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Summary: With Asami and Mako together, anger filled Korra seeks peace and quiet in the spirit world, where she runs into Zaheer. The tension between Mako and Korra worsens when he catches Zaheer and Korra in compromising positions. Is this all part of Zaheer's scheme? Or he is truly falling for the young Avatar? Will team Avatar crumble under the pressure? Will everyone survive this battle?






1. I belong to no one


Authors Note: I don't own anything, I will be trying to add a chapter to the story at least once a week. If I miss a week, I will upload twice in the next week and so on. Thank you for reading.

Summary:

Anger filled Korra seeks peace and quiet in the spirit world, where she runs into Zaheer. The tension between Mako and Korra worsens when he catches Zaheer and Korra in compromising positions. IS this all part of Zaheer's scheme? Or he is truly falling for the young Avatar?

"I belong to no one"

"Listen to me. I'm going to set you free, but I want to talk to you first. I have a message that I need you to take to Korra"


Korra hated to admit it, but there was nothing she could do but wait. Her father, and Lin were right, they had no idea where Zaheer's people had taken Mako and Bolin. And there was no point in going around looking for them when they had no idea where to start. She angrily groaned and threw her fist into the rock wall of the inn, taking small satisfaction in watching part of the wall crumble beneath her fist.

"Korra," She heard a deep voice yell from across the room, when Korra turned she saw her dad glaring at her, "Calm down." With another groan, Korra plopped herself on the ground with a loud, thud.

"There must be something we can do!" Korra sneered, sounding as if she was trying to convince herself more than the others. Fire lord Zuko looked at the young Avatar with a smile on his face, remembering how energetic Aang use to be. Tonraq and Lin just shook their head at the young girl's attitude; she was as stubborn as a bull sometimes.

"Korra, listen to your father and calm down. " Lin said in a rash voice standing over Korra, "We have no idea where Zaheer or his group is. Until we find a lead there is nothing we can do."

"What happened to the whole 'I'm a detective' junk?" Korra demanded jumping to her feet, glaring at Lin. Lin just stared at the Avatar with a stern face, Korra knew there was nothing she could do. "Just forget it." Korra signed and pushed past everyone, with a heavy feeling in her heart that she was useless. She pushed the curtain out of the way and walked out of the inn.

Korra sat down by the pool where Mako and Bolin were taken, and her heart grew heavy thinking of the fire bender. She couldn't help but believe that she and Mako made a mistake. She loved the hot-headed guy, and she knew or at least she hoped that he still felt something for her. Korra extended her hand over the pool; a thin stream of water rose from the pool and swirled around her fingers. She knew that Mako and Asami were now back together, and Korra had told Asami that there were no hard feelings, but Korra couldn't help but to want to look away every time the couple did something. And she did, Korra thought of when her bending was restored, how he picked her up and spun her around. How their lips locked, and how it felt as if she was floating on clouds. The water in her hand turned to steam and flames erupted from her palm, as the horrid memories of their breakup clouded her mind and how Asami and Mako were now happily in love again.

Every time the fire bender was close to her, out of habit she would allow his scent to surround her. He smelt of lightning, crisp air, and like all fire benders he smelt a little of ashes. Korra wished she could feel his warm body against hers again; she needed to make things right. Maybe he would pick her over Asami, once again; Korra knew that it was not every likely. Especially how she treated him during her battle with the sprirts, and how she broke it off the last time. Once she told him it was over, she regretted it. But first, she just hoped him and Bolin would get home to her safely. As if the spirits heard her pleads, she heard Mako's and Bolin's voices in the distance. Korra cursed herself for her damned memories and the desert for playing tricks on her. When she kept hearing their voices, she jerked her head and saw the two brothers walking towards her.

"Mako! Bolin!" Korra yelled as she ran towards the famous bending brothers. With the use of her air bending, she reached them faster and pulled both bothers into a tight embrace. The two boys laughed at their friend's antics. When she finally put them back on the ground, she couldn't help the smile that was on her face. Korra stepped back and before she could ask questions, Mako took a step closer and looked up and down her. Korra knew he was making sure she didn't sustain any injuries.

"I was so worried, are you okay? Did they hurt you in anyway?" Mako questioned, taking another step towards the young avatar, a light blush covered her cheeks as she stuttered to answer him. She cursed her heart for beating as loud as it did; she swore he could hear it.

"I am better now, I am glad you are here." Korra said quietly as if she was embarrassed to admit she needed him; now it was Mako's turn to blush. Bolin sensing that the two ex-lovers needed some time alone, said he was going to inform the others that the brothers were okay, not that Korra or Mako heard him. They were too lost in what they wanted to say to hear Bolin walk away or to hear who was running towards them. "Mako, I still love…"

Before could finish her confession, Asami threw herself on top of Mako and in habit he wrapped his arms around her. Asami's lips quickly found Mako's as if she didn't notice Korra standing there watching the whole scene unfold in front of her. Mako's amber eyes widened in shock and landed on Korra's widdened filled ones. Korra refused to show them that this affect her so; she just stood there, trying to figure out the words she wanted to say as she saw her best friend kiss the man she loved. So many emotions ran through her, and Mako watched each one slowly take over her face. Maybe Korra was over reacting, maybe it was because she was so extremely worried about him and when he got home Asami interrupted their somewhat caring moment, or maybe it was because he acted like he truly cared for her that is why she was so emotional. All Korra knew is that she wanted to throw Asami off of him and beat her to a pulp, she also wanted to run away from the lovers, and she even wanted to laugh it off and pretend like nothing had happened. Finally she gave in and quickly turned her back to the lovers and fled out of the oasis and into desert. The wind and sand as if on her side, quickly covered up her frantic footprints, so no one would be able to find her.

Korra didn't know how long she was running or how far her legs had carried her, but she couldn't bring herself to care. Soon her legs gave out from exhaustion and her body collapsed into the harsh rough sand. Korra curled herself into a ball, as she could feel her heart break into pieces for what seemed like the hundredth time since she met him. She couldn't even bring herself to say his name, anger filled her body. No she would not cry, not for him. Korra slowly pushed herself onto her feet as let out a blood curling scream with fire pushing up her throat and flying from her lips, she closed her eyes and let out another scream this time slamming her boot into the ground pushing the earth up forming walls around the young avatar's body. Making herself a make shift tent closing herself off the rest of the world; just for a couple hours.

She heard Tenzin's voice in her head, whenever she was overcome with emotion to meditate to calm her spirit down. Korra took a deep breath, and sat down crossing one leg over the other. Closing her eyes she let her mind go black and allowed her spirit to separate itself from the chains that chained it to the physical world. Korra felt her spirit pull itself out of her body and when she opened her eyes she found herself where she and Zaheer had met.

Korra pushed herself of the green grass, walking up to the large tree and placing her hand on the bark. At first she truly felt at peace with the spirits and nature all around her; Korra loved the spirit world, it was untouched by the cruelness of mankind. Everything was still green and new; the wind held a gentle breeze and sung a song of life to her ears. The trees where miles high, the sky was a clearest of blues and Korra always felt at peace in this world as if she belonged in the spirit world and not the physical one. With a sigh, the vision of Mako and Asami filled her mind once again, and she let her rage take over her body.

"How could he do that to me? And with my best friends of all people!" Korra yelled, pacing back and forth. Unknown to her, Zaheer came to the spirit world for the same purpose as Korra; he was behind the tree listening to her angry rants. "I can't believe that I thought he stilled cared about me! I mean he acts all possessive when other males are around me and 'I was so worried about you Korra'. Bullshit! Spirits, he just makes me so mad!"

"Trouble in paradise? Huh, Avatar?" Zaheer said stepping out from behind the tree. He took a seat on the flattened rock that he was sitting in last time they had met. Korra spun on her heels and glared daggers at the man.

"Zaheer!" Korra yelled as she got into her fighting stance, fists up just waiting for a reason to bash his teeth in, "What do you want? And it better be good, I am not in a good mood."

"I just came here for some peace and quiet, but my quiet was ruined when you started shouting about your silly fire bender and his lover." Zaheer said with a straight face, on the inside he was smirking, knowing that he was getting under her skin. "Did you get my message from your fire boy?"

"His is not mine." Korra sneered, her teeth grating against one another, "And no, he was too busy swapping spit to tell me anything." Korra's anger grew along with the sadness as she recalled how worried she was for him, and he didn't even tell her what had happened. Her heart dropped into her stomach, as a frown replaced the confident look she was just wearing. This seemed to peak Zaheer's interest, even just a little. Maybe if he played on this, he could drive the Avatar's group apart; as much as Zaheer hated to admit it, with the help of her friends the Avatar could possibly take him and his group down. But, if Zaheer found a way to drive a wedge betwen the group, then she would be easy prey.

"So then you must belong to the other brother, the earth bender?" Zaheer questioned as he stood up and took a step in Korra's direction. Korra stared at him with disbelief, what did it matter to him? Korra stomped up to Zaheer with no fear, and pushed her finger into his chest with every word.

"I belong to no one!" Korra murderously said glaring deep into his eyes; his face was blank yet his eyes were filled with humor. He raised his hand up to her chin and looked back into her eyes with the same amount of emotion as she did.

Zaheer leaned in close to Korra's ear and whispered, "Good to know…my avatar." And with that, Zaheer disappeared as if the wind had whispered it into her ears. Leaving the young Avatar standing there stunned, staring off into space.






2. At the sound of Music to his ears


Author's note: I do not own anything. I will be trying to add a chapter to the story at least once a week. I may update more than that if I am feeling really ambitious. If I miss a week, I will upload twice in the next week and so on. Thank you for reading, please comment and tell me what you think.

'At the sound of music to his ears'

Korra stood there, her mind completely blank; she had no idea what to make of what just happened. Zaheer's words swam through her head, and her rage bubbled up again inside of her. His Avatar? Oh boy, did he have another thing coming. Korra took a couple deep breaths trying to calm herself down; before she disrupted the spirit world with the amount of anger radiating off of her. She turned away from where Zaheer was just standing and noticed that there was a small river flowing towards the mountains in the distance. Korra wished she could have taken a quick dip into the river, but she knew she had to get back to her body before the others got worried. She sat down, crossed one leg over the other and took a deep breath. Korra closed her eyes and allowed her mind to go black; she felt her body's small tug at her soul and followed that tug back into her body.

When she finally felt the warm sensation of her soul being back in her body, she slowly opened her eyes and breathed out a little bit of fire. She needed to feel in control once again; Korra hated when she wasn't in control and recently it had seemed like she was in a rapid river being tossed around like a rag doll. Korra was still slightly flustered but her body steamed with anger, "How dare he call me his!" She shouted as she stomped down into the sand, pushing her quickly made rock walls back into the ground from once they came.

Korra was so furious she had yet to notice that Mako, Asami, and Bolin were standing nearby. They went looking for her, although Mako hadn't told them the real reason that Korra had ran away; since Asami didn't notice that she had run off, and Bolin was too busy talking to Lin, Tonraq, and Fire Lord Zuko. Mako just told them that before Asami ran over, Korra said something about going off and meditation in peace. When Team Avatar saw the rock tent they figured it was her; Bolin had pushed the rock walls down to make sure Korra was in there and when they saw she was in the spirit world, Bolin put the walls back up. The group had stayed close to her rock barrier, just to make sure no one came around and tried to harm her while she was in the spirit world.

Korra's eyes were closed as she clenched her fists in rage, "First Mako acts as if he actually cares about me, then Zaheer goes and acts all high and mighty calling me his! He wishes he could tame me!"

"He did what?" An angry shout caused Korra to open her eyes in shock, she hadn't even realized people where there. That could have been really dangerous, "Hello? Earth to Korra? He said what?" Mako angrily questioned once more, when Korra just stared at him. Quickly her daze was shaken by the anger in his voice and Korra just stared at him with disbelief.

"Oh and why do you care?" Korra shouted, shocking everyone around her. They could practically feel the anger radiating off of her body. Bolin and Asami took a couple steps back, while Mako stood his ground and lowered his eyes. He even took a couple steps closer as anger filled both of their eyes as now they were only a couple steps apart.

"Because he is the enemy, Korra! He tried to kidnap you! Or have you forgotten about that as well?" Mako shouted back, crossing his arms over his chest. As if she could have forgotten that she almost was kidnapped, you can't just forget those things.

"I doubt you even cared!" Korra said with anger lacing each word, as she took a step and jammed her finger in the center of his chest, "I am the Avatar; you don't owe me any favors." That she whispered but with still as much anger as before. Mako's eyes widened for a second, realizing she had said something close to that before he confessed his love, then with a sigh Mako shook his head.

"Look, I don't care if you are the Avatar or not, Korra. We are on the same side here." Mako said softly with a slight smile on his face, "What would I do without my best friend?" Her heart shattered a little more as Mako pulled her into a tight embrace. Korra did not return the hug at first, her eyes were stung with the truth that she heard; her arms remained at her side, and for the second time today, she wanted to run away. With a heavy sigh, Korra wrapped her arms around his slender torso. Basking in his warmth, and allowing his scent to surround her once more.

"Now, there is something that me and Bolin have to tell you. So why don't we go back to the inn and talk." Mako said pulling back from the embrace, his arms still on her shoulders, looking into her blue eyes. Bolin and Asami were now walking towards the two benders and with smiles on their faces, agreed with Mako; saying it was the best course of action.

"Zaheer said you guys were supposed to deliver a message to me." Korra said thoughtfully as she remembered what Zaheer had told her in the spirit world, it was definitely weird. "Anyway, I could use a cup of Lychee juice" The others laughed as they headed back to the oasis, Korra couldn't help but notice how Mako grabbed Asami's hand as they walked back.

When they reached the Oasis, after Korra grabbed a rather large glass of Lychee juice, Team Avatar went straight into the room that Korra was staying in at the inn. Korra took a seat on the bed, Naga came up to the window and putting her head through the window, Naga laid her head on Korra's lap. Asami and Mako took the couch in across from the bed and Bolin created a chair from the earth below to sit in. Korra rubbed behind Naga's ears, waiting for Mako or Bolin to speak.

"So, what was the big message that you had to deliver to me?" Korra said impatiently, as she stared at Mako. Bolin sat there extremely interesting on looking at how his fingers looked. Mako shifted to the edge of the seat and cleared his throat.

"I guess by now you already know that Zaheer killed the Earth Queen," Mako paused waiting for Korra to nod, "well before that, me and Bo got locked up in a jail cell when Zaheer gave us to the Earth Queen so he could have you. Like a trade, when he found out the ship carrying you got destroyed, that's when he killed the Earth Queen. Zaheer made an announcement to all of Ba Sing Se, and then he had Ghazan, the guy who bends lava, to burn down the inner walls. Zaheer let all the prisoners out, except for us. He came to us and said that he was going to set us free but first he wanted to speak to us. That he had a message that he needed us to deliver to you."

"And? What is that message, get on with it." Korra said once again impatiently, she wasn't one to wait for things.

"Well the red lotus is meeting up, not just the members we met, but the whole red lotus." Mako said, he saw Korra's face and sighed, "To decide what they are going to do about you, and how he told us to tell he can't wait to see you again."

"Eh?" Korra said, her eye twitching, "That's it? I mean that's not so bad, guess." She said shrugging and picking at something in her ear. She was expecting something a lot more threatening, like he had her parents or something. He is not acting how I thought he would.

"I think we should figure out where that meeting is being held, and try to infiltrate it." Asami said with a thoughtful look on her face, as if she was already trying to figure out the details.

"But we go in like me and Korra did when we rescued Bolin, undercover. We aren't going to go in trying to fight everyone. Okay, Korra?" Mako said, glaring in Korra's direction. Korra glares at him back but she nods. "I'm serious this time, Korra!"

"I'm understand, boss man!" Korra yelled standing up, with a sign she sat back down, "But how do we figure out where the meeting is being held?" Korra had to admit she wasn't the most patient, and sometimes she was pretty quick to act.

"Well last time, Zaheer and Aiwei, met in the spirit world. And only Korra can go there, so it can't be there." Bolin said in a serious tone, as if he was actually contemplating if it could actually be there or not.

"I doubt that everyone in the red lotus would be going to the meeting can go to the into the spirit world, Bo." Korra said laughing a little at the thought of just a hundred people's bodies all sitting next to each other, now that would be silly.

"Well somehow we are going to figure out how to find out where they are having this meeting, because this could be the break that we are looking for." Mako said staring at the ground, placing his head in his one hand. Korra already had an idea about how she could find out, but after how Mako freaked out about what Zaheer said, Korra wasn't about to bring up her idea.

"Well we should probably get to how we are going to figure this out." Korra said pushing Naga off her lap and pushing her arms above her head and stretching. "I am going to go the spirit world," Everyone raised their eye brows at her, Mako stood up and was about to say something to her, "No, shut up. Mako you have no say in what I do or say."

"Korra, I do not feel comfortable with you doing things on your own." Mako said with small traces of anger lacing each word; with a sigh Korra decided that it wasn't worth it getting into another argument.

"I am in the spirit world, there is no bending, and no harm can come of me. I am not meeting anyone, it just helps me think." Korra said with a sad smile on her face, "It just isn't worth fighting anymore, Mako. So just go figure out how we are going to find Zaheer with Asami and Bo. If it makes you feel better, I'll leave my body right here on the bed. But first, I need some more Lychee juice" She got happier when she spoke about the Lychee juice, but the rest was mostly just spoken with little to no emotion. With that said, Korra started to walk out of the door, she hesitated when Mako spoke.

"What do you mean; it just isn't worth fighting anymore?" Mako whispered his face scrunched up in confusion.

With a sigh Korra turned around and face Mako, with a fake smile on her face, but like everyone else, he believed it, "Like you said, we are best friends, we shouldn't be fighting this much" Mako didn't say a word as he watched Korra walk out of the door, with a sad smile on her face.

Korra returned to the room taking a huge chug of the Lychee Juice she just gotten; within the room Bolin and Asami were playing Pi Sho, what caught her attention was that Mako wasn't in the room anymore. Korra looked all around the room, but she couldn't find him.

"Where did city boy go?" Korra asked as she settled herself in her meditation position on top of the bed.

Asami looked up from the Pi Sho game and glanced around the room, "Huh, I didn't even notice that he left the room." Bolin just shrugged his shoulders and went back to trying to figure out how to quickly beat Asami, and prove once and for all that Shady Shin's way of Pi Sho was superior. Korra chuckled when Asami beat him once more and Bolin yelled out "15 out of 21".

Korra closed her eyes, and focused on her breathing and heart beat as her mind melted into blackness. With a deep breathe, and for the second time today, she released her spirit from the binds that bound her to this world. Korra felt her soul push itself out of her body, as if it was in a hurry, and disappear into the other world. Korra new exactly where she would land, and she was expecting to speak to a certain air bender.

When she felt her feet touch the soft grass of the spirit world, Korra opened her eyes and glanced around her. This better not become a normal thing for us. But Zaheer was nowhere to be seen; Korra let out a noise close to a growl and yelled out his name. With a sigh she glanced up at the tree, and to the small spirits next to her. With a playful smile on Korra's face she raced some sprits to the top of the tree. She lost of course, but she would never admit it to anyone, she couldn't help but let the laugh slip through her lips.

Without her realizing it she called him to her; Zaheer had felt something pull at his heart, calling him to the spirit world. Right after him and the red lotus finished eating some weird steaks that the Queen had, he quickly went to his room and allowed his spirit to leave his body, and travel to where his heart was calling him. When Zaheer arrived beneath his favorite tree, he couldn't help but to hear the most wonderful song ever heard. It was more touching than the song the wind sung as it passed by his ears; it tugged at his heart, like what had called him to this very place.

He narrowed his eyes, and glanced up from where the noise was coming from. His eyes widened when he realized that the noise he had heard was actually the Avatar laughing. Quickly he gained his normal stoic face, as he watched the Avatar play with the spirits with such care. Zaheer knew that she was the key in the Red Lotus's plans, and he would have to kidnap her soon, but for now he just listened to her beautiful laughter. Zaheer took a deep breath, and took his meditating position underneath the tree; waiting for the Avatar to finish playing with the spirits. One could not tell by looking at his face that he was enjoying her joyful spirit around him; one probably wouldn't be able to tell if he enjoyed anything with him usually wearing a stoic mask, but he truly couldn't stop himself from smiling on the inside at the sound of music to his ears.






