expected of the Sato Mansion, the tube was more of a small pool and Noatak decided to just slip into it with Korra. He undressed to his underwear and made her sit between his legs, letting her leant against him. He rhythmically stroked her head. Her sobs started to calm.

“Korra, honey. Put your feet here.” Senna joined them in the water, she herself also only wore her underdress. The doctor seemed lost with the new development. Luckily, a few minutes later Kya opened the door.



“Would you look at that.” She said happily. “What a luxury this little one will be born in.” She joined the others in the tube with a smile. “Going back to your element is a very  good idea. It calms our chi. Let me see what the baby is doing.”



Glowing hands hovered over Korra's abdomen and as she had to dip deeper, Noatak had the decency to close his eyes. He pressed another kiss on Korra’s cheek as he felt her tremble, silently sobbing.



“Baby is ready, but mom seems very crampy.” Kya said, stroking Korres cheek. “Korra dear please, try to breathe like we trained honey. I promise it will help you.”

“I … don’t know if I can…” Korra mumbled. “I am so tired.”



“We will do it together, okay?” He whispered. “You just need to show me. What do I need to do?”



Getting her to show off did the trick, soon both of them were breathing rhythmically. After a while, Korra's breathing was more and more disrupted by contractions. Everytime they hit she moved back and forth, while Noatak held her, rubbing her back, whispering and begging for pardon.

Then the moment came where an almost primal mind took hold of her. Between her screams and the encouragement of the women around her, he whispered all the things he loved about her into her ear.



Suddenly the piercing scream of a newborn echoed loudly from the tiled walls. The screams brought Korra back and she started sobbing again as they laid their daughter on her chest.



“Mom.” her voice was full with happiness and complete confusion. “Mom…” Her restless, teary eyes found her mother. Korra sobbed again, this time with indescribable joy. “I love her so much?”



“I know, honey.” Senna herself blinked her tears away as she kissed her daughter's hair.



“Noa.” Korra turned her head to him, her eyes sparkling. “Do you love her too?”



“I do.” He swallowed hard, he could feel tears behind his eyes. He looked at the two most important women in his life, he suddenly felt so stupid for all his brooding and avoidance. 

This was perfect.

  







15. I've been waiting for the tide to turn

Summary for the Chapter:
            Little timeskip into the past :D And you all finally meet Yumi

 

Which brought her back to Asami, who was the perfect friend. Not only did the raven haired beauty notice that Korra needed a distraction. She also did not press the issue at all. Instead she organized the perfect birthday celebration.

          
Notes for the Chapter:TW: None




    
     


  I've been waiting for the tide to turn


 



Korra had to admit; Asami was a good friend.  Since she decided to get over Mako, she made a conscious effort to get to know the girl. It was surprisingly easy.

For one, she had far bigger problems to solve. Starting with her non existing airbending and the heavily scarred leader of the equalists, seemingly touched by spirits.



But also if she was completely honest it was mostly easy because somehow, that stupid non-bending politician Amon snuffed out any torch she ever carried for Mako. Sadly, after he kissed her he completely avoided her.

Granted they did not meet regularly anyway. Most Counsel or Parliament meetings did not need her attendance. Gala and benefit evenings happened in summer and the first snow of winter was almost over.

Nevertheless if Korra was at any meeting, Amon did not even glance at her. If she tried to find him in his office, his assistant ushered her out the door before she was able to utter a greeting.

Which brought her back to Asami, who was the perfect friend. Not only did the raven haired beauty notice that Korra needed a distraction. She also did not press the issue at all. Instead she organized the perfect birthday celebration.

As the daughter of a tech tycoon she got them all into the best party venue of Republic City. Over four floors, one could dance to the best jazz artists, hang around in the lounge or enjoy a round of billiards and new music.

It was pure insanity and all Korra wanted. Since she finally was eighteen she could drink a little and stay as long as she wanted. Asami even managed to get Bolin and Opal in and together they stumbled from one dancefloor to another. 

But what made the evening absolutely perfect was that the “Melancholic Yumi” had her own performance in the cigar lounge. Korra was a big fan of her music and she could not wait to see her live. The others were not that interested in listening to a singer “for old middle aged guys” so for the time being they split up.

The lounge was, to no one's surprise mostly full with said audience and Korra wanted to sit down on a table of her own, till she saw a familiar face. A familiar unmasked face.

“I never took you for a music lover.” She greeted Amon teasingly, while boldly sitting down next to him.

He forcefully tried not to look at her. “I too could have never imagined you to be one.”