3. We seemed like a good idea


Author's note: I do not own anything. I am sorry this one was a couple days late but me and Kenzie were still trying to figure out the details. Originally we were going to have this also include the Red Lotus group but we will have that in the next chapter. We get a look in Mako and Asami's relationship and how Mako was able to survive without Korra. The breaks are to show that we are going back and forth; between past and present. Thank you for reading, please comment and tell me what you think.

"We seemed like a good idea…"

Mako sighed as he put his head into his hands; his headache was getting worse, and he didn't know if it was all the stress or if it was the memories floating throughout his head. Asami was right, they needed to focus on the current threat at hand, not Korra and his relationship. Mako had to admit, Asami had a brilliant idea to help him get over Korra, but he still didn't feel comfortable with the whole scheme of things. With another sigh he closed his eyes, let his head fall backwards, resting against the wall, and just thought back; he was breaking apart and Asami tried to hold all the pieces together. Tried.


With another loud yell, he grabbed the mirror and threw it across the small room as the tears streamed down his face. The mirror hit the ground as shards of glass flew across the floor, adding to the destruction all around him. Another yell left his mouth, this time with fire spiraling up his throat and out his mouth, fanning throughout the room, giving it an orange glow. He turned quickly and with a fist full of flames, he put another dented scorch mark into the wood. Now panting, he hit his head against the scorched wood trying to stop the memories from arising once again.

With the sound of her laughter in his mind, his anger grew as the flames grew higher and stronger. Just like his grief, the fire was eating up everything in its sight. He threw his fist into the wall one more time, trying to choke back the tears that were already spilling down his face. He couldn't hold back the whimpers that were clawing their way out of his mouth; he was finding it hard to breathe as he remembered the way she would softly kiss him.

He pushed himself off the wall a with fire almost dripping out of his mouth, he let out a heart wrenching wail; another chair flew across the room and smashed against the door. He fell to the floor, letting another wail fly from his mouth as he pounded his fist against the ground; crying out Korra's name as if she could hear him, as if she would come running back to him. What hurt him the most was that he let her walk away, saying nothing more than a nod.

That is what Asami walked in on; Asami had decided to check up on the fire bender and when she heard all the smashing and yelling, she sprinted up to his room. She looked around and saw how badly he was hurting, and how bad he destroyed his room. Asami sprinted out of the room and got a bucket of water when she saw the fire burning up half the room. After Asami put out the fire, she ran over to the cause of all this misery and draped her arms around his body, resting her head on his back. He was still on his elbows and knees, banging his fist into the ground, whispering Korra's name.


Shaking his head, Mako couldn't believe how hard he had fallen; it had taken him months to return to normal, or at least where he wouldn't have a break down in front of Korra when he saw her. All he had to do was dive into his work, leave almost no time for anyone, and stick to Asami's plan.


"Mako, it has been over five weeks," Asami said, Mako knew she cared but he couldn't bring himself to, "If Korra can move on with her life, well then… so can you."

Mako lifted his head out of his hands and stared at the non-bender sitting across the table from him, he wasn't as bad as he was before, but he was still ignoring Korra and the group. The only one who knew how bad he was, was Asami, ever since she found him on the floor that day, she has been trying to put him back together. Mako never really had a family outside of Bolin, no one to take care of him, to listen to him. Sure he had Bolin, but he couldn't show weakness to Bolin. Mako was the one to take care of Bolin, not the other way around. When Korra came into his life, for some reason he put all his faith in her. He took care of her, but she also took care of him. Then she disappeared, and he didn't know how to cope with losing his family…. all over again. He just snapped.

"Asami, I am fine." He said staring at her, trying to make her believe him, but the look she was giving him told him that he wasn't doing a very good job. Asami sighed deeply and pushed her hair out of her face.

"Mako, I have an idea to help you get over Korra." Asami said as she stood up to look down at him, "I don't think you are going to like it, but I believe it will help."

"Well get on with it." Mako was never a patient man, and he was going crazy being stuck on the beautiful Avatar.

"Well, you know how you skip work; you claim that you are sick? And after a while of saying you are sick, suddenly you become sick?" Asami questioned with all seriousness.

"Yes, but I don't know how that has anything to do with Korra." Mako said with a rather unneeded sigh, "I can tell myself as many times as I want that I'm over her. It does nothing."

"Well, besides the fact that you aren't even trying, you need to take it a step farther. You need to not only tell yourself that you are over her, but act like it." Asami said trying to explain what she was thinking, "You need to spend more time with her, in your mind you need to pick out her flaws. Focus on them, and you need to act happy. As if you are happy that you are single, even get a girlfriend, or girlfriends." After a moment it finally it clicked in his head and he frowned.

"I don't think that is going to work." Mako said feeling uneasy; he could barely look at Korra, let alone try and get a girlfriend.

"Look, it is the only option we have left; it doesn't even have to be a real girlfriend." Asami said with a wink, "It could be a fake girlfriend." Mako looked at the beautiful non-bender with skepticism in his amber eyes, but after a couple minutes with a sigh he gave in.

"Okay, we can try it. But where on earth am I supposed to find a 'fake girlfriend'?" Mako said rolling his eyes, making air quotations around the end of his question.

"Well what about me?"


That is how this whole charade had started, and he wasn't going to lie, his feelings for Korra had started to dwindle down. Korra still had a hold on his heart, but it was growing weaker yet he knew deep in his mind that she always would have a small tug on which way his heart swung. He had wanted Korra to see that he was happy, but he hadn't meant to send her into the dessert upset. Mako looked up when he heard soft footsteps heading in his direction.

"There you are, Mako." Asami said with a relieved grin on her face, "I had thought we were going to have to search in the desert for yet another person." She added with a small laugh, she was trying to lighten the mood. Although it wasn't working the way she had wanted it to. A sigh passed through her lips, and she slid down the wall, sitting next to the fire bender.

"Why did you kiss me?" Mako whispered looking at the ground in front of him; refusing to look at Asami until she answered him. He felt anger bubbling up inside of him, mostly at himself for hurting Korra. Again.

"Well I thought that was what I was supposed to do…" Asami said looking at Mako with confusion filling her beautiful features, "Remember we are 'dating'?" She used air quotations just as Mako had a long time ago.

"Well yeah, but..." Mako began to say, but he knew he had no reason to be mad at Asami; she was only going along with the plan. "Nothing, it isn't you." With that he got up and started to walk back to Korra's room. Asami just sat against the building sighing and shaking her head, those two will never learn.

As Mako got closer he couldn't help but think of Korra, "We had seemed like a good idea…."






4. My Avatar


Author's note: I do not own anything. This one we get back to Korra and Zaheer. We also get to see inside of Zaheer and P'Li. We know some of you aren't happy with the last chapter, but it will be important in the end. And we know that you guys want more Zaheer and Korra, but she almost got kidnapped by him…Thank you for reading, please comment and tell me what you think.

"….My Avatar…"

Korra had long since dragged herself from the top of that tree, it took her longer than Zaheer would have liked, but after he apparently 'Scared the spirits out of her' she calmed down and started talking to him. There was almost no tension in the air, all the tension was created by the young Avatar. Korra was always looking for a fight; she was trying to cover up the idea that her spirit liked to have his aura around her. Korra didn't like how comfortable she was getting around him; he just tried to kidnap me for spirits sake!

"I received your message, Zaheer." Korra said with hint of malice in her voice, "Where is this so called meeting you are having?" Zaheer took a deep breath and closed his eyes.

"If you were intended to know, Avatar," Zaheer said with no emotion, "then you would have received an invitation." Korra let out a low noise close to a growl; she longed to have her bending to teach this guy a lesson. Taking a deep breath, she tried being less direct.

"Was that the whole message?" Korra asked now finally sitting down in a position almost identical to Zaheer's.

"No." Zaheer said while opening his eyes, his almost black eyes were filled with anger and a little conflict, "But you knew this. You wouldn't be able to control your curiosity, and we would once again find ourselves here."

"This whole scheme was to get me here?" Korra asked, an uneasy feeling growing in her stomach as she stared into those dark eyes. After speaking his eyes closed once more, as if he was trying to let go of his anger; with a silent sigh he opened them again, this time void of all emotion.

"I am tired of chasing you, Korra." Zaheer sneered, as his anger was dripping from each word, yet his eyes were void, "This meeting is to figure out what the Red Lotus wants to do….but don't think for one second that if it was up to me I wouldn't use the new air nation against you. Soon you will either submit, or I, personally, will make you submit." Zaheer closed his eyes as he let Korra dwell on that statement.

A look of horror reached Korra's face as she took in his words, as her heart dropped into her stomach. She hadn't even thought of him using the new air benders against her, but as she was thinking about it, it seemed like the perfect idea. When Korra didn't answer right away, Zaheer opened one eye and looked at her scrunched up face and sighed. He couldn't understand this heavy feeling in his heart when he saw that look on her usually beautiful features.

"Why were you up in the tree so long?" Zaheer asked Korra without opening his eyes, as he was still in the meditation position. Zaheer had lost control of his anger; I can't allow that to happen again. Korra was taken back from his words; she wasn't ready for that transition, from such anger in his voice to sounding so at peace. She couldn't even begin to think about why he even wanted to know, but not wanted to keep him waiting she told him the truth. It couldn't hurt.

"Well, I guess, because it is so peaceful." Korra said looking up into the sky, then back at Zaheer, "Just as you usually meditate to relax, I love to run or feel the wind through my hair. The spirits are part of me, and I believe, sometimes, that I belong in this world than the physical one." Zaheer's eyes shot open as Korra's closed at that last comment; he looked at the Avatar with shock written on his face. She was leaning back on both hands, legs still crossed, her head was back with her eyes shut, and a breath taking smile on her face as the wind blew through her hair. He and the Avatar shared more in common than he first originally thought. He cursed himself; I shouldn't think of her like that, she is just a pawn that we need. Just a pawn.

When Korra opened eyes, she couldn't help but feel attracted to the man in front of her. She pushed off her butt and slowly crawled on her hands and knees in front of this man. She couldn't control herself as she reached up, and lightly grazed her fingers along his cheek. She couldn't help the blush that ran across her face as temptation won the battle over his mind as he leaned into her soft hand; electricity shot throughout both their bodies from the slight touch. Korra's mouth let a soft gasp leave her lips as she found herself leaning forward, towards his. His deep eyes clashed with her light ones; just like yin and yang it seemed as if they were drawn to each other, as if they needed one another. Slowly she closed her eyes, giving into the pounding in her heart; getting lost into the intoxicating aroma he had, she could feel his hot breath on her lips and she couldn't help the involuntary shudder that ran through her body. Zaheer shocked himself as he found himself wanting to hold her; his eye's started to close as he leaned towards her begging lips. As their lips were less than centimeters apart, both of them silently begging for the slightest touch, she could feel his lips pull up into a smirk as his hand ghostly ran over her cheek.

"….My Avatar," he whispered, and then his warmth disappeared. Korra felt the cold crawl up her spine as she opened her eyes and saw that he had vanished in thin air. And with another broken sigh, she was gone as well.

But unknown to her, Zaheer had just moved himself to the other side of the tree; he couldn't believe he let his emotions grab a hold of him like that. With a sigh, he leaned back against the tree, rubbing his temples with his pointer fingers. With an angry yell, he turned around and punched the tree. The Avatar was making him soft, P'Li was right, he has changed, and he didn't know if it was for better or for worse. All he knew is that it had to stop.


Zaheer was walking back to his room on the airship; he needed to figure out what was calling him to the spirit world. After the group's failed attempt to kidnap the Avatar, there had been a lot of stress and a lot of yelling at one another. Right before he pushed open the door to his room, he heard his name being called from the room across from his, and he froze.

"You and Zaheer do not seem as happy as you did before prison." Zaheer didn't have to see who was speaking to know it was Ming-Hua. Ming-Hua wasn't asking, she was simply stating the facts that even Zaheer knew. He also knew he should just go in his room and quickly go to what or whoever was calling him, but his curiosity grew too strong and he got closer to the other door to listen.

"No, it does not seem like it." The other spoke with a soft sigh, Zaheer himself barely picked it up; the person speaking he knew was his P'Li. "When I joined the Red Lotus, I was young and looking for excitement. I am in no one saying I regret this, but I may regret him." Zaheer's eyes widened as he processed what she was saying. It weighted his heart down to hear his usually confident P'Li speak so softly and so timid.

"But, P'Li," Ming-Hua said, "Was he not what kept you through the cold nights in prison?" Zaheer sure hoped he was for her, because she consumed almost all of his thoughts the thirteen years they were locked up.

"He isn't the man I knew once, and he can never become him again. That is what ruined us." P'Li stated, sounding a little more like herself; Zaheer could picture her flawless face scrunching up at the thought of anything displeasing. "When you are sitting in the cold, nothing to keep you warm, but your memories, you constantly think of who you love. Your mind creates this unrealistic image of that man. Unrealistic fantasies and by then it's already ruined. When you finally see him, you can't help but see that unrealistic image of him, but soon the façade falls. Zaheer just couldn't live up to the expectations of the man I built in my head."


Korra let out a loud groan as her spirit forced its way back into her body, one was supposed to ease their way back in, but she guessed her spirit was too angry and too humiliated to take its time.

"Oh spirits." She mumbled as a pounding in her head began, "I never want to go into the spirit world again." Korra rubbed her head as she opened her eyes and jumped when she saw Mako sitting on the bed staring at her in confusion. Korra shook her head at him, telling him not to question it.

"Come on, Korra. We have an idea where the meeting is going to take place." Mako said as he got up off the bed offering Korra his hand. "While you went to the spirit world and Asami and Bolin stayed here, I went back to their truck and searched it from top to bottom."

"And?" Korra asked while taking Mako's hand. He pulled her up off the bed then quickly dropped her hand and started walking towards the springs where Asami and Bolin were sitting playing with the spirits.

"I found something." Mako harshly said, telling Korra that the conversation was over for now. Korra couldn't understand why he had gotten so harsh and angry so quickly. She just shrugged and ran over to Bo and Asami.

"Did you see Zaheer in the spirit world?" Asami said as she stood when Korra reached them, Mako trailing slightly behind Korra.

"Yeah I did, but he wouldn't tell me anything." Korra said grumpily crossing her arms across her chest, "But he did tell me that if it was up to him, that he would use the new air benders against me." Everyone looked taken back by that, they all knew that Zaheer needed Korra but they didn't realize that he would go as far as whipping out the air nation to get to her.

"What do you think he will do to them?" Bolin said, now just starting to stand up with Pabu on his shoulder. He was getting tired of looking up at the other three benders.

"I don't know, Bo." Korra said rubbing her arm, "But what I do know is that we need to stop them before he can get the air benders."

"This meeting is the perfect way to figure out what they are going to do. To make sure we are a step ahead of them." Asami said slamming her fist into her open palm. Korra wanted to chuckle at the thought, but she knew that a pissed off Asami was a scary Asami; even if she couldn't bend.

"Well the letter that I found in their vehicle, said that the meeting would be in Republic City." Mako said pulling the letter out of his shirt, handing it to Korra for her to read, "Zaheer must know that the president banned Korra from the city." Korra felt her heart drop into her stomach for the second time today as she read the letter herself.

"Not only is it in Republic City, but the meeting is being held in the president's private bunker, underneath his house."






5. A goddess walking among mortals


Author's Note: Sorry it has taken me so long to write and post this and sorry this was such a short chapter, I have been so busy with trying to finish my assignments for school I completely put this on the back burner. I am going to try and update one more time this week, if I can I do not know, but I will try. The link to the dress that Korra is wearing is on our profile, I tried to describe it the best I could but I had some difficulties. Hopefully soon we will get to the steamy scene with Zaheer and Korra. Thank you for reading and please comment what you think!

"A goddess walking among mortals"

"Wow," Bolin stated flinging his arms in front of his body, as if he was trying to stop a speeding Satomobile, "the president is in on this?"

"He never did seem to like Korra that much…" Mako trailed off near the end as he became deep in thought.

"Yeah, but I didn't think that he would go as far as side with the criminals who tried to kidnap Korra as a child!" Asami all but yelled, "He has to maintain the public's approval, and I don't think that the public would approve of that."

"But it is a secret meeting," Mako sneered behind clenched teeth, "meaning no one would know about it. The public can't disapprove something that they didn't know about!"

Korra sat on the bed quietly throughout Team Avatar's discussion, she was trapped in shock. She felt as if someone was putting the fury of the spirits on her shoulders, as if pouring molten gold onto her flesh; the pain of the heavens chained her to the ground beneath her and the more she struggled, the tighter the chains became. She sat as still as a statue thinking blocking out the storm brewing around her. Never was harmony more perfect than that between the chaos of her mind and the chaos of the world around her. Korra clenched her eyes shut, stood up, and with a deep breath, her crystal blue unclouded eyes shot open and her friends have never heard her voice stronger than of that time.

"Either way, we will bring the red lotus down." Korra stated; her voice stronger than an ox, "They will not continue their destruction on this world. We need to come up with a plan to get into that meeting." A huge grin over took Bolin's face, a smile reached Asami's perfectly red lips, and only a smirk reached Mako's expression as he simply nodded his head.

"We should bring the letter," Mako said as Team Avatar took a seat in a circle on the floor, "to prove that we actually belong in the meeting."

"I think it will be best if we go undercover for this mission," Asami simply restating what Mako had said earlier. Another huge teeth filled smile filled Bolin's face as he loudly clapped his hands together.

"Wait! I got it!" Bolin said in a sing-song voice, "I'll disguise myself as a lost citizen, and when I'm by the guards, I'll distract the red lotus with my bird calls!" He finished his plan up with a couple of bird noises, "That's when you all sneak into the meeting!" The entire team just looked at him with bored expressions; Mako was the only one that told Bolin that his plan was stupid, just as he did when they were younger.

"Bird calls? Really?" Mako questioned; Bolin turned to him and gave him a nasty look.

"Well I haven't noticed you offering any suggestions!" Bolin said with a hint of malice in his usually chipper voice. Asami sighed deeply and put her head in her hands, the bickering of the brothers were hurting her head.

"Well the one time me and Korra snuck into Amon's meeting, to save you I might add," Mako added quickly knowing that it would bother Bolin, " we pretended to be a couple, we showed them the flyer, and they let us right in. But the way the letter was written it seems as if it is going to be formal wear."

"That was Amon, though," Asami added before Bolin had a chance to 'defend his honor', "that is a start, but the red lotus is a little bit smarter than Amon. They will not hesitate, like Amon did, if they get Korra they might just kill her there." Asami was right, they couldn't just do small disguises, they would have to completely change the way Korra looked.

"Well than, we will just have to completely change the way we look." Korra said with a grimace on her face, "Asami will have to not wear makeup or wear it in a completely different way, I will have to wear it with one of Asami's dresses, and the boys will have to think of something."

"Let's do it!" Asami said with a huge smile complimenting her lips, "I always wanted to dress Korra up." Korra cringed at the idea of being in a dress, completely coated in powder and lipstick. She knew it was her plan, but that didn't mean she liked the idea. With a nod Team Avatar split up, and Asami basically dragged Korra to her room.


"Asami, I don't know about this," Korra groaned as she stared at herself in the mirror; to be truthful Korra couldn't find herself anywhere in the face staring back at her.

"Oh, shut it!" Asami said as she took the last curler out of Korra's hair; the hair softly bounces and then landed perfectly to frame her face, "You look stunning!"

"But it's not me..." Korra spoke so softly that Asami didn't even hear the simple comment. Korra glanced in the mirror and she could clearly see the beauty that Asami was speaking about, but Korra couldn't find any comfort in it.

Korra's hair was in large spirals cascading around her face and down her back, Asami added things called 'extensions' and placed them into Korra's hair making it seem as if her hair traveled more than half way down her back. Asami had given Korra large golden earrings, fake of course, with the water bending emblem carved into the golden sphere. The dress, which Korra believed was far too formal for this, was made of the finest silk which clung to every curve of her body; her breasts were held up not with bindings as usual, but Asami gave Korra a normal bra that pushed them up and make them look larger than normal. The dress had a small v at her collar bone, curving around her shoulders the fabric didn't reconnected until right above her ass, leaving her back fully exposed. The long sleeves were tight, but loose enough so Korra could move around without discomfort; the color started at a deep blue and the dress curved around her body the color started to lighten till it was almost a white at the small trail.