“I am not.” Korra waved to the waitress. “But Yumi is an exception. Her songs move me.”

That made him look at her. He seemed to think about something for a moment. “Do you want to meet her? She is an old friend of mine.”

Korra couldn't hide her wide smile. “I would love to!”

While the light dimmed and Yumi sang one of her more well known songs, Korra knew that he was watching her. Maybe he was confused by the awestruck stargazing aura she emitted, but she did not care. 

Everytime the compound started to feel suffocating, it was Yumi’s music that transported her away from her head. It was the love for her music that had made her bond with her parents on the darkest evenings.

It was no wonder that she felt a deep sense of nervousness as both Amon and her were standing behind the stage. Waiting for Yumi to end the pleasantries to her fans. 

She seemed shocked, the second the curtain closed behind her and she saw Amon and Korra waiting for her.

“Amon!” She greeted happily in her silky voice, hugging him and while giving cheek kisses. “I did not think I would meet you here.”

He smiled back, “I will never miss any of your performances at new venues.” He gestured to Korra. “Yumi, this is Avatar Korra, but I guess you knew that already. She is a big fan of yours.”

“Really?” There was a uncertainty in her words, while giving Korra a slender, perfect manicured hand. “It is an honor to meet you, Avatar Korra.”

“Oh no, it is an honor to meet you!” She answered excitedly. “If I had known that Amon was a friend of yours, I would have forced him to introduce us much sooner!”



Korra saw her eyes flicker between her and Amon, the tension between all three was thick and confusing. Yumi silently looked them over again and again, then she smiled a dazzling sympathetic smile.

“Pardon me,” Yumi gave her a beautiful soft gaze. “I feel a little starstruck and confused. One always hears about the Avatar's greatness and importance. It is easy to forget that you are still a young woman.”

“It's fine.” Korra laughed, feeling her cheeks getting a little hot. “I hear that from a lot of people. Besides, I sometimes forget that too. But,” she gleefully added. The small cocktail she drank together with Asami seeped into her nervously flailing arms. “Today is my birthday. So I am officially of drinking age, time comes at me fast.”

“Oh,” Yumi smiled brightly, while giving her a big hug. “Happy Birthday. Sadly I have no records with me, but I will get one to you. Amon will make sure of it”

She smoothed down her perfectly styled wavy hair, “Sadly I have to go. Have fun celebrating Korra.” She now looked at Amon in a way, Korra could not decipher. “We will talk on another day my friend.”

“Of course.” Amon replied. “Go home to your wife.”

After Yumi disappeared down the corridor that brought one into the hidden innards of the club, Korra finally asked: “Wife?!”

“Don’t tell anyone.” Amon laughed. “She is married to the worst woman on the planet.”

“Well if you think she is the worst, she has to be great.” Korra teased, but her face soon got serious and uncertain. Here, behind the stage of a sparsely attended lounge, was the perfect place to talk. If he wanted to or not.

“Why did you kiss me?” 

“Korra-” he tried to walk away.

“No!” She grabbed his arm. “I have a right to know!”

He sighed heavily, intentionally looking everywhere then her. “It does not matter. It would have been better if it had not happened and it can not happen ever again. Not only are you the peoples beloved Avatar, you are far too young.”

“Beloved.” Korra snorted unamused. “Besides Tarrlok who tries far too hard to get me to join his politics, no one is happy I am here. Not even my teacher.”

She knew that he was partially right, both of them being together would not work. Nevertheless it made her heart hurt in a deep sorrow she never really felt.

“Amon.” She whispered sadly. “Don’t you want it to happen again?” 



“I don’t see how that is important.”

“Because,” Korra was searching for his gaze. “I want it to happen again.”

For a moment they stared at each other, risking it Korra leaned in, pressing a soft kiss on his lips. 

Seconds later they were widely and deeply kissing. Hands grabbing at each other, almost fearful to lose grip. They had to break apart as they heard Korra's friends asking the bartender if she saw her.

Amon pressed his forehead against hers, laughing humorless and whispering. “I want it, too.”

  







16. My temptation and salvation

Summary for the Chapter:
            “I can not wait to fight her again.”

“You won’t.” Noatak snapped.

          
Notes for the Chapter:Hello friends,

I give to you two chapters, since both are short and I didn't upload the last time.

 

TW: Bloodbending and murder? I guess?




    
    
  

  

  My temptation and salvation


 

“I knew you would come to me.” Zaheer didn’t bother to relax his meditation pose, weightlessly floating in the middle of his prison cell, seemingly unbothered by his heavy handcuffs. He didn’t even look at Noatak.