Asami had bought the dress awhile back, hoping one day that she and Korra would be friends and that Korra would allow Asami to dress her up. Now was her chance, and she was going all out. Asami put a red lip stain across Korra's mouth, Asami didn't want to overdo it since Korra held natural beauty, but she had to make sure it didn't look like Korra. Asami added a light smoke effect with the eye shadow, and then she added some light mascara to make her eyes pop. Asami made Korra put on some golden heels with swirls carved into the gold; although the dress covered the heels, Asami swore that Korra needed the heels to finish the outfit.

Asami wore almost the same kind of dress that Korra did, but Asami's back was completely covered. The material was still made of the finest silk, which expanded Asami's smaller curves. The dress had a plunge in the front, with a slit up the side starting below her waist; the color went from a sparkly white to a dark crimson red at the end. Asami wore the same makeup that she did every day; she wore red diamond earrings, complimented with golden shoes also similar to Korra's.

With a huge smile on Asami's face and a scowl on Korra's face, Asami grabbed Korra's hand and raced out outside to meet the boys.


Mako's jaw almost dropped as he watched as Korra and Asami stepped outside into the moonlight; Asami walked with confidence towards the fire bender and gave him a peck on the cheek. Korra slowly came out behind her, taking smaller, not as confident steps out of the building. Mako couldn't believe how amazing Korra looked; Asami nudged him in the ribs.

"Doesn't she look amazing" Asami said her hand stretched out pointing to Korra. Mako was trying his hardest not to show how much Korra's beauty affected him, but Bolin didn't even try to hide it. His eyes were wide, and basically drooling at the sight of her.

"She looks pretty amazing," Mako said, leaning down to give Asami a slight kiss, "You did amazing, hun." Asami nodded her head in thanks, and giggled as Bolin rambled.

"Korra...you look amazing!" Bolin yelled, "Your hair, and eyes, and your….wooow. You look amazing Korra." A slight blush ran across Korra's face as Bolin rambled on about her looks, but deep down she was a little disappointed the brothers were more attracted to her this way than how she was normally.

The two bending brothers were in nothing that extravagant, both of them were in nice tuxes that looked as if Asami had bought them. Mako had his hair slicked back like he did during his and Asami's first date, with a golden scarf tucked into his jacket, to match Asami. Bolin had his hair slicked back as well, but instead of a golden scarf, Bolin had a light blue scarf on to match Korra's dress.

After discussing the plan one more time, Team Avatar headed to one of the flying bison; Asami took a hold of Mako's arm as did Korra took Bolin's. Mako was to act as Asami's partner, and Korra was to act as Bolin's partner. They were to infiltrate the meeting, try to figure out what their plans were, see how many members the Red Lotus had, and figure out a plan from there. With a command, Tenzin had the bison on the way to Republic city, and Korra found herself hoping that everything would go according to plan.


Korra's grip on Bolin's arm tightened as they made their way through the entrance of the president's secret bunker, but apparently it wasn't that secret. The entrance was behind an old book store right next to the president's house. Metal benders opened up a secret passage way, and Team Avatar followed the metal hallway for about a quarter of a mile till they came up upon another door. Someone slid open a small peep hole, and stared at Team Avatar.

"In the era before the Avatar, we bent not the elements, but…" The eyes from beyond the door spoke. At first the whole team just stood their staring at the door not knowing what to say, but then all of a sudden Korra took a step forward and spoke.

"But the energy within ourselves" Korra's lips were moving as she spoke, but it did not sound as if Korra was speaking. The eyes behind the door gave the group another glance before sliding the peep hole closed; dust rumbled out from underneath the metal as it opened. Team Avatar's eyes grew wide as they saw how many people were in this bunker, and how large his bunker actually was. The bunker was basically another house under the ground; the president could withstand a whole war in here without once going to the surface. There was a large sea of chairs in the first room, only half full, and in front of all the chairs was one long table covered in a red cloth with red lotus flowers covering it. There also were a couple Pai'Sho tables in the corner, and once Bolin saw those he instantly want to run over, but Korra's hard grip on his arm kept him in place.

Korra and Bolin lead the way for the gang as, with her head held tall, made their way to a group of four chairs right next to each other. The group was turning heads left and right, jealous women glared at Korra and Asami, as men drooled over them. Korra thought she was over dressed for the occasion, but there were plenty of people in there that were dressed up a lot more than Korra was. Soon after the group was seated, Korra kept glancing around the room looking for the Red Lotus members they knew. Korra frowned when she couldn't find them. She leaned over to Bolin's ear and whispered as quietly as she could.

"I am going to go look around." With that Korra stood up and made her way to a hallway across from the groups chairs. If anyone stopped her and asked where she was going, Korra was just going to use to old 'I am looking for the bathroom'. Korra went down corridor after corridor, 'looking for the bathroom', and soon she found herself lost. The long metal hallways were lit by dim lights high on the walls. The hallways had many doors, some leading to bedrooms, or kitchens, or empty rooms, or more hallways.

Korra started to think about what Zaheer had said to her, and what had happened between them. A blush quickly covered her face as she remembered how close their lips were. I can't allow that to happen again. Korra was so lost in thought that she didn't see the other person rounding the corner; the two people collided with such a force that Korra started to fall backwards. A hand reached out and wrapped around her waist stopping her from falling, and pulling her against a warm body.

"My don't you look lovely tonight" A husky yet familiar voice spoke, as a warm feeling wrapped around her aura, "but, my avatar, you are a goddess walking among mortals everyday."






6. My Air


Author's Note: I am sorry that this is such a short update, during softball last week I got a concussion and I am not even supposed to be writing this now, but this is what I had written before I got my concussion. But I couldn't leave you guys empty handed. I do not know when my next update will be, because of the concussion. But hopefully it won't be more than a week. Since I am not supposed to be on the computer, this is kind of like a rough draft. When I am better I will go back, fix on the mistakes, and make it longer. Sorry once again.

"…..My Air"

Korra's mouth gaped open as her face turned a wonderful shade of pink; she cursed her heart when it started to a little faster when she realized just how close he was. His familiar aura was beginning to wrap around her smaller frame, and for some reason it made Korra feel safe. Realizing Korra was just in his arms staring at him, she quickly shut her mouth. Zaheer couldn't help but let a real chuckle slip through his lips; Korra's face was now around the color of a strawberry and Zaheer took great pride that he was the one to make her blush.

"Uh…" Korra began to try to speak; she also tried to pull away a little, but that only made Zaheer grip her tighter, "Thank you for grabbing me before I fell. I don't think we met before, I'm Song, Song Macmu." Another chuckle slipped through Zaheer's lips; Korra although a little scared, couldn't help but get lost in the sound of his laugh.

"I know who you are," Zaheer said leaning in; Korra's eyes bugged out of her head as he was only centimeters away from her ear, "…my avatar." Korra shuddered when his breath hit her ear; Korra bit her lip so she wouldn't let a groan escape her lips. A frown graced Korra's face as she, not so gently, grabbed Zaheer's head and yanked him so he was right in front of her face. They stared into each other's eyes for a moment, till a smirk appeared on Korra's face. That was the last thing Zaheer remembered as Korra yanked his head and smashed their lips together.

Korra surprised herself when she yanked him down for a kiss, but she wasn't going to sit there and let him play with her like that. Now it was her turn. She started to move her lips against his, letting her tongue slip out of her mouth and trace his bottom lip. Zaheer just stood there for a moment unable to decide what to do. She had shocked him by actually kissing him, but spirits, did she had the softest lips. Just as Zaheer closed his eyes and began to respond to the kiss, Korra forced herself to pull away. As much as she hated to admit it, she loved the feeling of his lips on her's. Zaheer for the second time tonight, was shocked and a little angered.

Korra pulled herself higher till she was at his ear and whispered, "I am no one's play thing," she placed a gentle kiss on his neck, leaving a set of red lips in her wake, "…my air." With that she pulled back and placed one hand on his chest, as if she was ready to push him away. Korra meant for it to come out like she was making fun of him, but it came out more sincere than she wanted.

"Hey!" A voice yelled from down the hall; Korra recognized the figure coming towards them was none other than Mako. Mako stopped dead in his track when he saw the couple; Zaheer was still holding her with an arm around her waist, and Korra had her hand on his chest. "What the spirits is going on?"

Korra calmly pushed against Zaheer's chest silently telling him to let her go, and he complied with her wishes. His mind still swimming with thoughts of Korra, the kiss, and what she had said. Korra took a step away from Zaheer, and turned to Mako.

"I was looking for the bathroom, not watching where I was going, I ran into him." Korra said, amazing herself with how calm she was speaking, "He caught me before I fell. That's all" Zaheer took a step forward, forcing himself to chuckle. Korra cringed, she rather his real laugh than this forced one.

"Yeah, she sure surprised the spirits out of me," Zaheer said glancing down at Korra, "But it was a pleasure to meet Song, I always enjoy meeting new Red Lotus members. I was actually just about to ask Song if she would care to join me for dinner tomorrow night." Korra and Mako's eyes widened and one could feel the rage pouring off of Mako.

"I must decline, my husband is in the conference room and it wouldn't be right." Korra politely said facing Zaheer, winking she turned to Mako with rage covering her face, "Why are you looking for me anyways, Ikari?" Korra said, almost laughing when Mako realized what she called him, but her anger grew when he glared at her, "Your wife is in the other room! Along with my husband! If wasn't gone long enough for him to worry, then I wasn't gone long enough for you to worry!"

Korra turned bowed a little to Zaheer, trying to stay in her character as Song, "I apologize for his outbreak. I wish I could stay and speak, but I must get back to my husband" Zaheer nodded, and with a loud sigh Korra grabbed Mako's hand and dragged him into the conference room. Zaheer smirked when he heard 'Song' yell how 'Ikari' needed to stop this 'infatuation' with her and start giving his wife more attention.

"What the hell, Mako?" Korra groaned as they got closer to the conference room.

"You were gone too long and I thought you ran into Zaheer," Mako said stopping, yanking Korra's arm backwards, "Which I was right! You were in his arms Korra! You need to more careful!"

"I was fine!" Korra yelled, turning to Mako and slammed her pointer finger into his chest, "I had everything under control! He didn't even realize it was me!" Mako sighed and wrapped his arms around Korra, earning a squeak from the young Avatar.

"I'm sorry," Mako said into her neck, for what seemed like the hundredth time tonight, Korra blushed a little, "I was just so worried." Korra softly sighed, and hugged the fire bender; tighter than she usually did, but she felt as if she just betrayed her whole.

Quickly they found themselves sitting next to their respective fake partners, as the conference began. Everyone around the room quickly took a seat among the sea of people, all the chit chat stopped as the lights dimmed a little and a bright light was placed on the long table in front of sea of chairs. The table now had a bunch of microphones on it; Zaheer, P'Li, Ghazan, and Ming-Hua sat in the middle of the table, a couple of other people that Team Avatar hadn't met yet filled the rest of the seats at the table. Asami held a small camera to her face and took several photos of the leaders sitting in the front of the crowd, she grabbed the photos one by one as they came out of the camera, shook them, then placed them in her golden purse.

"That must mean that they are some of the higher up leaders of the Red Lotus." Asami whispered to the group as she hid the camera once again; Korra just nodded in agreement realizing her interest in Zaheer was turning quite deadly.

Zaheer was the first to speak out of everyone at the table, "Thank you all for coming to this meeting, for the threat of the Avatar and her group is growing and a solution is needed." Everyone in the crowd seemed to either groan, or yell nasty names when Zaheer mentioned Korra. Team Avatar just turned and looked at the horrified look on the Avatar's face; she didn't realize this many people wanted her gone.

Ghazan was the next to speak into the microphone, "There have been ideas of using the new air nation to force the avatar out of hiding," Korra wanted to jump out of her chair and yell that she wasn't hiding, that she wasn't afraid of anyone, but Asami sensing Korra's distress reached other and grabbed her hand, "But we cannot kill all of the air benders, that would just send the unbalance the world once again. We can kill some of them thought." Ghazan chuckled at the end, causing the crowd to laugh as well.

Someone stood up in the front of the crowd, when Zaheer nodded to them they spoke, Asami quickly yanked her hand away from Korra to get a photo of who was speaking, "Do you plan on killing the Avatar?" Korra stiffened at the question, and she noticed that Zaheer slightly stiffened. Asami grabbed this photo, shook it, and when the picture began to appear she handed it to Korra. Korra gasped, the person standing was none other than the president himself.

After a moment of silence from Zaheer, P'Li took the opportunity to speak. She pulled the microphone closer, all was quiet as her words echoed throughout the entire room, "We must kill her. That is the only way."






7. Our New Strategy


Author's Note: Sorry once again it took us so long to update, but I had a concussion and I finally got cleared from my concussion. The lines are signaling that we are switching between groups! So here it is!v I am writing the new chapter as I upload this one, I just wanted to add a couple small details! Thank you for reading, let us know what you think!

"…Our new strategy"

Hoots and hollers were heard throughout the room, but Korra couldn't breathe let alone speak. Her breath was caught inside her throat and her heart dropped into her stomach. They wanted to kill her. They wanted her dead. They were planning on murdering her. Korra couldn't wrap her mind around this; she couldn't believe how many people wanted to see her take her last breath. Korra could hear Mako's voice, but it became background noise. She couldn't understand what he was saying; she was more focused on trying to even out her breathing. Korra basically jumped out her skin when someone's hand jerked her chin towards the left; as her chin swung to the left, so did her fist connecting with the stranger's cheek bone.

The pop of his jaw echoed throughout the room, as the entire room got dead silent. Everyone's head turned towards Team Avatar. Korra finally realized who she had punched in the face; she looked up and saw Mako staring at her with a disbelief written on his face as he rubbed his jaw. Korra's face flushed as she realized all the attention was on her and her group; she was thankful that her hair was blocking her off from the eyes of the audience. She needed to find a way to stay in character.

"Sorry, but you have a wife!" Korra yelled leaving her hair blocking her face off from those in front of her; after quickly leaving another red hand print on Mako's face, Korra quickly moved her chair out of the way and sprinted down into the hallway.

Mako just stood there staring where Korra had disappeared, not only could he feel that his jaw was dislocated, but he was utterly confused. Although Mako was lost, Bolin quickly realized what Korra was trying to do; Bolin quickly stood up, and shoved Mako into the chairs. Mako looked bewildered; he had absolutely no idea why everyone was hitting him all of a sudden. Bolin's first twisted the collar of Mako's shirt and pulled him to Bolin's face.

"Stay in character…" Bolin whispered before pulling back and throwing Mako to the ground, "I am done with your attempt to get with MY wife! You lost your chance! She is mine now!" Although Mako now understood that this was all just a hoax, but for some reason Mako felt as if the words were personal. As if Bolin was, somewhere deep down, actually mad at him.

"I have no idea what you are talking about!" Mako yelled as he tried to get up, but stopped when he saw Bolin grab one of the chairs and hold it above his head. Bolin tilted his head a little to the left, trying to tell Mako to move in that direction. Mako seeing the hint quickly rolled towards that direction just as Bolin smashed the chair into the ground.

"Calm down, man!" Mako yelled as tried to stand up for the second time. But this time it was one of the metal bending guards by the door that held him down; Mako looked and saw that Bolin had some guards on him as well. The guards quickly started to usher the boys towards the exit Asami following right behind them, but before they got out of the bunker Mako heard Zaheer clear his throat over the microphone.

"Now seems like a good time to take a break." Zaheer said glancing around the room looking for the young Avatar, "There are refreshments in the other room. We will resume in twenty minutes." Without waiting for the rest of the council, Zaheer stood up and made his way into the hallway.


(With Korra)

Korra groaned as she went around another corridor, she cursed the president and the stupid people who build this stupid bunker. It was way too big, and way too confusing. Korra was aggravated that it hadn't gone according to plan; all because Korra zoned out and out of pure instinct she punched Mako. Korra hoped that he wasn't extremely mad at her, and she hoped that he wasn't hurt. She heard the cracking and popping of a dislocated jaw, but she really hoped that wasn't the case.

As Korra passed by another room, a hand quickly pushed out of the shadows and grabbed her arm, dragging her into the dark room. It happened so fast Korra had no time to react; she didn't realize what happened until she heard the click of the door behind her and felt someone slam her up against the wall. Korra struggled against the man, but he had her arms pinned above her head. Korra could feel herself blush at the feeling of all his body weight flush against her body She froze when she felt a familiar aura encase her; a rough pair of lips kissed her neck and bit down harshly.

"I do not take teasing very well," a rough voice calmly stated against her neck, "…my avatar." Korra couldn't help but relax a little in his arms, and with those last words he brutally smashed his firm lips against her now bruised ones. Korra let a squeak slip through her lips; Zaheer took the opportunity and pushed his tongue into her mouth. Their tongues fought for dominance, as he let go of her arms and picked her up by her waist. Out of instinct she wrapped her legs around Zaheer's waist as she wrapped her arms around his neck, pulling him as close to her as she could.

Korra could feel the silk of her dress being pushed all the way up; she shivered a little as her legs were now bare and the lace underwear Asami made her wear was visible to Zaheer if he had looked down. Zaheer was too consumed in the kiss to notice this detail, but he did allow one of his hands to run down her ass and to her knee and back. Zaheer swore it was the softest things he ever felt, and he was determined to feel more. Korra chuckled in her head; I am literally stuck between a hard thing and a wall. After a moment both pulled away for the need to breathe, they stayed there staring into each other's eyes.

"What do you think you are doing?" Korra accused as she lowered her eyes trying to glare at him, but it came out in more of a sexual way.

"What we both want." Zaheer simply stated, and with that captured the Avatar's lips once more. Korra gripped that back of his head and pulled him tightly against her body.

Zaheer pressed Korra against the wall, as one of his hands slowly started to run up and down her rib cage. Korra's body started to tremble as the lust inside of body grew stronger like a wild fire. Korra left Zaheer's lips and started to kiss and suck on his neck; she was intentionally trying to leave marks on his body. A smirk trailed on her lips when she pulled back and saw three reddish-purple marks slowly appearing on his flesh.

Zaheer tried to keep his groans inside of him, he couldn't believe how the Avatar was acting, of course, he didn't even understand why he was acting the way he was. He wanted to mark her, make sure everyone knew that the Avatar…..no that Korra was all his. Once Korra pulled away from his neck, he quickly attacked her neck. With no mercy he would bite down on her soft flesh enjoying the way she would mew for him, and then go back and softly suck on the already sore flesh and listen to the way she groaned out.

His hand finally went around and gripped her breast, and he internally groaned. He couldn't understand how some teenage girl was doing this to him. Korra groans got louder as Zaheer kneaded Korra's breast through the fabric. How he longed to feel her, flesh on flesh. He needed her, and she was obviously aware of this fact when she started to grind into him. He was positive it was just to hear him groan like a teenage boy. His one hand left her chest and slowly made its way to the zipped on her waist; his two fingers wrapped around the zipper and started to pull down.

A knock on the door interrupted him, and with almost what seemed like a growl slipping through his lips, and a laugh from Korra's, Zaheer pulled the zipper back up. Zaheer put Korra back on the ground and stepped away from the flustered Avatar; turning on the light to make sure he looked presentable. Then he stopped and looked back at the flustered Avatar smirking in his direction, for once he let his façade fall and let a small smile grace his lips. But it was gone almost as fast as it appeared. He walked up to the Avatar; he lightly grabbed her hips, leaned down and gently placed his lips against hers.

"There is a door on the far side of this room, if you follow it, it will bring you to the grocery store in front of the President's house." Zaheer said quietly after they finally parted lips, "Go…" and with that last word, he slipped out of the door and went back into the hallway. Korra stood there for a moment, with her fingers touching her lips; she was shocked of the events that just took place. After a moment, she quickly made her way to the door he was talking about, and almost in a full on sprint, ran for the exit.


(With Zaheer)

"What is that, Zaheer?" P'Li harshly yet quietly asked Zaheer as they walked down the hallway together; sure she didn't know if she wanted to be with Zaheer anymore, but she wasn't happy to see hickeys on his neck. Zaheer's step didn't falter; all he did to acknowledge that he heard her was glance in her direction. Even Zaheer knew that their relationship was falling apart, and he didn't need to explain his business to her; especially since he didn't even know what his own business was. They quietly made their way to the table in front of the large crowd of people.

"Welcome back," P'Li said in a deathly calm voice into the microphone, "We are now going to explain our new strategy." Zaheer heard a couple of curious whispers within the crowd and loudly cleared his voice to get their attention.

"While becoming a new air bender, I have been reading a lot about old unspoken about techniques." Zaheer said glancing around the room, "One of the techniques that I came across is almost like how the water benders bend the blood within a human's body. But instead of the blood, I have learned how to bend the air within a person's nerves, or in simple terms, the air that travels through their brain."

Zaheer paused to let it sink into people's minds; it wasn't an easy concept to grasp. He, himself, was a little skeptical at first. After a moment he quickly stood and put his hands up in front of his face; he quickly picked a target and moved his fingers, flicked his wrists, and crossed his hands as the person's eyes widened when they realized they were no longer in control of their own body. Zaheer made the man stand up and walk to the front of the room.

"As you can tell, I have full control of the person." Zaheer simply stated as his eyes narrowed focusing on the way the air was flowing throughout the nerves, "The person has full consciousness of during this whole event, but they cannot control their bodies. So if I make them kill another, they will witness it with their own eyes, and watch as they slaughter their own friends. I could even make them speak if I wished."

"With this trick, we will use the new air benders and use them to attack the Avatar's group of friends." The man under control spoke in a monotone voice, but it was easy to tell it was him that was speaking. With a flick of his wrist, the man fell to the floor clutching his chest and wailing in pure agony. The crowd gasped as the heart wrenching low wails of the man reaches their ears, some of the women even turned away from the sight.

"I am also starting to be able to control the air within the man's own lungs." Zaheer said in his normal monotone voice; he quickly flicked his wrist one more time and released the man before he had actually killed him. "I could, if I wanted, pull the very breath out of his lungs. Killing him slowly and painfully."

The whole crowd went silent as they watched the wife of the man run out from the crowd and falling to her husband on the floor. The leaders of the Red Lotus, besides Zaheer's group, clapped. Zaheer took his seat one more time, and nodded to the crowd.

"We are now going to take questions." Ming-Hua whispered into the microphone; the crowd jumped as her voice echoed throughout the room. One woman stood up from the crowd, and when Zaheer nodded to her she quickly spoke.

"What is our role going to be in this plan?" Ghazan decided that he was going to answer this one, and tapped the mic to make sure it was loud enough.

"We need people to monitor the streets and make sure the Avatar isn't planning to come back to Republic City." His voice was calm and collected, "We also need more benders to infiltrate the Avatars 'new air nation'. Plus just in case this doesn't going according to plan; we need people to continue the Red Lotus going. Just in case we lose our lives for this cause.

"How long do you believe this is going to take?" A man this time stood up and asked the question this time. P'Li took the opportunity to answer this question as she grabbed the mic and brought it closer before anyone else could.

"Zaheer has already almost perfected his technique; he can now control up to four people at once," P'Li stated, and everyone could hear the venom she basically spit out of her mouth when she said Zaheer's name. "We just need at most a month, so we can get every little detail planned out; so nothing goes wrong."

The crowd kept firing questions at the Red Lotus leaders, and the Red Lotus leaders quickly answered the best that they could. But Zaheer stayed silent the whole time, even if one person asked about his new technique. His mind was miles away from this bunker, from this meeting; he just couldn't keep his mind off of the fiery woman that seemed to be consuming him alive. Yet he just let her.






8. If He Cannot Fly


Author's Note: Hey guys, here is the next chapter! I know they keep getting interrupted but it's going to lead up to something good! We find out who is more willing to let themselves fall! Please review and let us know what you think!

I also added a longer talking scene please review!

If He Cannot Fly?

Korra quickly made her way out of the secret tunnel, and just like Zaheer had said, she ended up coming up through a hidden passage on the floor of the store. She gave the store owner quiet a scare when Korra "appeared out of nowhere", as the lady had put it. After Korra calmed the store owner down, and convinced the owner that she wasn't there to rob the store, Korra made her way out of the store.

Once Korra got onto the street reality hit her in the face like a brick, she let out a loud grown and palmed herself in the forehead. The team never came up with a plan just in case they got split up; to make it even worse, Korra was band from the city! She wasn't allowed to be there. Korra quickly dove into the nearest alley and disappeared into the shadows as she made her way to the harbor. Korra moved as fast as she could; her eyes darted from object to object making sure there was no one around to see her.

When the young Avatar finally reached the harbor, she took a moment and stared into the dark waves as they crashed against the brick wall. The leap never seemed scarier to Korra, she was always one to laugh as she took the jump, but for some reason this time the fall seemed so much worse. Would she be the same if she allowed herself to plummet to the dark waters below? Would she be happy? A sad smile reached Korra's face, she knew she would never know the answer unless she took the risk and let herself fall. Korra shook her head, and with a deep breath, she lifted her arms out to the side and let herself fall. The air was lashed against her tanned skin as she fell closer towards the water; with a sharp tug of her arms the waves reached up to meet Korra and safely bring her underneath the harsh current.

Korra reached her arms in front of her and started to swim in the direction of Air Temple Island; Korra had no idea if that is where they would be, but that was her only shot. Korra stopped for a second, and with a determined look on her face she curled her wrists once and pushed them behind her. The water jetted behind her, causing her to shoot through the water like a bullet; the water she commanded increased her speed by an immeasurable amount. Korra always loved the way the water felt as it passed by her; the ocean surrounded her body like

Korra could see the bottom of the island coming into her sight; a slight smirk reached her face as she shot herself out of the water into the open air. As she floated through the air she looked down and a smile of relief took her lips when she saw them waiting for her, all she had to do was let herself to fall, no, to float to the ground.


(With Zaheer)

Zaheer silently cursed every single soul in the room as another person rose up to ask yet another question. He did not listen to the question and only could hear the man's voice, not his words. His patience was quickly slipping through his clenched fists; if they did not trust his new technique they should just say so. Zaheer's eyes darted to each person; he could see the fear quickly appear when their eyes met his. These lowly benders should trust, not fear, him; they were not the enemy, the Avatar was. But was that statement even true anymore? Zaheer closed his eyes as he remembered how sweet the Avatar's lips tasted, how soft her hands felt in his calloused ones, how right she felt against his body.

Zaheer almost growled, when women with a high pitched voice interrupted his very thoughts; he needed to go somewhere peaceful. Somewhere quiet. Zaheer took a deep breath, and as he exhaled he felt his spirit crawl its way out of his body. His spirit raced into the spirit world searching for quiet, although subconsciously he was searching for a feisty water tribe girl.

When he arrived in the spirit world, he felt almost instantly at peace with himself and the world. The soft breeze blew by him and rustled his loose clothes with the leaves in the trees. He looked up and watched as the spirits calmly swam through the clouds with not a care in the world, as the sun gently shinned upon them. Zaheer got up and sat against the large tree; this is where him and the young Avatar always met, and he could not bring himself to leave this area just in case she were to arrive. Although he would never admit that was why he wouldn't leave.

A couple moments later a strong aura appeared from the other side of the large tree; Zaheer found himself smiling as a scent of the ocean hit his nose with a hint of ash and vanilla strangely, he quickly removed the smile from his face. The aura did not seem to be moving, he knew the Avatar was on the other side of the tree, and he knew that she could sense him as well. Then why wasn't she moving? Why wasn't she coming to see him? Was that why she came here? Maybe she is afraid of him. That last thought troubled him more than he thought it would. Zaheer was shaken from his thoughts when he heard a strong yet soft voice call to him from the other side of the large tree.

"Zaheer?" the voice called, and for a moment he wondered if she couldn't sense him, "What is your favorite thing to do when you are filled with emotion?" Zaheer's eyes widened for a second at the randomness of her question, but he leaned his head back against the tree and answered the young girl.

"I always escape to this land," Zaheer's voice sounded like silk as it swayed through the air, "Is this not the quietest place you have ever been? Does the wind not make the loveliest goosebumps rise up from your skin? Does the sun not warm you up to your very core? This place born from chaos now has a warm place among this world. And not many get to see it during their life time."

Korra was quiet for a moment as the wisdom in his words hit her; it did not hit her hard, but it slowly made its way through to her heart and she quickly understood every word.

"Yes," Korra whispered as she rested her head against the tree as well and stared at the sky, "Nothing can compare to its beauty."

"There you are wrong, my Avatar," Zaheer whispered so quietly that the young girl who was lost in her own world did not even notice he had spoken. Her next question caused his very own heart to betray him and it stopped for just a moment.

"Have you ever been in love?" Korra asked in a voice that was filled with such admiration, that he had to force himself to keep a blank face.

"Why do you ask?" It was true; he had no idea where the Avatar was getting at with these questions.

"Well they say that when someone is in love, that they would do anything and everything for that person or thing." Korra said still staring up at the clouds, not sure where she was going either, "That if someone is in love that they will fight for them, protect them, stand in from of them, yet let them take the lead. Tenzin always tells me that I must allow myself to love in order to connect with my spiritual side in a better level. He says those who love, or are in love, or even those who even have loved are truly connected to their own spiritual side and connected to the earth on a truly deep level…"

Zaheer listened with closed eyes as Korra spoke so beautifully about something he had once felt; yet that was all gone now. Yet as the music of her voice filled his ears, so did he long to hold her in his arms and show her how it should feel.

"…and I thought of you." Korra continued after short pause, as if she was debating if she should say what she was thinking, "you are an extremely amazing air bender and you are truly connect to the spirits and your own. So I was just wondering."

"Ah…" Zaheer said, and once against the Avatar had found a way to leave him without worlds.

"I mean, you don't need to answer." Korra awkwardly laughed trying to relieve the tension she so foolishly created.

"Love is a gift," Zaheer only slightly hesitated but Korra was listening so hard she quickly picked up on it, "yet it is a ball and chain. It tethers you to this earth, and holds someone back from their true potential. Love sets you free, yet it is ones greatest prison."

"Ouch, that was uh…" Korra paused for a moment, she did not know how to react, but she did know her heart dropped a little when he described love in such a negative way. "…depressing."

"But yes, I have been in love." Zaheer sighed remembering he was trying to avoid her question from the start.

"Are you now, Zaheer?" Zaheer tensed up at the impact that her words hit his body, was he?

"I…" Zaheer began to speak, "I am not."

And with those three words, Korra's whole spirit deflated and she felt instantly stabbed in the back. She just sat against the tree, not knowing what to say to the air bender. She even questioned leaving, because now she wasn't in the mood to even talk to him. Zaheer sensing her spirit fall a great number decided to bring up another conversation.

"What is your favorite element, my Avatar?" Zaheer asked, truly curious of what her answer would be. Would she pick fire, because of her fiery spirit? Or water because it is calm and peaceful? Or earth because it is as strong and steady as she is?

"It is air." Korra mumbled, a slight blush covering her face. She felt weak when she said that, because it was something that no one would have guessed and it went against everything she was. "I love air, and not because it keeps me alive." She chuckled a little bit at her own joke, "I love air because it is the opposite of who I am. It took me the longest to master and it actually wasn't until I got my bending taken away by Amon that I learned air bending. The other three elements came to me so easily that it was almost boring to learn. Air bending feels so different than the other elements in so many ways. I feel so free, like I have no care in the world. It is peace. It is love. It is life, and it can bring life and it can take life. It is something so purely beautiful, yet so deadly at the same time."

"Just like you," Zaheer whispered, but this time Korra heard it and she jerked up from against the tree, "my avatar."

"Where did you grow up?" The question threw him off, but he quickly answered the young woman. Zaheer instantly realized that Avatar probably heard what he said and she felt so uncomfortable with it that she changed the subject. Zaheer internally cursed himself for being so foolish, and then he cursed himself again for caring what she thought of him.

"I grew up in the northern part of Earth Kingdom." Zaheer said as he closed his eyes, and thought back to when he was younger. "Where are your parents, my Avatar?"

"My mom is named Senna, and my dad is Tonraq. They live in the Southern Water Tribe." The voice seemed to warm up a little at the mention of her parents. "Where are your parents?" She sounded curious yet hesitant.

"My parents died when I was young." Zaheer opened his eyes as he rested his head against the tree and stared at the leaves of bright reds and yellows. "Earth benders attacked the village that I was born in, and they killed my parents. I was outside with the other younger kids in the village, and I hid when the village was attacked. When I went home, it was too late. A Red Lotus member found me a couple months later in the forest and brought me to a temple. I was raised by the Red Lotus. They are all I have."

The voice had gone silent for a couple of moments, as if she was trying to think of the correct thing to say. Zaheer had to reassure her that she had said nothing wrong, and that it did not hurt as bad.

"It was a long time ago; I can't even remember their faces." Zaheer said in a soft tone, "Do you ever miss your parents?"

"All the time," the voice was quieter than before, "but I know that this is my duty, and I need to complete it before anything else. The world's wellbeing goes before my own. I would rather the world be balanced and me be broken, then me be happy and the world in shambles. I grew up knowing I am the Avatar, and that my only duty in this life was restore and keep balance. That is all I know."

This hit Zaheer hard; he had no response to that. Once again this young Avatar left him speechless; she took his voice away as she took his very breath out of his lungs. This woman was wiser beyond her years; she can see the corruption in this world, yet she held onto her childlike innocence and didn't let the world destroy her.

Zaheer stood up, and walked around the tree. He almost smiled to see the Avatar standing up against the tree, in her normal clothes with her eyes closed and the wind blowing her hair. Zaheer walked towards her, with a straight face, and held out his hand to her. The young Avatar slowly opened her eyes, and with a small smile on her face she took his hand and he dragged her in close to his body. She wrapped her arms around his neck, as he wrapped his arms around her torso. As if there was a song dancing in the wind, Zaheer started to rock her as he rested his forehead against hers. Their eyes fell shut as the two slowly danced back and forth to the music that was playing in their heads.

Zaheer gently lifted her chin up and placed a soft loving kiss on her lips, and like every time he was with her, the chaos in his mind seemed to stop and all that he could think of was her. Zaheer leaned down to the young Avatar's ear and before he second guessed himself he spoke, "What if I told you, I could take you away from all this? What if I asked you to run away with me?"

Zaheer could feel the young woman tense up almost immediately and she stopped moving all together. He quickly shut himself down and he shoved her away from him. The anger that was written on her face scared even Zaheer, but he would not let her know that.

"What was that for?" The young Avatar sneered as she walked towards Zaheer and jammed her finger into his chest. "Why the spirits did you shove me like that?"

"If I wished for you to know I would tell you." Zaheer spoke in a deathly calm voice, "Now wouldn't I, Avatar?" He all but sneered when the word 'Avatar' hit his tongue.

"Oh, we are back to this now?" The Avatar screamed, her hands balled up into fists as the anger was as clear as the sun above. "I thought we were closer than this!"

"Clearly you were mistaken." Zaheer said as he turned his back on the young woman and started to walk away.

"Do you even know how to love?" The young woman whispered, Zaheer froze when he heard the last word slip past her lips. Zaheer turned around just in time to swatch her disappear into the air. Only a second passed before Zaheer disappeared himself, words he wished he had said still hung in the air with no one around to hear them.


When Zaheer opened his eyes he was back in the meeting room, he looked down at his lap and clenched his eyes and fists closed. Zaheer abruptly slammed his hands on the table as he stood up, he did not lift his head to look at the crowd, his eyes were still closed and his head was still facing down.

"This meeting is over." Zaheer said as he felt his hands fist against the table; his voice seemed forced as anyone could feel the agitation coming off of him in waves, "Thank you all for coming. We will send out letters to all who wish to help."

At first the crowd did not move from their seats, all were still in shock to move. Zaheer took a deep breath and snapped his neck up so he was looking at the crowd; that is what did it. All of the people quickly grabbed all of their belongings and filed out of the door. Once the crowd had left, the Leaders of the Red Lotus stood up and starting saying their goodbyes; Zaheer did not move until only his group was left in the bunker. Zaheer stood straight up and headed towards the exit, not even glancing at his peers as he headed towards the harbor.

Zaheer heard his group's whispers from behind him, but he did not need to turn around and face them about the questions they had. They knew not to bother him; for him to show emotion, it must be massive. Although he seemed quite calm from the outside, but his group knew that there was a storm battling on inside of him. They just didn't know it was about the young Avatar that their group chased after.

Once the group arrived at the harbor, no one wasted anytime getting onto the airship. None of them wanted to make Zaheer anymore angry, but he did board the airship right away. Zaheer stood at the edge of the wall and watched as the dark waves as they crashed against the brick wall. The ocean reminded him so much of the young Avatar. She could never be tamed, she was just meant to be free. He knew she would plague his dreams, but in that moment he could not even bring himself to say her name. For he knew if he said her name, he would allow himself to fall. Why should he let himself fall, if he cannot fly? With that thought Zaheer quickly turned his back on the ocean and boarded the airship without even a glance back.






9. I will never let you fall


Author's Note: Sorry it took so long, but with school everything is getting so hectic. Senior year can be extremely busy. Here you go! Tell us what you think!

I will never let you fall

 What if I asked you to run away with me? Korra sat up in her bed, and put her hand up to her mouth as his words circled around in her mind. What did Zaheer mean when he said that? Did he truly want them to run away and play pretend? Or was he trying to make her off balance and then take her captive?

Korra was trying to convince herself that was what he was trying to do to her, but his face when she had stopped dancing kept reappearing in her head. He looked so destroyed; she never saw so much pure emotion on his face. Then as fast as it was there, it was soon gone and his normal façade was back in place. That was one of the first times she saw him smile as well. Korra couldn't help but let a small smile appear on her face as she thought back to how happy she was to see him smiling just for her.

Her bottom lip began to tremble as she realized that she was probably never going to see that beautiful smile every again. She was never going to feel his strong larger hands incase hers every again. Soon small moans were slipping through her lips and tears began to fall down her face. She clenched her eyes shut and let out a sad groan as she let her fist make contact with the concrete walls. This time she felt no relief when small pieces of concrete hit her bed.

Her breathing became labor, and she was no longer trying to hold the noises inside of her. Every hoarse cry clawed its way out up her throat just making it burn even more. Korra grabbed her knees and tucked them into her chest, as she let her body violently rock with each sob. She didn't realize how much Zaheer had gotten to her with their few encounters; with each of their small talks he slowly made his way into her heart. Her dug into her scalp and she shook her head trying to make herself stop crying. Korra was right, he was her air. She needed him to breathe. She needed to see him.

"Korra, is everything alright?" A knock and a voice behind the door caused Korra to freeze. She cursed the fire bender who was on the other side of the door. Korra slowly made her way off of her bed, whipping her eyes trying to get rid of any evidence that she was crying.

"Yeah I am fine." Korra said trying to sound as normal as she could as she opened the door; she found herself looking at a disheveled Mako. Who looked as if he just rolled out of bed, he probably did. I probably woke him up with all the noise I was making. I hope I did not wake anyone else up. 

Mako's eyes had widened at how Korra looked; she was in her bindings, her hair was a mess, her eyes were all red a puffy, and there were still tears making their way down her cheeks. She had her arms crossed over her chest and her eyes were looking at the ground, the girl in front of him was not the Korra he knew. The girl in front of him was a broken piece of her.

"Oh, Korra," Mako whispered in a low voice, "Are you sure? Is there anything I can do?" Even when he spoke, Korra's eyes did not seem to meet his. He just wasn't the person that she needed tonight.

"I wish you could." As she spoke her voice began to crack, she leaned up against the door frame trying to stabilizing her shaking knees. "But it was just a dream." Korra whispered as she pushed off the door frame, and closed the door as she turned away from the man. Leaving him standing at the door all by himself.

Korra threw herself on her bed with a loud cry, her face deep in the cushion. With the cushion muffling her noises she let the tears fall down her race with rapid speed. She needed to see him, she wouldn't be able to leave with him, but she needed to let him know that she needed him. She needed to tell him that she, that she loved him.

Korra's eyes shot wide open when that thought ran through her mind. It was true, she had fallen for the new air bender and there was nothing that she could do about it. Her heart began to beat faster as she thought back to all of the times they spent together. Whether or not he needed her was the question.