Noatak was silent. He just stared intently at the wall behind the prisoner. His jaw tense and arms folded in front of his chest.

“It is a shame I did not know of you sooner.” Zaheer finally opened his eyes and looked at him. “You are a master of your art and you understand that people should not have to be ruled by an elite. The Red Lotus would have been perfect for you.”

“Since I never was interested in doing anyones bidding, I doubt that.” Noatak walked a little closer to the other man. “For an organisation of people opposing rulers, you loved to rule and they were happily following your every word.”

Zaheer chuckled. “That is a very easy and wrong assumption.”

Noatak continued. “I once deluded myself into thinking that I would be the perfect leader of a new world, too” He looked at Zaheer gloatingly. “Don’t try to fool you or me. I know if someone is carved from the same voracious wood. You yourself told Korra that you want to plant the seed of the new world.”

“That is not the same as leading.” Zaheer answered angrily. “We wanted to give the world a fresh start. We wanted -.”

“Yes, yes, tell yourself whatever lets you sleep at night.” Noatak interrupted. “But we both know that tingling in our minds. You were willing to sacrifice your people for it, you were willing to make a three-month-old a half orphan and you wanted to give a young woman a torturous death… because the taste of power melts delicious in our hearts.”

“That was not planned.” Zaheer stopped levitating. “I did not wish for the death of my peers and Korra should have died in seconds.”

Noatak did not say anything.

“From what I heard.” Zaheer started anew, this time with a gleeful smile. “She learned to walk again, didn’t she?” It took everything in Noatak to not fall for the obvious bait. Instead he registered that Zaheer still had too much connection to the outside. 

“I can not wait to fight her again.” 

“You won’t.” Noatak snapped.

“Because you are here to kill me?” The airbender laughed. “I don’t think that will go unnoticed. You visit me and suddenly I am dead? People will have questions.”

“Nobody knows I am here.” Noatak answered darkly. “Besides… do you think you can give her hours of torture and get rewarded with a fast death? I will be with my wife and child, while you will die here. I can’t say that you will be screaming and writhe in pain, since you won’t be able to move… or speak. But promise you you will feel every cloth blocking more and more of your heart and brain.”

Now Zaheer was silent, till his legs started to wobble. With a painful grunt he fell down onto his knees. His hateful eyes fixed on Noatak, mockingly but with clear pain in his words he said. “Didn’t you swear to never bloodbend again?”

“I did.” Noatak moved his fingers slowly through the air, painting an unseen picture.

“Look at you.” Zaheer wheezed. “Where is the remorseful good humanitarian? The one who just scolded me for my lust for power? Is killing me not against your principal?” 

“You misread me.” Noatak closed the distance, pressing his thumb into the older mans forehead. “All good I am, I am for her. Not for you.”

 

  







17. Chapter 17

Summary for the Chapter:
            "And if that should ever be the case. I would advise you to not start a family with an Avatar - or any bender for that matter."

          
Notes for the Chapter:Okay real talk.

I read all Amon/Korra fanfiction I could find (and I even combed through the internet archive, Anon who wrote the wattpad prompt one and has now a deleted tumblr with dead links to the continuation - where are you? I need closure!)

As much as I love all of them, a LOT of them have the plot where Noa does not like Korra using bending and she agrees to only use it if necessary (as in: As a weapon). As someone who has been doing martial arts since forever and deeply enjoys the philosophy behind it. It always makes me a little sad, since the philosophy, movements and formes SHOULD deeply affect the way you carry yourself through your dayly life.

Besides: With the age difference this particular dynamics always felt a little… weird.

It’s like marrying a model and then being mad that there are photographs everywhere.

Or being with a mathematician and being mad at all the math at home.

It does not stop me from reading and loving the stories, but it gave me a deep burning need to write a short  little “Anti” chapter. If one will call it that.

But also, that isn't a critic for those stories - it works in them.

TW: kinda CPTSD




    
    
  

  Looked to the ground but the road was long - Reprise



  

  



She knew he was in his head again and she would have let it be, if it hadn’t affected Yura as it did. She should have known. Since everything between them calmed down and they moved into one of Amons houses, she could feel it.

His nervousness when she played earthbending whack-a-mole with Naga. When she used her waterbending to clean up Yuras' mess. Till now she ignored it and he was smart enough to not comment on it.

Then it wasn’t about her anymore.