Korra slowly pushed herself off of her mattress and sat herself up in a meditating position and took a deep breath. It was hard for Korra to calm herself down enough to release her spirit. After some time, the tears had stopped falling from her eyes, and her breathing had leveled out to a normal tempo. Her sprit slowly started to leave her body, but then behind her mind the sight of him leaving filled her body. The fear consumed her and she let out a blood curling scream.

Korra's body fell forward off of the bed face first and hit the ground with a large bang. Her body laid on the hard ground sprawled out, and that is how everyone found her as they swarmed into her room. Mako barged through the door, when he saw Korra laying on the ground he quickly ran to her. He slowly rolled her over so her head was resting on his lap; soon Tenzin, Pemma, Bolin, and Asami ran into the room as well.

"What happened?" Tenzin quickly asked Mako as he kneeled down next to the fire bender.

"I don't know." Mako said, staring down at Korra's pain stricken face, "I came in here earlier because I heard crying. When she answered the door, her eyes were all red and she looked broken. When I asked if I could do anything, she said no, and then closed the door in my face. I ran into the room when I heard her scream. I should have never left her alone."

"This is not your fault," Tenzin said to Mako as he put his hand on Mako's shoulder. Tenzin looked down at the young Avatar and his face twisted up in confusion. "I can only sense some of her spirit here."

"What does that mean?" Asami asked as she took another step closer to Korra's body and Tenzin.

"When going into the spirit world, one must stay completely calm and not let a single emotion take control of them." Tenzin explained as he picked Korra up bridal style, "If one gets filled with fear or sadness half of the soul will want to stay and half of it will want to leave. Most of the time, one would just not be able to go to the spirit world and be fine. But, if one's soul was already leaving the body, and the emotion hit with a strong enough force. Then her soul would have torn leaving half of it here, and half of it went to the spirit world."

"What do we can we do?" Pemma asked resting her hand on her husband's back.

"I don't know…" Tenzin said staring down at Korra, "I don't believe there is anything that we can do to help her."


Zaheer had fought with himself most of the night, but once dawn started to hit, he convinced himself to go and see Korra. He needed to… well he didn't know exactly what he needed to do. But he knew he needed to do it. Whenever it came to the fiery Avatar he lost all common sense; he never knew what he was supposed to do. All he knew is that he wanted to be near here. He needed to feel her radiant aura surround him once again. For all times.

So that is where he was now, waiting for Korra in the same place they always met. Underneath the same spiritual tree; the spirit world seemed off today. Most of the spirits were in panic, and the sun was not out. Something was wrong, and Zaheer had a bad feeling that it had something to do with Korra. But deep in his heart he was hoping that it wasn't.

Zaheer felt a weird presence appear in front of him, it felt like Korra, but not completely. When he opened his eyes, he saw her standing a couple feet in front of him in nothing but her bindings. She was looking down at the ground, but Zaheer could see the tear stains that covered her cheeks. Something was off about her; Zaheer slowly stood up and took a step towards the Avatar.

"Korra?" Zaheer whispered as he took another step towards her; stretching his arm out towards her. Korra lifted her head and her eyes were filled with fear as he reached for her.

"I…I….I…Lo.." Korra began to speak, but a heart stopping screech ripped through her mouth, interrupting her. Zaheer took a step back, not sure of what to do.

Her eyes fluttered closed and she started to fall towards the ground. Zaheer's eyes went wide as he leaped forward. The Avatar hit his chest, and he quickly wrapped his arms around her as he caught her torso before she hit the ground. He gently lowered them both to the ground; with her head in his lap with his legs crossed. Zaheer brushed her hair out of her race and watched as her face scrunched up in pain.

"I will never let you fall." He whispered as he leaned down and kissed her forehead.






10. Do you have something to live for


Author's note: Here is the next chapter, guys! Hope you enjoy it, Please review and let us know what you are thinking!

Do you have something to live for?

Korra let out a loud groan as she slowly sat up; it felt as if someone was hitting her head with a hammer every couple seconds. A searing pain was radiating throughout her body, starting at her heart. Her hand slowly made its way to her chest, and when it finally made it there her hand began to be covered in some sticky liquid. Korra, fearing the worst, slowly opened her eyes and looked down at her hand. Blood. Her hand was covered in blood; her chest bindings were soaked in blood. Korra could tell that the original wound was from her heart, because of the deeper reddish brown color closer to where her heart was.

Korra tried to quickly jump up, but she ended up slowly standing to her feet. It was almost excruciating to breathe, but Korra used a stone figurine near her to pull herself up. The statue was taller than she was; she slowly looked up to see what she was grabbing on to and she stumbled backwards in shock when she was it was a half of a statue of herself with spirits all over it. The spirits looked as if they were building on to the statue; bring blocks of marble and stone to carve. When Korra stumbled backwards she hit another statue that was what appeared to be Aang. Korra's breathe started to become labored and her heart started to beat even faster causing the pain to increase ten folds. Korra let out a loud groan and fell to her hands and knees trying to calm herself down.

"Korra, you need to calm down." A deep voice spoke out from the shadows, Korra looked around for who was speaking, but she couldn't see them.

"Don't you think I am trying to?" Korra all but yelled at the voice, "Who are you? Show yourself?" Korra tried to make herself sound tough, but it came out more in a weak tired voice. Out of the shadows, Aang appeared. "Aang?"

"Yes, Korra it is me." Aang said, but his face was without its normal smile, he had a very sorrowful look on his face. "The question is not why I am here, but why are you here?"

"I don't even know where I am." Korra said as she tried to stand up once more, but Aang put his hand out to stop her. With a groan Korra turn herself over so she was sitting on her butt leaning against a statue.

"You are at the southern air temple, Korra." Aang said looking around, "Were you in a fight?" Korra looked at him in confusion, and shook her head. "How did you die?"

"What?" Korra yelled, but then winced at the pain it caused in her chest, "I am not dead! I am right in front of you! I still have a job to do!"

"You are dying then."


"What do you mean there is nothing we can do?" Mako yelled at Tenzin, who was still holding the unconscious Korra in his arms. Although she was unconscious she was still squirming, letting out mewls of pain, and blood had started to pour from her chest and mouth. Tenzin had wrapped her chest in hopes of slowing the bleeding down, but it only seemed to increase the bleeding. Korra's eyes were wide open, glowing as if she was in the Avatar state.

"I mean she must do this on her own," Tenzin calmly spoke as he looked down at who he thought of as a daughter. "If one splits their own soul the only way to fix it is if they can call their soul back together."

"There must be something that we can do!" Mako sneered, as if he was trying to convince himself more than the others. Tenzin turned around and gave Mako a mournful look.

"The only way that she will live, is if she decides that she wants to keep on living." Tenzin spoke as if he had already given up hope on the young avatar.

"Why wouldn't Korra want to live anymore?" Mako once was yelling, scared of knowing the answer. "Why wouldn't she just call back her spirit and come back to all of us? Why would she leave all of us?"

"Obviously, Korra was scared of something. This fear is what tore her soul in half; she might be scared of her Avatar duties." Tenzin said, his spirit slowly lowering with each passing moment.

"Like how Avatar Aang frozen himself in the ice block?" Asami asked, stepping forward and placing her hand on Mako's shoulder.

"Yes, but she could also not know that she is dying." Tenzin spoke moving Korra's hair out of her eyes, "Or she could not know how to call her soul back together. Since her soul is not solely hers, it belongs to the older Avatars as well; she could stop the Avatar cycle all together." Everyone let out a loud gasp.

"Why is she in the Avatar State?" Asami asked getting more worried by the moment.

""It is as if she tore Raava from her own soul. Raava is still trapped inside of Korra's body and is trying to reconnect with her." Tenzin stared deep within the white eyes that seemed to hold a lot of fear in them, "But Korra cannot hear her cries. If Korra does not reconnect her soul, and reconnect with Raava before she dies…we do not know what could happen."

"So she could come back and not be the Avatar anymore?" Pemma asked looking as if she going to start to cry.

"Yes it is a possibility." Tenzin said with a great weight upon his shoulders.


"What do you mean I am dying?" Korra yelled at Aang, "That makes no sense at all! How am I dying then?" Aang could feel the anger that was gravitating off of the young girl.

"I do not know what has happened to cause you to begin to die; only you know that one." Aang simply stated with a grim look on his face, "I can only tell you that you are dying because the spirits are already building your statue. As an Avatar dies, or begins to die, the spirits begin to build their statue in their image so none will forget them."

"If I am dying," Korra began to speak, "then where are the rest of the Avatars? Why didn't they come and say 'welcome to death' to me like you did?"

"Because they cannot speak to you until you are fully dead." Korra made a face and was opened her mouth to speak but Aang cut her off, "And before you ask, the only way I am able to speak to you now is because I was the Avatar before you. You and I have a stronger bond then you do with the rest of the Avatars."

Korra's mouth turned into the shape of a circle as if she was saying "oh". Korra looked all around her, seeing all of the older Avatar's statues with their eyes glowing white.

"Why are their eyes lit up as if they all are in the Avatar state?" Korra mumbled not wanting to sound stupid for not knowing.

"Whenever an Avatar goes into the Avatar state the statue's eyes begin to glow just like yours." Aang said glancing around, "Meaning right now as we speak, and you dying, your body has shocked itself into the Avatar state. What do you last remember doing?"

"Uh, I was trying to go into the spirit world," Korra said wincing as she began to remember the pain, "As my soul was almost out of my body, I just remember this excruciating pain fill my whole body. Then everything went black, and I woke up here."

"What were you thinking of when you began to go into the spirit world?" Aang asked the young girl; Korra gave him an odd look, but answered anyways.

"I was calm, and at first I was thinking of nothing." Korra began to speak, but hesitated for a moment not wanting to admit that she was scared of something.

"You know, it's okay to be scared. The important thing is to talk about our fears, because if we don't, they can throw us out of balance" Aang spoke with a caring smile on his face.

"Tenzin told me that one time," Korra said with a sad smile on her face, "When I was so scared, I had felt so helpless."

"That is because I use to tell Tenzin that all the time," Aang said, smiling as he looked up thinking about his son. "Now what did you feel after you were calm?"

"Well, like I said at first I was thinking about nothing and I was calm," Korra spoke in a quiet voice, "But then the idea of someone, that I care for a lot, leaving me flashed through my mind and I didn't want to go see him anymore. Yet another part of me did, and that is when the pain took over my body."

"I see," Aang said looking down at the young girl, "You must have torn your soul, Korra. There is no way for this to happen, as far as I can think of."

"So am I going to die?" Korra spoke with fear and anger dancing inside of her almost white eyes, "Is there nothing that I can do to stop this?"

"If you want to live," Aang said starting to stroke his beard as he thought about it, "then you must call your souls back together."

"What do you mean, 'if I want to live'" Korra yelled, "Of course I want to live! I have a job to do!"

"No, not like that." Aang said with frustration clearly written on his face, "I did not say if you felt like you had to live. If you truly want to return to your body and become the Avatar again. You not only have to reconnect your soul, but you must reconnect to Raava in order to be the Avatar again. Otherwise you will be just another water bender; with no duties to the world and no connection to the spirits."

"Wait, so you mean I wouldn't be able to visit the spirit world anymore?" Korra said with sadness deep in her voice.

"No." Aang said in a simple answer. "It comes down to one thing, Korra."

"And what would that be?" Korra said her voice filled with determination. "I want to live. I want to be the Avatar."

"Do you have something to live for?"






11. Just a Dream
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Just a Dream

"What do you mean?" Korra asked getting more and more tired by the moment, "Something to live for? What exactly do you mean?"

Korra groaned when she looked over her shoulder and saw that the statue was more than half way complete. Even she knew that if the spirits finished before she was able to get her spirits back together then she would truly die. Nothing would be able to bring her back at that point.

"We all have a reason to live." Aang began; he knew this was going to be hard for her since she was a very hard headed person and did not like to admit her weaknesses. But she had to realize that love, and affection is not weaknesses. "Do you have someone to protect? Someone that when you get near them you instantly relax? Someone that even your spirit yearns for? Someone that is worth the risk?"

"Worth the risk…" Korra whispered under her breath, her head jerked up. "I need to leave now."

Korra clenched her eyes closed, took a breath, and with a tight grip on the statue she was leaning on, Korra clawed her way to her feet. Although her hands were covered in blood, the blood did not seem to stick to the statue; as if there the spirits made sure all of the statues stayed in the best condition. Korra took another deep breath as she slowly lifted her right leg and as gently as she could, she placed her foot on the ground. Once her foot touched the cold wet ground, a flash of pain shot through her body, her leg collapsed from underneath her and she felt herself falling towards the ground.

Korra quickly clutched at the statue, and with a painful scream she harshly slammed her right foot back on the ground to keep herself up. Aang had started to lung forward to catch her from falling; Aang walked over and helped Korra balance herself out.

"Korra, you are in no condition to try and go out into the world." Aang said in a chastising tone as he took a step back, his arms out ready to catch her as if she was going to fall again. Korra's head had been down, but with his words her head snapped up and she glared daggers in his direction.

"I have a reason to live. I am not going to stand here and allow that reason to slip through my hands."


"Korra! Korra, answer me!" Zaheer yelled as he gently shook Korra's lifeless body in his lap. "Please, wake up…" His voice beginning to sound broken as it slowly faded to nothing.

Zaheer pulled Korra's body up to his chest, and he clung to it as a little kid clings to his blanket. He rested his head in the crook of her neck as his body began to shake. He would say he never shed a tear over the young Avatar that day, although he would be right, his body shook with dry and violent sobs for the beauty in his arms. Through all the scrolls he has read, he could not think of anything that could save her. Zaheer cursed her, he cursed the spirits, but most of all he cursed himself and placed all the blame on his shoulders.

Zaheer slowly lessened his grasp on the young Avatar, but did not let her go. He just allowed her torso to move a couple inches away from his own so he could look into her eyes. Her eyes were now open; her eyes were rolled back into her head but they flickered between the normal white of the eye to the glowing icy white color when she went into the Avatar state. Her eyes were filled with fear, it did not matter what color they were; the fear in her eyes was enough to scare any man. Zaheer did not know exactly what he felt for this girl in his arms, but all he knew was that he could not lose her. The world and everyone on this spirit forsaken world needed her.

"I'm….. so….scared." Zaheer could barely make out the words that slipped through her lips, but he never heard her sound so weak before.

This meant that she was alive, barely, but she was still alive and fighting as hard as she could. He took a deep breath to calm himself, he could not lose composure for too long; he gathered the young Avatar in his arms bridal style and slowly stood up. With one last look at the girl who laid lifelessly in his arm, he and the girl disappeared into the air leaving no trace behind them.

When they reappeared Zaheer was standing in a grass field with nothing but a circular hot spring lines with beautifully carved stone. The symbols of the elements were carefully carved into the thousand year old stone, with beautifully crafted marks and writings around the symbols. Around the stone there were four large rocks almost touching the tree tops surrounding them. One of these rocks had the water bending symbol carved in it with water overflowing from the top of it and into the grass beneath it. One had the air symbol carved in it and once could see the gusts of wind surrounding the pillar with green leaves almost dancing within the wind. The one with the earth symbol carved in it had vines coming up from the ground to surround the stone pillar with a single white lotus flower in the middle of the vines. The last had the fire bending symbol in it and lightning scorched the stone as it erupted from all cracks of the pillar.

Zaheer slowly walked over to the hot spring and looked into the waters, well at what seemed to be water; the water was clear as clear can be, but it had what looked like large tea leaves within it. The mist coming up from the springs spiraled up and danced with the stars hanging above the two. Zaheer slowly made his way to his knees and gently laid Korra in the waters. Once her skin touched the water, the water turned a teal and began to shine brightly. Korra's body gently floated on top of the now gently swaying waters.

Zaheer stood up and took a couple steps back, silently praying to any spirits that were listening to his petty prayers. With a blank look on his usually dim face he watched as Korra's torso lurched up out of the water as her eyes widened as they glowed a bright white. A white beam came out of each of her eyes, and her mouth as it was just as wide as her eyes. Two strangled gasped escaped through her lips and then the water turned clear once again.

Korra's torso hit the waters with a huge splash as some of the water leaped from the pools and into the grass. Her eyes turned their normal blue and rolled back into her head as they fluttered closed. Zaheer froze for a moment, as Korra's body, as if it had become dead weight, started to sink into the pools dark depths. Zaheer's whole body began to rock with fear as, for just a moment he watched her head go under to the point where he could barely see her. He no longer cared about controlling his emotions as the emotions swam throughout his mind and rage over took his whole body. Zaheer quickly started to run towards the pool; he pushed off the balls of his feet to propel himself into the pools.

As soon as his feet left the wet grass, something began to rip him away from the pools. Zaheer yelled and try to fight his way to Korra, but all he could do is watch her drift farther down as his own fear ripped him away from the spirit world.

When Zaheer opened his eyes he was sitting in a meditation pose on his bed in the airship. Zaheer's breath became labored as he became more and more angry and disappointed at himself. With a loud yell he stood up and flipped his mattress over. Another yell ripped its way out of his throat as he grabbed the edges of the bookshelf and ripped it from its hinges. Books flew from the shelves as if they were trying to escape this man's rage. Storming over to his desk, with a loud grunt, Zaheer flipped his desk over on its side.

All of his pent up rage was finally being released, as he was still trying to escape the burning sensation in his throat. He tightened his jaw as he felt it begin to tremble with the risk of looking weak. Letting out a heart wrenching sob he turned and smashed his fist against the wall. He was so lost in his own anger that he couldn't hear the threatening footsteps of his partners above him. Panting, he rested his head up against the wall, trying to choke back the whimpers that were clawing their way up his throat.

Stalking over, he picked up a large wooden chair over his head and flung it at the ground as hard as he could. Watching as the wood splintered all around the ground; Zaheer let out a dark chuckle as he pictured how he looked.

Another heart wrenching wail left his lips as the wind began to spin around him. Zaheer fell to his hands and knees, as another dark laugh slipped through his lips. The wind began to whip around him faster and faster as he kept banging his fist into the metal floor. Soon he had created a tornado around him; all of his rage kept the wind speeds increasing by the second. The winds picked up books, chairs, large pieces of wood, and anything else it could and whipped them across the room. The sounds of books hitting the walls began to sound the loud beat of thunder in the worst of storms. The wind breaking the light caused it to flicker resembling lightning lighting up the blackened sky in the dead of day.


Korra used all the energy she had left to locate where Zaheer's spirit had been located; it took her a long time. Mostly because he was in the spirit world for a great deal of time, but she did not know this. Once she was able to pin point where he was, a great deal of energy filled her body, as if she gained a part of her soul back. She did not feel a hundred percent better, because it was not a lot but enough to get her to Zaheer and enough for the spirits to stop building. No one would be able to see her unless Korra allowed them to see her, so she kept herself hidden as used the walls of the airship to help her make her way to Zaheer.

Korra needed to let him know how she felt, and even if she didn't make it, he needed to know. She found love where it wasn't supposed to be; she found love right in front of her, right in front of her in the battlefield. Korra could feel her heart beat begin to slow down; her steps became more clumsy as it became a fight to even keep her eyes open. It was so quiet, and her body was beginning to feel so cold. Every breath filled her chest with frost as she made her way to where she felt Zaheer's fire.

She could see P'Li and the others standing by the door where she could feel Zaheer's spirit; his spirit felt more troubled and it felt as if something bad was going to happen. Korra pushed herself towards the door, until she could hear P'Li tell the others to leave, that she was going to handle it. Once the other two had left P'Li made her way to stand in the doorway. Korra made her way next to the door way, out of breath she rested her head against the wall right before the door.

"I guess I still love you, Zaheer." P'Li whispered so quietly that Korra could barely hear her. A small grin appeared on Korra's face as she closed her eyes; he doesn't love you, he loves me.

Through all of the muffled noises Korra only made out a little bit of what Zaheer was saying, "…I love you too."

Korra's breath got caught in her throat as she heard the words echo in her mind, with teary eyes she let go. Her body fell to the ground as she gave up the fight; just like porcelain, she broke as she hit the ground praying to the spirits that this is just a dream.


"You really are gone. I never even got to tell you." A loud strangled roar left his mouth as he clenched his fists till his knuckles turned white.

Zaheer was so lost in his mourning he didn't notice anyone else around him. He only wished that he could see that smile one more time; her laughter played like a melody in his mind and another sob left his body.

As if the young woman who he yearned to see was there with him, he whispered four words before he allowed his body to rock with every emotion that was hitting him, "I love you too."






12. Because she still is the Avatar
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"Because she is still the Avatar"

It had been almost three weeks since Korra had placed herself into the coma; although the world kept on moving without the Avatar there to help it, the gang simple could not just move on with their lives. It was as if the moon was taken from their night, leaving them with nothing to show them the light. They began to just stay at the temple, it became their new home. Mako only left the chair next to her when he had to go to the bathroom, or shower, but Asami would usually bring him food. If it was not her then it was Pemma or Bolin.

Bolin left every day and sometimes would not come back to the temple during the night; sometimes he would be gone for days at a time. Since Mako was not working, Bolin would take small jobs from people around Republic City, whether it would be just help move furniture, or training someone in bending, or as a body guard for some mobsters around town. Bolin was not happy to do some of the jobs, but the group did need money. Plus Tenzin wasn't leaving the house as much and they needed the money too.

Asami left during the day to help Pemma with the children or to go to her company because she still had a company to run. After she worked she would come back to the temple and help make dinner and clean up. After everything was cleaned, Asami would walk past Korra's room and she could almost cry at the pure sadness of the sight. Mako would be sleeping in the chair next to Korra, with his hand clutching hers, and his head resting on the bed besides Korra.

Everyone, besides Mako, was starting to believe that Korra was gone. Her eyes stopped glowing over a week ago, the blood had stopped, and she had stopped moving all together. Every day, her aura would grow weaker and it became harder to hear her heart beating. Soon Tenzin would only come in once a day, and the only time others would come in the room was to comfort Mako.

"No she is not dead!" Mako screamed pushing himself out of the chair "She is still fighting! You can't just give up on her! She never gave up on us!"

"Mako," Asami said in a soft voice, "You haven't bathed in a week. You need to take a shower."

"She might wake up when I'm gone," Mako whispered as he turned around to look at the young woman lying in the bed, "I can't leave."

"Come on, Mako." Bolin said as he took a step towards his brother, "This is hard on all of us, but she isn't going to wake up."

"No!" Mako yelled, "Stay away from her, she is going to wake up!" When Bolin took another step forward so did Mako, although, Mako had flames erupting from the palms of his hand. "Don't you take one more step."

"Gahhh!" Korra yelled as flung herself into a sitting position; Korra was breathing rapidly and she was broken out in a cold sweat, but she couldn't figure out why. With wide eyes Korra glanced around the room to see Tenzin, Bolin, Asami, and Pemma against the far wall, with Mako looking as if he was about to attack Bolin, "What is going on?" Korra asked in pants.

"Korra!" Mako yelled as he launched himself at the young girl, and pulled her into his chest. Korra was taken back, but returned the hug after a moment of shock.

"Uh, Hi, Mako…" Korra muttered as Mako finally let her go; soon Bolin tackled her in the bed and was crying in to her shoulder.

"I was so scared!" Bolin blubbered, "I mean they probably were too, but not as scared as me! What would have happened to team Avatar? What would we have done without our star? How would we ha-"

"What are you talking about, Bolin?" Korra cut him off as confusion took over her face, "It was just a small injury during one of our matches." Korra raised one of her eyebrows at the earth bender, "And what is this Team Avatar? We are the fire ferrets."

Bolin pulled back and stared at Korra for a moment before slightly turning his torso towards the others, "You sure she didn't hit her head?"

"No, Bo, I did not hit my head," Korra said anger lacing her words as she shoved Bolin off of her. Korra grabbed the edge of the blanket, threw it off of her legs, and swung her legs to the edge of the bed as if she was going to stand up. Korra began to stand, but Tenzin put his arms up to stop her.

"Woah, Korra, I don't think it is a good idea to walk around this early," Tenzin said, his arms stretched out towards the young woman as if she was going to collapse at any moment, "Let alone any Avatar Duties." Tenzin said, testing out her reaction; just as he thought, Korra's face scrunched up in confusion at the word 'Avatar'. As if she had no idea what he was talking about.

"Uh, what?" Korra questioned the air bender, "I know you are supposed to be training the Avatar in air bending, but I sure don't have any part in that. When is she supposed to get here anyways?"

"Soon, Korra, soon." Tenzin said in a saddened voice as he reached out and ruffled her hair, "We are just going to give you a moment to change; we will be in the dining room when you are done. Come on."

No one besides Tenzin had even a clue to what was going on, but trusting his judgment everyone followed Tenzin out into the hallway after saying some sort of good bye to Korra. One they left the room Korra began to slowly stand and try to walk to her dresser.

"Uh, Tenzin?" Bolin asked as they were walking out of Korra's room, "Not to, you know, ask again, but are you sure Korra didn't hit her head?"

"Sadly that is not the case." Tenzin said with a long sigh, "Almost the worst possible thing has happened to our Korra. I believe that she was not able to reconnect with Raava."


Zaheer's head shot up as he felt a strong aura just vanish into thin air; the tornado just stopped and anything that was flying fell to the floor with loud bangs. Zaheer quickly jumped to his feet, and ran to the door. P'Li had a smile on her face when she saw Zaheer walking towards her, but the smile soon fell when he shoved her out of the way.

Zaheer stopped right where the young Avatar was before she vanished; Zaheer could still sense small trances of the young girl. Zaheer crouched down, reached down, and placed his hand on the metal where Korra had fallen to the ground. It was hot.

"Korra…" Zaheer whispered as he ran his hand along the metal. P'Li walked out of the room with a frown on her face, and her arms crossed glared at the man.

"What is it now since you already destroyed your room?" P'Li sneered towards Zaheer. Zaheer simply stood up and stared at P'Li for only a moment before pushing past her. "Where are you going?"

"To fix something." He said as he jumped out of the moving airship.


"So if she lost all her memories of her being the Avatar, how does she remember us?" Asami asked as she crossed her arms, glancing back towards Korra's room.

"It's because she wasn't just with us because of her being the Avatar." Mako was leaning up against the wall staring at the door to Korra's room, "She met me and Bo because she used water bending to watch pro-bending. She met you because I introduced you guys. This means, she doesn't remember me and her being together." Mako ripped his head away from the direction of Korra and put his head in his hands. "How do we bring it back?" He asked when he pulled his head up.

"I don't even know if the Avatar cycle will continue," Tenzin said also glancing towards her door, "She may just never remember."

Just as Tenzin finished Korra's floor flew open and there stood the young woman of conversation in clean clothes and a smile on her face. The group turned to her and tried to act normal, but none of them knew how to act.

"What are you guys talking about?" Korra said with promise in her voice.


A week after the young woman woke up it became obvious to her that something was missing in her life. There was a large part of her missing, something that she couldn't remember. Korra sighed as she looked into the city through her window; it was late in the night and she kept having these horrendous nightmares about being in a strange city and a man with his three allies trying to kidnap her but her friends stopped him. Or her nightmares would be about Amon trying to take her bending away to get to the Avatar, but she had no idea who the Avatar was.

"What is missing?" Korra whispered as she made her way to the door; Korra often would find herself sitting by the waters late at night. She would just play around with the water, or sometimes if she wasn't feeling so tired she would go for a late night swim.

On her way to the beach she would normally pass by the white lotus guards who would be listening to the radio, but this time she stopped and listened to what they were talking about.

"There has been no word on the Red Lotus's leaders after they tried to kidnap Avatar Korra. There also has been no word on the young Avatar as well." The radio was full of static, but Korra could make out the words.

"That Zaheer is a crafty one" A deep voice spoke, "I wonder if he is even going to come after Korra if he finds out that she lost her memory."

"What even happened to make her forget?" Another guard questioned.

"I have no idea. All I want to know, if she is just another water bender now, why is it that we are still watching after her?"

"Because she is still the Avatar." Korra heard Tenzin's voice, "You made a pledge to serve and protect the Avatar. She may not remember it, but she still is the Avatar. Now get back to work."

Korra sprinted towards the beach; she did not want to hear anymore. She had no idea what any one was talking about. Korra sat down in the sand and pulled her knees to her chest; all she wanted was for life to go back to what it was. Whatever it was; she was so tired of being confused and lost. Korra placed her head in her knees and sighed. Korra jumped up when she heard rustling in the bushes behind her.

"Hello?" Korra called as she began to make an ice dagger in her palm.

"I am," A man spoke as he calmly stepped out of the bushes. Korra did not know this man; he had a shaven head, a square jaw, and deep dark brown eyes that Korra found herself lost in, "my Avatar." Korra instantly snapped out of her trance and became instantly enraged.

"Why is everyone calling me Avatar, or the Avatar?" Korra harshly spoke, being careful not to attract the attention of the White Lotus guards. Korra took a step forward and shoved her finger into his chest, "My name is Korra, got it buddy?"

A smirk captured the man's lips, and then he quickly wrapped his arms around her waist and pulled her flush up against his chest. "I love you too, Korra…" The man whispered right before he leaned down and captured the young water bender's lips.

Korra raised an eyebrow at his confession, but her eyes went wide in rage and shock when he kissed her. How dare he kiss her! She was not his! Korra lowered her eyes and shoved the man to the ground. Korra pulled some water from the bay, turned it to ice shards, and held it above the man.

"Look, I think you have the wrong girl." Korra spoke slowly and venom seemed to drip from every syllable, "I don't know you. I have no idea who you are. I am not the Avatar; I am just a water bender. And I think you need to leave."

Zaheer did not try to stand up; he just laid on the ground and looked passed the shards of ice to the young woman threatening his life. He had no idea why she could not remember him, but he would make sure she remembered him before he left.

"You don't remember me? You don't remember the time we spent together under the large tree?" The man spoke to the young woman trying to get her to remember. "We would sit under the shade of that tree and talk for hours; you use to let me touch you in the most sensitive ways. You once began to tell me that you loved me, and I never got to say it in time before you left."

Korra's face turned bright red, she opened her mouth to speak, but a bunch of memories started to flash in front of her eyes. She saw them talking under a tree, she saw him catching her while she was wearing a long blue dress, she saw them kissing against the wall, and finally she saw him catch her before she hit the ground. The ice melted and all the water fell and splashed on Zaheer. Korra's eyes were closed, but when she opened them she did not see just a man on the ground, she saw Zaheer. Korra smiled and reached out for him.

"Zaheer, I….I…" Korra's voice got stuck in her throat and she looked as if she was gagging but no noise was coming out. Her eyes rolled back into her head, but this time she did not fall. Her eyes began to slow a bright white, and it was not Korra who spoke, but Raava herself. "Korra will not remember you now, nor will she until she is completely healed. If she ever completely heals."

With that said, her eyes went shut, and her body fell the ground.






13. Jealousy Raged in his Eyes


Author's Note: These next two or three chapters you guys may not like very much, but it is all a part of the plan! There should be around 7 more chapters left in this story, at most. Thank you guys for reviewing and following this story; it means a lot to us! Please keep reviewing and following along!

Jealously Raged in his Eyes

"Korra, it is time to wake up." A deep voice spoke as Korra felt someone shaking her by the shoulders.

Korra mumbled an incoherent noise, before wrapping herself tighter into her blankets. A soft smile formed on her face as the warmth began to radiate throughout her body. The fuzziness of sleep began to take over her mind and her breathing began to slow, but before she could be completely taken by sleep someone shoved her off of the bed.

"Gahh!" Korra yelled as she found herself falling towards the floor; she hit the ground with a loud thud. "Ow, what the spirits was that for?" Korra asked as she sat up straight and rubbed her now sore butt.

"Like I said," Mako spoke as he tried to hold back a laugh, "It is time to get up." With that said Mako let out a chuckle, and made his way out of the young woman's room.

Korra sat on the ground for a while before she was able to convince herself to stand up and get dressed; with a loud groan Korra slowly pushed herself off of the ground. Korra slowly began to pull her shirt off over her head; stumbling around for a moment when her shirt got stuck on her face. A little aggravated Korra threw the shirt across the room after she was finally able to get it off. Korra quickly peeled off her upper bindings, a sigh of relief when her boobs were free of the tight fabric. Korra bent over and began to shimmy her way out of her baggy sweats; after the thick material softly hit the ground she took a step out of the fabric and made her way to the bathroom.

A long sigh slipped through her lips as she starred at herself in the mirror; her tan fingers gently ran over the rather large scar that ran from the top of her left shoulder, across her heart, and curved around her breast. Small jolts of pain made Korra rip her hand away from the scar; she had no idea how or when she got this scar. She didn't have the scar before she woke up with everyone in the room, but she didn't know how she received it. This wasn't the only weird thing that was happening to Korra.

The other night Korra was awaken by the White Lotus guards, the strange thing was that Korra was found passed out on the beach close to the water. Korra had no idea what happened; she remembered going out there to water bend because she couldn't sleep, but she didn't remember passing out or falling asleep. Deep down Korra knew that she was missing something, but she couldn't put her finger on it.

Slowly Korra began to untie the small knot of her lower bindings, once it was done just like her pants, the bindings cascaded to the cold ground. Korra did not mind walking around her room naked; it was her room after all. Plus, where she grew up both men and women shared bathhouses, so she wasn't a very modest person. Korra's eyes kept landing on her scar; it almost hurt when she tried to remember. Shaking her head Korra took her hair out of her the ties, and let her hair fall across her shoulders.

Slowly stepping towards a large bucket of water, Korra began to water bend the water out of the bucket to wash herself. Guiding the water across her smooth skin and through her fine hair Korra found herself at peace. Recently Korra has been on hinge, and not very relaxed. Korra put the water back into the bucket and grabbed the bottle of hair products that Asami gave her, Korra put a large amount of the liquid onto her hand and then rubbed it into her hair. Korra then grabbed a bottle of body wash, that yes Asami gave her, and rubbed it all over her body making sure she was getting every nook and cranny. Although she purposely avoided the large scar, she did not want to feel that pain again. Once Korra felt she had gotten every inch of her body she bent the water from the bucket once again and ran it all over her body and hair. Once the water was back in the bucket, Korra bent the water off of her body and out of her hair.

Not needing a towel since she was already dried off, Korra simply walked into her room naked like she usually did. Korra walked back into her room with her eyes closed and whistling a tradition southern water tribe song. Of all the things that Korra expected when opened her eyes, she did not expect Mako to be sitting on her bed.

"Gah!" Korra yelled as she realized that Mako was sitting there waiting for her, "What the spirits, Mako?"

"Sorry!" Mako yelled as he quickly stood up and turned himself in the other direction, "I figured that you were already dressed." Korra groaned and walked back into the bathroom to grab a towel before his eyes would pop out of his head.

"Well you figured wrong!" Korra called from the bathroom; Korra walked back into her room for the second time, but this time she had a towel wrapped around her, "You can turn around, I have a towel on." Mako slowly turned around, making sure Korra was telling the truth; his face was bright red, but he was trying to have a serious and calm face. It was almost enough for Korra to laugh, almost.

"Well that's better," Mako paused for a moment, but continued once Korra raised her eyebrow at the fire bender, "We have a pro-bending match tomorrow an—"

"Yes I know that," Korra said cutting Mako off, crossing her arms causing her boobs to push a little more out of the towel; causing Mako to stare at them, her voice called him back to reality, "Now why did I find you in my room, uninvited?"

"If you had let me finish my sentence you would have known, wouldn't you?" Mako said with a hint of annoyance in his voice, "Bo, and Asami have to work afterwards since it is an early match, I was wondering if you would want to go do something afterwards."

"Are you asking me on a date?" Korra said raising her eyebrow, "Are you joking? Last time something like this happened Bolin left crying and you storming away in anger. Plus, you are dating Asami."

Mako wanted to smack himself in the forehead for being so stupid; sometimes he forgot that Korra was still back several months in her mind. One of the last things that she remembered is when she kissed him, and Bolin had seen them. This meant that Korra still really liked him; maybe he could get their relationship back on track. Mako sat back down on the bed, and let out a sigh.

"Korra, me and Asami broke up, weeks ago." Korra's heart stopped at the sound of that, was him and Asami really over? This is what you always wanted, but then why does it not feel as good as it should?

"Well, if that is the case," Korra said purposely taking her time; finding some joy in the fact of how nervous Mao was, "sure, why not?"

"Great!" Mako said sounding truly happy; Korra felt a little disheartened that she didn't feel like that. Mako quickly stood up and stared at the young woman as she hinted towards the door. Mako did not get the hint at first, but he did after a moment, "Oh! Yeah, I'll get going, I'll let you get dressed."

With that said, Korra watched as Mako made his way out of her room; he stopped right at the doorframe, turning around he smirked at Korra, and then continued on his way. Korra sighed and fell forward right onto her bed, taking small comfort in the comfortable mattress. Korra should be the happiest girl right now; she should be screaming in joy into her pillow and smiling like crazy. If this is the case, why does deep down she feel like this isn't what she wanted?


Sweat dripped down Korra's face as she flipped in the air to doge yet another earth disk that was flung in her direction; Korra could feel the air coming off of the disk as it just passed by her face. Pulling the water up from beneath her, she twirled it around her body as she flew through the air, and once her foot touched the ground Korra let a turret of water fly from her hands at the opposing Tiger Seal. The water threw the earth bender to the arena ground, flip off of the ring, and into the water below.

The crowd's cheers filled Korra's ears and filled her heart with pride, but she did not allow herself to be distracted for much longer as a blast of fire spewed in her direction. The announcer was announcing every move as Korra and the fire bender battled for the win. The Tiger Seals and Fire Ferrets were tied for rounds; Bolin and Mako were pushed off of the ring earlier in this round. Bolin had knocked the other water bender off of the ring before the earth bender knocked him off.

Korra jumped around her zone dogging attacks; she realized that she was tiring faster than the Tiger Seal was tiring. Korra pulled up a stream of water and quickly released it at the opponent; the fire bender recoiled and let loose a shot of fire at Korra's feet. Korra did a sideways flip in the air. The Tiger Seal smirked in Korra's direction, and Korra quickly realized her mistake as she saw a huge blast of fire coming at her fast; there was no way Korra was going to be able to doge this attack or stay on the ring when it hit her.


A set of grey eyes narrowed as he watched this barbaric form of bending; he had no interest in this degrading sport, but he hadn't seen the young woman since she had fallen to the ground in front of him, for the second time. Zaheer had spent the last couple days looking through all the scrolls that the library had on the Avatar, Raava, or the spirit world. So far he has found nothing that could be used to help them.

Zaheer would never admit it as he watched the match with a bored expression, but he was extremely impressed by the way that Korra was bending. Korra was almost untouchable; nothing was able to touch the Avatar. But Zaheer was able to see quite clearly that Korra was growing really tired as the match went out on. The other bending brothers did not do much in the beginning of the match, so Korra was doing most of the work. It was no shock that she was growing tired.

Zaheer's eyes went wide when he saw the amount of fire that was blown at Korra as she was still in midair. Zaheer quickly, with a flick of his wrist, shot a small stream of air towards the fire pushing it away from the young woman. It wasn't enough to make it noticeable, but it was enough for the brute of the blast to miss Korra.


Korra felt the heat of the fire graze her arm, but none of the actual flames touched her body. Korra did not know what happened that caused the fire to change courses, but Korra was not one to miss out on an opportunity. Korra whipped water up from the vents below, whipping it in front of her. Once her foot touched the ground, Korra let loose the water with as much force as she could muster. The Tiger Seal was still in shock that Korra was standing that she did not move fast enough to doge the attack. The water hit her with enough force to push her back to Zone three.

Korra, being one to kick an opponent when they are down, started to dart towards the Tiger Sea currently still on the ground. With a stream of water curling its way up Korra's arm, Korra released the water with a loud yell. With widened eyes, the Tiger Seal was thrown off of the ring and into the water.

The crowd erupted with cheers as Korra, while panting, and took off her helmet. Korra put her helmet under her arm and waved towards the crowd with a huge smile on her face. Bolin and Mako ran to Korra who was standing near the opponents third zone; both a smile on their faces, both wanting to congratulate Korra, but both in different ways. When Mako finally reached Korra he dropped his own helmet, reached down to wrap his arms around Korra's waist, and lifted her in the air. Mako twirled the younger water bender in the air; leaning forward he placed a kiss on her lips.