In the morning, Naga was playing nicely with the small child. It started to rain a bit and Yura, barely four years old, for the first time did bend water to dry herself. Excited Korra showed her daughter how she also could help Naga to dry off. It was an exercise with giggles and fun and Korra could not feel more proud. Her daughter was so talented.

The moment Noa came home, Yura almost ambushed him. Excited to show off her new ability. An excitement that died the moment she saw the strained smile of her father and felt a sudden cold distance. Korra tried to defuse everything, letting Yura choose her dinner and let her stay up a little longer.

As soon as she knew her child was fast asleep she found Noatak at the kitchen table. Watching the fireplace with a thousand yard stare.

“What happened tonight, will never happen again.” She said decisively.

“Korra.” Noatak groaned. “It's not so easy… Bending, especially Waterbending … and my blood… It always was a weapon and the feelings -”

“I do not care.” Korra interrupted. “You are a father of a waterbender and you will deal with your issues appropriately. If she ever feels bad for her talent again… We will leave you.”

Noatak rubbed his thumb over his fingers, a nervous tick.

“I think you don’t understand.” he whispered.

“I do.” Korra sat down next to him. Her voice now is a little softer, but still with a hard edge. “I know very well how hard it is to leave hurt in the past. But it is not Yuras duty to soothe your pain. Especially not if it dims her light, like it did tonight.”

“Noatak.” She made him look at her. “You have to work through this. If not, I will find my own way with her. And you can find someone else. And if that should ever be the case. I would advise you to not start a family with an Avatar - or any bender for that matter. Do you understand me?”

Noatak was silent, then he got up to hug her. She could feel him trembling.

“I am sorry.” His voice was strained. “It won’t happen again.”

  







18. I need the love I crave - END

Summary for the Chapter:
            A hollow laugh fought its way out of Korra. “Fuck my life.”

          
Notes for the Chapter:Here it is. The end.

I had forgotten how fun writing is, I had started writing fanfiction almost 22 years ago (at that time in my native language though) and stopped for almost 6.

I also forgot how much of a sucker I am for GreatVillainXHero(ine).

I will write more for the Korra Fandom, but for now it’s all Korrasami. There was a far to right-wing flavored election in my country and your girl needs to cope via writting saphic romance.

That is to say, if there is ever another Korra and Noatak idea, I will be back. I plan to stay in the Korra fandom for a while (I am pretty sure there will not be much for me in the new series, it seems much more like ATLA which I didn't really enjoy.)

 

TW: Birth




    
     


  I need the love I crave - END


 

 

Trying to sleep was useless. It was just too uncomfortable. She had to accept her fate; She was a fat pregnant seacat and nothing would ever make her comfortable. At least she was uncomfortable at a warm fire nation beach, with a beautiful cool seabreeze. She could hear Tenzin's children and Yura laughing.

For some reason this pregnancy was so very different then her first. For one, this one was planned. Yura begged for a sibling for years now and she and Noatak had many talks about more children. But after Zaheer's poisoning and the whole mess with Kuvira and the spirit weapon, Korra wasn’t sure if she would be able to conceive again. Luckily, she could.

Unluckily, the pregnancy just didn't feel right. Besides pain and nausea, most concerning was the fact that she could not feel her child like she could feel Yura. It almost never moved and it seemed even though Korra was big, there were no little waves dancing through her. No heartbeat echoing at night. Just a continued vibrating murmur. All the healers, Kya included, said while the child was very quiet they couldn’t feel anything wrong with her or her child.

Nevertheless, everything made her nervous and some nights she cried uncontrollably in Noatak’s arms. Noatak himself was also worried and wished for nothing more than to help her.

In a weak moment she had asked him if he would use his bloodbending to check on their child. It was a stupid request, she of all people knew that. 

Not only would it force Noatak to use part of himself he hated, but the moment  benders tapped into their element they already touched it. Sending small ripples of change through it. Nobody would know what that meant for a child being bloodbend inside the womb.



Korra had no other choice than to try to think about it as little as possible. Which was one of the main reasons, they -her friend and Tenzin's family- decided to take a vacation onto Asami’s Fire Island private beach. She had to lie, if she wouldn’t admit that the virgin coconut cream drinks didn’t help… sometimes at least.

It was Yuras whispered “Dad” that ripped her out of her thoughts. Her eyelids were far too heavy for Korra to look at her daughter. Besides, Noatak could handle whatever it was.

“Yes, my heart?”

“Ikki says that I will get a brother.” Her voice betrayed her pout. “I don’t want a brother! I want a sister! Brothers are mean. Milo always teases us and Rohan is sooo annoying!”