Everyone in the crowd cheered for the young couple, but an older man with grey eyes that had widened at the fire bender's act of affection. He glared daggers towards the younger man before he left the stadium looking back once with a calm face but jealousy raged in his eyes.






14. You Don't Remember?
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"You don't remember?"

"That was amazing Korra," Bolin shouted as the team was leaving the pro-bending arena, "I mean, how did you dodge that fire?"

"I have no idea," Korra said shrugging her shoulders as she let out a small chuckle; it wasn't a lie, she had no idea what caused the flames to shift direction. Mako walked closer to Korra and draped his arm over her shoulders.

"Whatever it was," Mako said glancing down at the young woman besides him, "I am glad that we won that match, well, that you won that match." Bolin stopped short with a flabbergasted look on his face.

"Just glad?" Bolin screamed, waving his arms in the arm as if he was trying to make a point, "Just glad? You should be so amazed that you, uh well you know, just more than glad!"

Korra's laughter rang like bells in the wind; it brought a smile to Mako's face as he, once again, glanced down at the woman that he was hoping to call him own. A smile remained on Korra's face as the group continued to walk Bolin to his car; it felt good for Korra to laugh, and for her to actually mean it. It has been a least four weeks since Korra has been able to relax enough to let herself to be able to laugh; to be able to enjoy the presence of others. There was still a gnawing feeling in the back of her brain, but just for today Korra decided to ignore, just for one day.

The group said their goodbyes, and Mako and Korra watch Bolin jump into his car and drive down the road. The two stood there for a moment or two before Mako started to walk towards a black Sato mobile; since his arm was draped around Korra's shoulders she was dragged with him. Korra stood there confused for a moment as Mako jumped into the driving seat of the car. He made a motion towards the passenger seat, but Korra didn't move a muscle.

"When did you get this?" Korra questioned pointing towards the car, raising her eyebrow at the fire bender.

"Well, my new job at the police station pays pretty well and since we are friends with the manufacturer." Mako said with a smug smile on his face, "So, Asami gave me a discount. Now get in." Korra did not move an inch towards the car.

"When did you start working for the police station?" Korra questioned, Mako sighed once again forgetting that Korra's memory was limited at the moment.

"Enough with the questions," Mako laughed waving off the question, "Do you trust me?" Korra gave him a look, but then nodded her head. "Well then, trust me and get in."

With those words Korra shrugged and jumped into the car; Mako laughed at the fact that Korra didn't open the door but simply jumped into it. Mako shook his head, and with a smirk on his face he shifted the gears and sped off into the heart of the city. Korra leaned her head back, closed her eyes, and relished the feeling of the wind blowing through her hair, even if it was up in its normal hairstyle. Mako once and awhile would steal glances at the young woman; the smile on his face seamed to brighten his future.

"Where are we going?" Korra said when she finally opened her eyes and saw that they were now in the middle of Republic City.

"Does it matter?" The fire bender said wanting to surprise Korra just a little bit; today was the day that he was going to prove to her that they did work.

Mako took so many turns that Korra simply gave up trying to piece together where he was taking her. Korra started to daze off as Mako drove; purposely taking so many different roads, and driving in circles to confuse her. Mako parallel parked the Sato Mobile between two cars similar in model, and Korra almost jumped out of her seat in excitement.

"Well, here we are." Mako exclaimed pointing to the green grass in front of them. It wasn't much, but it was more than enough for Korra. He had taken them to Republic City Park; Korra had a huge grin on her face, and it got bigger when Mako pulled out a bag of food out of the trunk. "It isn't much, but I thought we could have lunch here." Mako said with his face growing red, rubbing the back of his head in embarrassment.

"It's amazing." Korra said, excitement clearly shining through her words. Mako smiled down at the water bender, and his eyes grew brighter, even though hers seemed to dull.

Mako held out his arm for the young woman to grab, Korra laughed at the silly gesture, but grabbed his arm anyways. Mako let her through the park listening to Korra talk about nothing important. Mako was enjoying his time, trying to find the perfect spot for him and Korra to eat until he heard someone clear their throat. Mako looked in front of him and Korra and internally groaned, he was not in the mood to deal with this particular person today.

"Oh, well look who we have here." A smooth voice spoke in almost a mocking tone. Korra also seemed to get annoyed almost instantly at the presence of someone who she found so slimy.

"What do you want," Mako asked in a stern voice, "Tahno?"

"Why must there always be a reason for doing things?" Tahno spoke raising a single elegant eyebrow, "Why can I not just enjoy a peaceful walk in the park?"

"Because you are just too good to just go for a walk." Korra said as she glared daggers at the other water bender. Tahno faked being hurt, and even clutched his hands above his heart.

"Wow," Tahno spoke in a very sarcastic tone, "that hurt, Uh-vatar, that hurt me right here." Korra's face scrunched up in confusion, Mako's eyes went wide when he realized that not everyone knew that Korra lost her memory. Mako quickly spoke before Korra had the chance to question.

"Well, if that was all, I guess we better get going," Mako said, stressing every syllable. Mako began to pull Korra around the water bender, but Tahno held out his arm to stop them.

"You were right," Tahno said, stepping in front of the young couple, "I wasn't just out here on a walk." Tahno gently grabbed Korra's hand, bent down as if he was bowing to her, and placed a single kiss on the back of her hand. "I just wanted to formally give my thanks for restoring my bending. It means a lot to me, I don't know what I would have done without it. So thank you, Uh-vatar." Tahno sounded sincere until the end when he ended with a wink at Korra.

Korra was so shocked, and so aggravated to rip her hand away from the slimy man, but her self-control just vanished when he called her the Avatar. Korra ripped her hand away, pulled back her fist, and let it make contact with Tahno's cheek. Tahno stumbled back a few steps; putting his head down, he put his hand under his nose, when he pulled his hand back it was covered in blood. Tahno looked back up at the water bender with complete confusion and anger.

"I don't know what you are talking about," Korra yelled, taking an angry step towards Tahno, "I am not the Avatar, I did not give you back your bending, and in no way shape or form gave you permission to kiss my hand! I don't know why people keep calling me the Avatar, or thanking me for things she has been doing, but it is getting really fucking annoying! I am done!"

With those words yelled, and drawing a huge crowd, Korra stomped off away from the fire bender and the water bender.

"What the spirits happened to her?" Tahno said, vile and disgust seemed to drip from each word.

"She lost her memory of being the Avatar," Mako said looking not at Tahno, but in the direction that Korra had left. "She ripped her soul apart from Raava's and now she doesn't remember ever being the Avatar." Mako paused for his own good, and Tahno was looking at him with sadness written all over his face.

"I feel so bad," Tahno said, looking down at the ground, "I honestly meant to say thank you, I didn't mean to cause anything." Mako sighed and looked at the defeated water bender.

"I know you didn't." Mako spoke in a defeated voice as he looked back towards where Korra once was.

"Is she still the Avatar?" Tahno asked a hint of fear in his voice that was coated in regret and sadness.

"As far as we know, no, she is just another water bender."


"Ah!" Korra yelled as she flung her fist into the bark of an old oak tree. Korra didn't know why she got so angry all of a sudden; it happened every time that someone mentioned her being the Avatar, as if a part of her didn't wish to hear it. Korra was so lost in her own thoughts that she didn't notice that someone was coming up behind her.

"Punching trees again, aren't we?" A deep voice came from behind her; Korra jumped and quickly spun around an ice dagger already formed in her palm. It wasn't anyone that Korra remembered; although, those deep grey eyes seemed to stir something inside of her. She wasn't sure what though.

"Who are you?" Korra said in a commanding voice; Zaheer was not shocked that she didn't remember him, or even the talk they had by the beach before Raava came out.

"An old friend" Zaheer spoke in his normal monotone voice, taking a step towards the young woman, it was clear she was on edge.

"Well, it must be a very old friend, because I have no idea who you are." Korra said taking a step away from the man. He seemed to cause a weird reaction from her body, and she did not enjoy how her body seemed to simply relax because of his presence.

"You seemed pretty aggravated." He spoke a-matter-of-factly.

"Well aren't we a Mr. Know-It-All." Korra spoke her words dripping with sarcasm, "But yes. I am. I don't know who I am anymore." Korra had no idea why she was just spilling all her inner thoughts to a man who she didn't even know, she just felt as if she could trust him, "A piece of me is missing and I can't find it."

"I kno—" Zaheer began, but was cut off by Mako who was currently running towards the two.

"Korra!" Mako screamed, causing Korra to snap her gaze from the stranger to Mako, "Get away from him! He is a member of the Red Lotus!"

Korra's eyes widened, remembering the radio broadcast she had heard about them. Korra quickly drew water out of the air making a long whip; with a loud yell Korra whipped the water in the direction of the Red Lotus member. Zaheer was too quick for Korra's sloppy, rushed moves. Korra split the whip in two and tried to freeze it around Zaheer's ankles, but Zaheer had created a small tornado around himself. By the time that the winds had stopped, Zaheer was gone.

Korra stood there her breath slipping out in long pants, her senses were freaking out. Mako just reached the bottom of the hill and when he reached Korra he wrapped his arms around her as tight as he could. When he finally let go, he pulled back just enough to look her up and down, making sure Zaheer had not caused any damage to her.

"Did Zaheer hurt you in any way?" Mako spoke frantically, his hands gripped tightly on Korra's shoulders.

"No, he didn—" Korra paused mid-sentence, "Zaheer?" She whispered, and as if she was hit by a truck a bunch of memories rushed within her mind. She saw Zaheer trying to kidnap her from Zaofu, she saw him speaking to her in the spirit world telling her that he was going to use the air benders against her, she saw them dancing to the music of the winds, and she heard Zaheer say he loved her too.

"Zaheer…." Korra whispered, as she began to tremble with great force. Just as if she was trying to hold onto her consciousness, her eyes began to flicker between the normal light blue, to the electric white of the Avatar State. Korra's face was scrunched up in fear as she let out a stained yell of pain. She clenched her eyes, but when they opened they were glowing white and her face held no emotion. "Until she has fully healed, she will not remember." Raava's voice rang out as powerful as a base drum.

Korra's eyes then returned their normal blue; she fell into Mako's chest as her eyes flutter shut.


"Ugh," Korra moaned rubbing the back of her head as if would help the throbbing in her head. When Korra opened her head she was laying in the reclined passenger seat of Mako's Sato Mobile. Mako quickly turned himself to face the young woman when he heard her begin to wake, "Oh my spirits, who are you?" Now it was Mako's turn for his face to scrunch of in confusion. "Who are you? I need to go!" Korra began to sit up, but Mako stayed still just staring at the young woman.

"You don't remember?"

"No."






15. Just to let her breathe
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"Just to let her breathe"

"….and she just forgot?" Tenzin whispered to Mako as they both looked down at the sleeping Korra on the couch.

"She was fine until I said 'Zaheer'" Mako said rubbing his arm, he was putting a lot of the blame on himself, and he was not happy that Korra couldn't remember him. He had a hard enough time getting her to trust him enough for her to allow him to bring her back to Tenzin. "Then Raava spoke and then Korra fainted."

That had caught Tenzin's attention. His eyes grew wide and spun quickly to face Mako.

"What did you say?' Tenzin said speaking very fast, "Raava talked to you?" Mako nodded as he thought back, 'What did she say?"

"She said something along the line of 'She will not remember until she is healed'." Mako said glancing back down to Korra.

"This is good news!" Tenzin exclaimed with a huge smile on his face, Mako raised an eyebrow at the older air bender. Mako could not see how Korra forgetting him could possibly be a good thing. "This means that Korra and Raava did not separate! She is still the Avatar! Raava is just trying to mend Korra's soul before she allows Korra to remember the pain that ripped it apart to begin with. She is trying to make sure that Korra is strong enough."

"Of course Korra is strong enough!" Bolin exclaimed as he walked in the room with his arms in the air, "Korra is the strongest person that I know! And one of the most powerful benders that I know!"

"Bolin that is not what he is talking about." Mako said shaking his head, sometimes his brother could be bright, but other times he could be really dense.

"Korra is, no questions asked, a very physically strong person." Tenzin explained, "She has always struggled with the spiritually side of being the Avatar. Raava is making sure that Korra is strong enough mentally and spiritually. This means that Raava does not believe Korra is strong enough yet. Raava must think Korra is decreasing if she keeps causing Korra to forget."

"Well, how can we help until then?" Asami asked as she delicately placed a small hand on Mako's shoulder. Mako did not even shift his eyes off Korra for a moment at the sudden contact.

"Mako said that it was triggered when he said 'Zaheer', so we cannot mention Zaheer, the Red Lotus, or anything involving her being the Avatar until she is fully healed." Tenzin said casting a heavy glance at the sleeping woman.


"There must be a way!" Zaheer yelled as he grabbed the book he was currently reading and flung it across the room.

With an angry groan he began to rub his temples trying to calm himself down. He never allowed himself to show so much emotion. Ever. This Avatar was digging herself under his skin; he already admitted that he loved her. It was a wonder feeling to be able to not wear such a heavy mask, but it has been so long that he had forgotten that he had emotions at all. This feisty young woman had lit a fire underneath him and it was no longer winter all the time.

Zaheer grabbed yet another book off the top of one of the many tall stacks of books that had found themselves on this desk. Zaheer had asked the President to let him stay in the President's bunker, and since the President was always more than willing to help their cause, the President said yes. So Zaheer found himself reading all the books he could find that could possibly help him save Korra.

Zaheer has yet to calm himself down enough to travel into the spirit world; there was way too much emotion in his mind and body to allow his soul to cross over. Zaheer hasn't had time to go into the spirit world anyways.

"Ugh!" Zaheer yelled as he flung yet another book against the far wall; there was beginning to become a pile of books by the far wall.

Zaheer had already read over three hundred books and scrolls within the last six days; he was reading nonstop. He would only take breaks to go to the bathroom, he would have a servant bring him in food, and he would take one hour naps every twelve hours. He didn't wish to sleep, but his body was barely keeping him awake as it was.

With a sigh Zaheer pushed up against the desk and slowly pushed himself out of the chair. Stretching for a moment, he decided to get some food himself today. It would give him a chance to think, and maybe meditate. That was Zaheer was planning on doing, but as he began to walk towards the door something made a crinkling noise. Zaheer lifted his foot, and he saw an old scroll on the ground still bound and sealed. With curiosity filling every bone in his body he bent down and picked up the old scroll.

Zaheer took the scroll to the bed room that he had picked; when he reached the room he gently laid down on his back. He gently and carefully untied the single ribbon that held it together and unsealed the scroll. Careful not to rip the scroll, he opened it and began to read the fading words.


Once during a time when the earth was simple, the Sun shone brighter than anything. The people were grateful and rejoiced every time the Sun shone. He brought them joy and warmth, he was even the source of their warmth.

But he was lonely, all by himself in the vast skies. He would look down at the people dancing in his radiance and wonder if he was simply destined to a life of solidarity. That was the price he paid for being the brightest, he reasoned.

Then there was the Moon. As the Sun grew weary and began to disappear, she would rise into the sky, flanked by millions of stars. Her radiance was a sad kind of beauty, one that went unnoticed as the people slept. The Stars watched her with wish fullness, hoping that one day they could get close enough so she wouldn't feel so empty. But they couldn't. The Moon was untouchable, surrounding herself with a blanket of darkness through the cold nights.

Until one day when the Sun was sliding out of the heavens, he caught a glimpse of her. She was peeking up, a rare side of her being exposed to the light. And while the Sun could shine, he knew the Moon could glow. How he wished to see her move than the fleeting moments he shared with her at both dawn and dusk. But the Moon was untouchable. During the summer he would stay a little longer just to get a glance at her face before he stopped breathing just for her.

"Go," he whispered to her one of those nights, his voice as sweet and sorrowful as the last light of morning. "Go and fill the night with your light. I will die, just for you to breathe. For you and I have decided fates. I illuminate the day, and you cast a glow on the night. We will never be. Our connection would go against what all the people believe, all they know" 

The Sun loved the Moon so much he died every night just to let her breath.


Zaheer shot up in the bed as the words hit him like a brick. He knew how to save Korra and he just hoped that it wouldn't cost him his life. Zaheer rolled the scroll back up, even retied it, and placed it on the small nightstand next to the bed.

Zaheer took a couple deep breaths and tried to allow his emotions to simply slip away. It took longer than he would have liked, but Zaheer felt each one of his emotions slip away one by one. As soon as he felt that familiar coldness, Zaheer took a deep breath and let his soul slowly begin to seep out of his body.

When Zaheer opened his eyes he found himself by the pools where he has last seen Korra's soul, well half of her soul. Zaheer took a deep breath, stood up, and made his way to a small table carved of stone beyond the hot springs. On this table there were three incenses burning; that was all the tiny table could hold. Zaheer kneeled down in front of the table and picked up the middle and tallest incense. Zaheer began to almost draw something with the small stream of smoke coming off the incense. When finished drawing the symbols of Raava, he placed the incense back into the holder.

Raava appeared in front of him, but in a human form. The real Raava must still be in Korra, this must be just an image of Raava. A part of her, not the whole one. She had a very royal yet warm aura around her. Her hair was the blackest of black, cascading down her back. The front of her hair was held back in a small bun, held with a small white broach that sitting hear the back of her head. Raava had fair white skin, rose red lips, and it seemed as if she had the tattoos of her markings beginning on her upper chest. Raava wore a light blue kimono, lined in a white trim, and tied together with the finest of white silk.

"Why have you called me here?" Raava's voice boomed throughout the lands.

"I wish to save the Avatar." Zaheer said with a strong and steady voice, looking up into Raava. She was beautiful, so perfectly white and innocence shinned through her markings.

"Are you not the one who is trying to stop the Avatar cycle for good?" Raava questioned the air bender.

"I was, but I no longer can go through with the plan. All I wish is for her to become whole again." Zaheer said with emotions swimming through his eyes, yet a calm look in his eyes. Raava walked closer to Zaheer and went in his face, and did not move as she spoke.

"A soul cannot be sewn as simply as a tunic, it needs to take time or even another soul to repair it." Raava spoke as she turned away from Zaheer, "You are not willing to do that, so there is nothing you can do. She will heal, over time."

"I will." Zaheer spoke with strength in his voice; he took a step towards Raava, she couldn't leave so soon. Raava turned to face the man who seemed so determined to save the young Avatar.

"You realize that this will take your bending away, air bender?" Raava said growing nearer to Zaheer. Zaheer was a little taken back, would he be able to live without his bending? He had lived without it, but now he seemed to need it more than ever.

"You may take it."

"You feel strongly for this Avatar? She is a strong one, a very strong will; she is still young, but very wise. I am touched. But before I do this you must be warned, that she will not remember the times you spent together. Korra will only remember you as how she knew you from being the Avatar. A cold hearted man who is only out to kill her. Can you accept loving someone and only seeing hatred in their eyes when they look back?"

"I would die, just to let her breathe." Zaheer said raising his head to meet her powerful yet loving gaze.

"The story of the sun and the moon…" Raava whispered, and smiled just for a moment as if she was thinking, herself, of someone she loved yet could never be with.

Raava's face went serious as she walked towards Zaheer until they were only a step apart. Raava placed her right thumb on his forehead and her left thumb over is heart. She took a deep breath and closed her eyes. When her eyes reopened they were glowing white, and with another deep breathe from Raava, Zaheer opened his mouth letting out a silent scream of pain. Raava focused deeply on pushing herself, mentally, within this man's soul to find the part that was mostly air bending so she would do the least damage. A tear fell down Raava's face as her face twisted up in focus and pressed down harder on those pressure points. Raava mentally grabbed his soul, swiftly and precisely she ripped his soul in half and carried it out with her. This time Zaheer let out a powerful scream that seemed to freeze the whole spirit world.

Raava pulled her hand back and now in her hands a single white lily. Raava watched with a saddened expression as she watched Zaheer fall to the ground with his eyes shut. Raava began to leave, but a tug at her heart made her turn around and kneel down next to the former air bender. Raava gently lifted her hand up to her mouth and pulled out a little air and pressed it into Zaheer's heart.

"Now you may air bend, but only when near death or when a loved one is near death or dead." Raava whispered before she stood up and disappeared into thin air. Soon after her, Zaheer's body vanished. Not a single soul to know what had happened there just moments before.