“How does Ikki know that it will be a brother?” She could hear how Noatak sat up, closing the book he just read.

“Because…” she started to whisper. “The baby is so mean to mummy. Ikki said tummy Rohan and Milo were also mean to their mummy. All brothers are mean!”

“My heart.” It seemed Noatak pulled Yura close. “That is not true. Brothers are not mean. Uncle Tarrlok was never once mean to me.” 

“Besides, Uncle Mako and Uncle Bolin are brothers too and they always keep each other safe.” Korra said, eyes still closed she gestured for her daughter to come closer. The moment Korra felt the tiny hand in hers she moved it to her belly. Laying the small cold hand flat on her. “Your sibling is rather quiet anyway.” 

The small hand patted carefully over the stretched skin, before pressing a wet kiss on it. “When will she come out?” she asked happily. All grievings already forgotten, like a typical five year old child would.

“Still a few weeks.” Noa answered.

Yura didn’t say anything, instead it seemed something Rohan did got all her attention and she ran away.

“You are awake already?” Noatak pressed a small kiss on her temple.

“Never slept.” She peeked through her heavy eyelids. The sky was still painted in beautiful blue, but the sun glared far too painful. “How can one pregnancy be so easy and the next one is just … heavy.”

She could feel Noatak’s finger weaving through her hair. “I don’t know. Lets just hope that the last weeks are over sooner than later and the child will come easy and fast.”

“Daddy?!” Yura ran back to them. Excited, she screamed “Can you do the fountain trick?”

Korra laughed, since the first visit at the sea, she asked nothing else from her father. But she had to admit, bending the water into small dancing droplets was much more impressive with the ocean than bathwater.

“It seems your talent is needed.” she teased, while yawning.

“I will join you in a second.” He pressed another kiss onto Korra. “You should try to sleep, my love.”

Lazily walking he joined the children in the water, the laughter and waves finally carried Korra into a light slumper.



After a nice dinner at the cutest seafood hut Korra ever saw outside of the southpole, Yura just fell into the deepest sleep they ever witnessed. 

Leaving her to a beautiful quiet evening, where she finally found a suitable position on the couch between all those pillows and almost dozed off. 

Then she felt it. Well known radiating pain ribbeled through her lower back and legs. First she tried to ignore it. It was far too early and maybe she just over exhausted herself at the beach, but the pain ripped through her unrelenting, then her water broke and she screamed for Noatak.

She felt nauseous, the pain did not let up and people around her were running and talking in pressed voices.

“Korra.” Pema whispered, while rubbing her back. “A fire mage was found and she is on her way.”

“Where is Yura?” Korra intended it as a simple question, it came out loud and with too much panic.

Noatak gripped her hand. “Don’t worry, she is with Tenzin and his children.”

As she breathed through the next wave of pain, a young woman walked through the door. The way she carried herself, told one she was the long awaited fire mage. Her garb looked like she had been interrupted in her night routine.



“My name is Mariko.” She settled down next to Korra, undressing her to let small firehands hover over her abdomen.

“The child is too early.” There was a nervous edge in Noatak’s words. “She should have at least four more weeks.”

“The children don’t have enough room.” Mariko answered sternly.

“Children?” Pema asked.

“Yes, I feel the warmth of three.”

A hollow laugh fought its way out of Korra. “Fuck my life.” Was the last coherent thing she could mutter before everything melted into primal screams, pain and tears.



Noatak had slipped into her bed, their youngest children sleeping on both their torsos. The boys, Uki and Unnu laid on Noatak, Yuka the girl slept peacefully on her mother. She watched their faces, letting her gaze wander over Noatak. He still looked much too handsome. But he had gotten older, his hair started to gray more and the lines around his eyes and mouth were much more pronounced now.

Both of them came far in those years. She helped with the transition of the Earth Kingdom, while Yumi and him built a whole network of non-profit social organizations. He had found his place in the world.

He saw her looking and returned her gaze. Full of love and tenderness. His smile was unusually soft, but he always got mellow around newborns. 

“Do you think that Yura will forgive us for her two brothers, since she also got one sister?” Noatak whispered into her hair. 

“She has to.” Korra answered exhaustedly. “I will not do any of this again.”

 

 

 

 

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Waterbender healer missing triplets would maybe not happen, but tbh the healing ability in the Avatar Universe is a mess anyway, so who cares?

Thank you all for reading my work!

And the biggest thanks to my wife for proofreading! We are both not english native speakers, but she did saved you all from some insane sentences :D
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