Korra yawned and slowly rolled herself out of her bed. As Korra made her way into the bathroom she began to strip her cloths and bindings until she was completely nude. With what seemed like the first of many sighs today Korra began to bath herself with the water from the bucket. She still avoided the large scar on her chest that seemed to have gotten redder around six days ago. After Korra was completely dry she made her way back into her room and began the slow and annoying process of wrapping her bindings on.

Once she was done, Korra turned towards her bed and saw a single white lily sitting on her night stand. Korra starched her head, trying to remember how the lily had gotten there. When she couldn't remember, she shrugged, and walked towards the lily. Gently she picked the delicate flower up and brought it up to her nose letting the calming aroma of the flower circle. For a moment Korra couldn't breathe, as if someone was holding her throat down, and as if someone was pushing something into her heart.

"Remember!"

Korra heard a woman's voice echo throughout her mind, and Korra's eyes went white as she began to hover. Memories flashed in front of her eyes, meeting the bending brothers, Amon taking her bending, her opening the Northern Portal, her and Mako breaking up, Zaheer trying to kidnap her, Zaheer kidnapping Mako and Bolin, and the gang sneaking into the meeting. As Korra was remembering her body was remembering how to bend all of the elements. Water began to swirl around her, as the air danced to almost a sorrowful tune, as earth rose from beneath her feet, and fire erupted from her palms.

Korra slowly descended to the ground and gently landed against the floor. Korra's eyes widened in joy and a huge smile erupted from her lips as she began to sprint down the hallways screaming,

"I am the Avatar!"






16. And You Will Be Next


Author's Note: we do own anything, still. Thank you guys all for being patient and staying with us! We are predicting, at most, only 7 more chapters left! Please keep reviewing and following a long, it does mean a lot to us!

"And You Will Be Next"

Three months Later

A loud groan left Zaheer's lips as he clenched his eyes tighter together; when he finally decided to open his eyes he instantly regretted it. The light, as if it was a spear, pierced his eyes; he quickly closed them trying to shield his eyes from the pain. Once the burning sensation began to wear off, Zaheer finally opened his eyes and slowly moved his eyes around the room. It felt as if he had sand bags for eyelids; his throat burned as if someone had ripped his entire being out through his lips.

Zaheer groaned and rolled to his right so he was lying on his right side; he stared at the door for a moment, with nothing but emptiness in his eyes. It wasn't until five minutes later that Zaheer decided it was time to try and stand up; with a deep breathe he slowly pushed himself up with shaking arms into a sitting position with his legs dangling off the bed. Zaheer had not realized that he would feel so empty and weak after his bending was pulled out of him. It had been three months, three painfully long months since he had last seen Korra. Three months since Zaheer felt the freedom of air bending; three months since Zaheer was a full man. Zaheer was just a shell of his former self. Sure, Zaheer still worked on his fighting, and kept himself in shape and to the others he was just concentrating on their plan, but there was no more passion in him. The young woman plagued all of his thoughts.

With a dry and silent wail Zaheer put his head into his hands and rested his elbows on his thighs as he began to slowly fall apart. This was not supposed to happen, he was supposed to kill the Avatar for him, not kill himself for her. His slower breaths began to form into more silent cries; as if he, himself, was made of porcelain every tear that fell formed a new crack in him. In his mind he remembered her sweet bell song voice. He lifted his head out of his hands, closed his eyes, and leaned his head back a smile forming on his face as he remember her sweet laughter. At least she could be able to smile once again.

"At least, she will be happy." Zaheer whispered as a sad smile crept onto his now tired looking face.

Zaheer took a deep breath and pushed himself up off the bed until he was standing upright. Zaheer had his arms out away from his sides and he held in his breath as he took one small step towards the door. His body protesting in agony, and his right leg almost gave, but Zaheer did not give up. Zaheer pushed himself all the way to the door. Once he reached the door, Zaheer opened it quickly and rested up against the door frame. His body screamed in protest when he began to walk again, but he needed to see Korra.

Zaheer quickly flagged down one of the lower ranked Red Lotus members. The young brown hair ran up to him with a huge grin on her face.

"Yes, sir?" The high pitched voice seemed to cause more throbbing in his head. It was hard for him to hold back the groan he wanted to let go.

"Get my car ready." Zaheer said as he began to turn his back on the young recruit, "I am going into the city."


"Yeah! Korrraaaaa!" Bolin yelled as Korra blocked yet another fire ball that Mako flung in her direction.

Korra grabbed a whip of water as she began to run towards the wide eyed fire bender. Korra pushed off of the ground and leaped in the air towards Mako with the scream of water swirling around her body. Mako quickly created a huge fire ball of fire and flung it at the young Avatar. Bolin began to fidget nervously at the sheer size of the fireball. Korra just smirked and launched half of the stream at Mako full force as she was still in the air. The huge fire turned into steam that seemed to block the Avatar from the fire bender's eye sight.

Korra had the urge to laugh as she quickly used a little bit of air bending to launch herself secretly behind the fire bender without him realizing. Korra whipped her arms in a large circle and then towards Mako; the water followed her fluent movements and knocked the fire bender off of his feet and on to his face.

"Water will always beat fire." Korra said triumphantly as she rested on foot on Mako's back. Bolin erupted into a loud booming laughter; Korra chuckled, but Bolin ended up rolling on the floor laughing at his older brother.

"You should have seen your face." Bolin managed to speak out through his hysterical laughter; Bolin began to clutch his stomach as he began to get cramps.

Mako, who was slightly annoyed, shook Korra's foot off of his back and slowly pushed himself off of the floor. Once Mako was standing up, he began to brush all of the dirt and grit off of his clothes. With a victorious grin on her face, Korra reached out her hand to shake hands. Mako glanced at Korra's hand and couldn't help but laugh and grab her hand.

"Glad to have you back, Korra." Mako said pulling Korra into a hug.

"It is glad to be back!" Korra said staring up into Mako's eyes with a small blush appearing on her face; Bolin of course felt left out.

"Group hug!" Bolin yelled as he ran over to the two and pulled them both into a huge embrace. Korra began to laugh at the childish antics of Bolin; while Mako just stared at Korra with a loving grin in his face.

After a couple moments Bolin finally released both of the young benders, after they had to convince him to let them go. Soon they walked into the locker room the air full of laughs. They began to undress to take showers, but Mako began to ask Korra questions, even after he interrogated her for an hour or so.

"How does it feel to bend the other elements again?" Mako asked as he peeled his white tank top off of his sweaty body. Korra had to shake herself out of her stare, and let out a nervous laugh and rubbed the back of her head before she answered.

"It is just so amazing!" Korra said as she began to peel her also sweat filled tank top off of her body. Leaving her in just in upper bindings and her sweats; Mako kept staring at her body in the corner of his eye. Zaheer's eyes were drawn to the large scar that was still as present as the day Korra had first seen it. The scar would never leave, it would be apart of her forever and she would never know where she got it. "Although, my air bending seems to be a lot stronger than it was before I lost my memory."

"Do you know why?" Mako asked as he watched Korra shimmy out of her sweat pants. Korra wrapped a towel around her torso and took her bindings off underneath the towel and place them by the rest of her clothes.


Zaheer let out a quiet dark chuckle when Korra spoke; it was sad yet darkly funny that she would never know why. Zaheer had drove into the city and tried to find Korra. Zaheer wanted to see with his own eyes that she had all of her bending back. But he needed to see her smile one more time. Since he planned on never seeing her again.

Zaheer quickly turned away from the locker room entrance once left the room and headed towards the showers so she could take a shower before heading back to Air Temple Island. Yet Zaheer did not realize that someone else was following him as well. He did not realize until he was walking down an empty hallway and an arm tightly wrapped around his neck and another held a knife to his throat.

"Ah, it seems I have found out your new fascination" A dark angered feminine voice sneered into his ear.

"P'Li…" Zaheer began, but P'Li tightened her arm against his neck, making it harder for him to breathe. The only noise that came out of his mouth was a gasp for air.

"What do you think you are doing, Zaheer?" P'Li sneered, "Do you really plan on just walking away from us? A leader! Leaving us, for love!" P'Li's nicked Zaheer's neck with the knife, allowing just a couple beads of blood to pool to the surface.

"I am no use to you anymore." Zaheer said through gasps of air, his arms desperately trying to pry P'Li's arm form his throat. "I cannot air bend anymore, I am no longer any help to this plan of yours." P'Li let Zaheer go, turned him around to face her, and roughly shoved him against the wall. Once again with the knife pushed up against his throat.

"What do you mean you don't have your bending?" P'Li said with rage and anger filling her voice and face. Her eyebrows where pulled together and Zaheer could not remember a time where he had ever seen so much betrayal and sadness in her eyes.

"Raava took my bending away." Zaheer said quickly and simply; not an emotion ran across his face when P'Li pushed the knife closer to his neck, causing a couple more beads of blood to appear through the small cut.

"What?" P'Li screamed in rage. P'Li grabbed Zaheer's shirt and flung him down the hallway letting out a loud groan. Her breathing began to quicken as she got angrier and angrier; letting a loud yell and let loose a stream of combustions towards Zaheer. Zaheer's eyes went wide as he saw the small explosions come closer. Then Raava's words rang throughout his head.

You may air bend, but only when near death or when a loved one is near death or dead

Letting out a loud grunt Zaheer threw both fists in front of him pushing the explosions back towards P'Li. P'Li's eye widened and only jumped out of the way of the blast in the nick of time. P'Li landed in a crouched position; she glanced from the new window in the side of the building that Zaheer just created to Zaheer breathing heavily in a similar position as her.

"You lied to me! Again" P'Li quickly stood up and started walking towards Zaheer yelling as loud as she could.

"No. I did not." Zaheer spoke in a calm, but powerful voice, "Raava must have let me just keep a little bit of bending so I may bend when I am in danger."

P'Li walked next to Zaheer and stopped when she was parallel with him. P'Li did not turn her head to look at him, but only glare at him in the corner of her eye as she spoke in a spin chilling voice.

"You will continue with OUR plan," P'Li spoke, putting a lot of emphasis on the word 'our', "For if you don't, I will let your secret slip, and you will find the entirety of the Red Lotus against you. I will make you beg me to kill you. You will wish that I just killed you here where you stand."

With that P'Li left him standing there to stare at the huge whole in the building with what was left of the wall to begin to catch fire. Her words had a tight grip against his throat; she left with a silent command for him to follow. Zaheer quickly turned to follow the woman who he once loved as people started to flood into the hallway to put out the fire


"I don't know why the Red Lotus would attack the pro-bending arena" Korra spoke after she lowered the volume on the radio. She made her way back to her place next to Mako on the couch. Team Avatar had gathered at Air Temple Island just to relax and spend time together. Asami was sitting across from Mako and Korra with Bolin, who was currently in a tough Pi Sho match with Mako.

"Me neither," Asami said running her fingers through the top of her hair, "it doesn't make any sense. They didn't even damage anything that was vital or involving you.

"I guess we will never know." Bolin said waving his hand towards the girls trying to get them to be quiet so he could concentrate.

The girls chuckled but continued on with their conversations until Lin rushed in to the room all but busting down the door. Everyone in the room quickly stood up to face the out of breath cop.

"What's wrong, Lin?" Korra asked walking towards the obviously angered earth bender. Lin was looking at the ground and her breaths were coming out in pants.

"We received a transmission the Air Temple that Tenzin and the new air benders are at. It wasn't Tenzin, or any of the air benders." Lin said the anger growing on her face with each word.

"Who was it?" Mako said walking to stand beside the Young Avatar.

"P'Li." Lin said in a dark voice still looking at the ground, "They have the air benders, Korra." Korra's eyes went wide and she took a step towards Lin. "They plan to kill them. All of them."

Lin's body shook a little, and her head slowly rose and looked at Korra. But her eyes weren't the light green that Korra was use to looking into. Lin's eyes were a dark grey, almost a black. When Lin spoke, it did not sound like Lin either. Her voice was deep and graveling as if it wasn't even her speaking.

"And you will be next."






17. I'm not as Strong as I Seem


Author's Note: We own nothing, thank you guys for the support, reviews, and follows! Sorry for not updating as soon as we usually do. This chapter is more on the emotional side, and we wanted to show that not only is Zaheer in pain because of this, Korra is as well. She just doesn't know what is eating her up inside.

"I'm not as Strong as I Seem"

Lin's eyes turned back into their normal green and a soft groan left her mouth as her body began to fall towards the ground. Korra quickly moved her arms in a circular motion and pushed the growing ball of air towards the falling metal bender. Lin fell softly onto the cushion that Korra had made, and then Korra slowly moved the air towards the couch. Gently laying Lin down Korra kept her arms moving in a circular motion yet also in a pulling motion.

Once Lin was safely lying on the couch, Korra bent over placing her hands on her knees and let out a soft sigh. Korra quickly stood back up and pointed towards Lin.

"Make sure she is okay, and when she wakes up see if she remembers anything." Korra demanded, "I am going into the spirit world." Korra spoke as she walked towards the door, "There is someone I need to talk to." With that said Korra slammed the door shut; leaving the rest of team Avatar behind slightly nervous for whoever messed with Lin.


Zaheer leaned up against the large tree with his eyes and just marveled at the tranquility of this world. Zaheer spent most of his free time in the spirit world; underneath the same old tree that he and Korra would once talk under, just hoping that she would remember something, hoping that something would click inside of her mind. Hoping she would see him for what he actually was, not what she was scared of.

Zaheer let out a dark chuckle that seemed to dim the aura around the tree that meant so much to him. Zaheer could just picture how he looked, some foolish love-struck man who lost it all, and cannot seem to move on. He was now a man who lost his way, and didn't want to regain it. He would try to avoid the glances that he got; making friends with the shadows on the walls he was truly alone within himself.

Zaheer raised his eyebrow and couldn't help but feel his heart all but jump out of his chest when a strong aura wrapped around the tree and it seemed to bring him back to life. Then all the anger hit him like a brick wall and is heart quickly fell back into his stomach from where it came. Zaheer took a deep breath and tried to steady his voice as the young woman angrily stomped to him.

"Those who only look for demons, see demons everywhere." Zaheer spoke and his voice was strong and as steady as an ox. Zaheer snapped his eyes opened to see a very angry Avatar staring down at him with her arms crossed and right hip jutted to the side.

"The only demon I see is the one I am looking at right now." Korra's voice basically dripped with venom and anger with every word that she spit towards the man who she hated. After a moment of silence Zaheer opened his mouth and spoke without a second thought.

"If that is what you see m—" Zaheer could not finish his sentence before Korra quickly snapped at him.

"Because that is what you are! You have no heart; there is nothing inside of you." Korra sneered in his direction. Zaheer's eyes darted from the young woman's eyes to the sky and then back to her eyes. Korra truly believed that everything she was saying had no effect on the air bender. "What did you do to Lin?" Korra all but yelled at the man.

"She will be fine. I did no damage to her brain." Zaheer said in his calm yet hollow voice; the coldness in his voice caused a shiver to go up Korra's spine. "You went to the meeting; you saw what I can do." Korra's eyes widened in shock, she had no idea what he was talking about and she had no idea that he knew that she was there.

"You knew?" Korra questioned in a higher pitched voice. Zaheer simply glanced in her direction then back up to the sky to confirm her question. "I didn't stay long enough to see your new technique."

Zaheer glanced back and his eyebrow twitched for a moment as he thought back to that night; she was right, he had told her to leave through one of the many secret exits before he showed the entire Red Lotus. Korra fumed when Zaheer closed his eyes for around the fifth time at her.

"Why did you not do anything if you knew I was there?" Korra demanded as she bent down till she was eye level with him and jabbed her index finger into his sternum.

Zaheer opened his eyes and stared directly into the fire filled ocean blues staring back at him. Korra was thrown back that his eyes held no light in them at all; a dark sad grey, almost as dark as the midnight sky. Yet Korra's gaze did not falter as she glared into the man's cloaked eyes.

"One day in your life, you'll remember the love you found here. There is something missing in your life. You'll remember me, somehow. Though you don't need me now, I will stay in your heart. And when things fall apart, you'll remember me that day."

Before Korra could respond the air bender that she was just talking to vanished into thin air. A couple moments went by before Korra registered what he had said to her. A loud yell ripped through her throat and her fist flung into the bark of the tree. Small splinters of the wood dug into her skin trying to make a permanent home as others flung from the spot of impact trying to escape more pain.

Korra leaned up against the tree so her forehead was against the tree and left forearm was up against the tree as well. Korra's right hand slowly handed on top of her heart; her nails dug into the scar that was hidden behind the thin layer of cloth as a lump formed in her throat. What did he know about her heart and what was missing? What is even missing? A small sad smile trembled onto her lips.

"Everything." Her hollow voice was swept up into the warm spring breeze that held so many fake promises.


"Is everything ready?" P'Li asked Zaheer as she pulled the rope tighter around the young air bending girl who let out a small squeak of pain through the cloth that covered her mouth. P'Li turned to the girl and the noise that came from the back of P'Li's hand and the young girls face echoed throughout the meditation room.

"Yes." Zaheer said as his eyes ghosted over P'Li tying the rope in a knot to the many air benders faces that were filled with fear and hatred. P'Li had these people tied up like animals; their arms were bound by their sides, a bag over their hands that was tied at the wrists, their ankles were bound, and a cloth was tied around their mouths. They had already been here for a couple of days, and P'Li had an infatuation with retying their knots.

It had been pretty easy to take the new air benders hostage. Zaheer had no idea how he was supposed to help them with the invasion, but P'Li had her ways. These ways involved Ghazan creating a huge pond of Lava underneath Zaheer as he balanced on a small wooden pole. This made it so Zaheer was in enough danger to trigger his air bending, but not enough danger that he wouldn't be able to survive.

The air benders had almost no chance with Zaheer's air bending skills; P'Li and Ghazan created enough noise and damage to the Air Temple for all of the air benders to come rushing out of the temple from all directions. Once they took a step outside, they had already lost. Zaheer had his eyes closed and concentrated on the flow of air that each of the air benders took into their body. His eyes snapped open and he quickly began to whip his arms around his body and moving his hands as if he was a puppeteer. He was the puppeteer and all the air benders were his puppets.

It was after they had bound all of the air benders that Zaheer began to practice his technique even more. Zaheer taught himself to be able to focus on someone's aura from far distances and once he spotted their aura he was able to focus on the air that was inside of their lungs. Since he was farther away, he would have to almost go into their conscious. When he took over Lin's body, he saw through her eyes. P'Li's voice shoved Zaheer out of his thoughts and back into reality.

"Well, why not go and speak to the Avatar once more." P'Li said in a cold voice, as if all the passion she once felt had been drained out of her. Zaheer simply nodded at the woman and turned to leave the room.


"How are you feeling?" Korra asked fanatically as she ran over to the now awake Lin who was sitting upright on the couch drinking tea. Lin was the only one to notice that Korra had wrapped a white linen cloth around her knuckles; although, the white linen had a small pool of blood forming. Lin did not address it since it was something that the young Avatar did not want to discuss.

"I am fine." Lin said shortly looking down at the young Avatar who was kneeling next to her; Lin couldn't help but let a small smile find her face. "Thanks for worrying about me, kid." Lin said as she ruffled Korra's hair with her free hand. Korra smiled and made her away around Lin so she could sit next to Lin on the couch.

"Do you know what happened?" Korra asked Lin as Lin took another quick sip of the tea in her hand.

"No, I have no idea what came over me." Lin said placing the tea cup on the coffee table, "I was perfectly fine and th—"

Lin's eyes went wide and she began to stutter and choke on her own voice. Lin's eyes rolled back into her head, leaving nothing but whites in their wake. Asami let out a yell as Lin's eyes rolled back up, but no longer her normal greet. Dark grey hollowed eyes stared back into Asami's emerald green ones. Lin turned towards Korra and dark grey clashed with ocean blue.

"In the Si Wong Desert there you will find rivers silent, and the earth in shambles, yet you now may find new winds in motion. Although these new winds may create a soothing melody, the winds will be as silent as the rivers and as broken as the earth in two moons. Will you sacrifice your own harmony, or will you watch as their melody slowly comes to an end?"

With those words spoken, Lin's head flew backwards as her eyes rolled back into her head. Korra let out a breath she didn't realize she was holding when she saw the all so familiar green glow of Lin's eyes back into her head. Korra quickly pushed her left arm under Lin's legs and her other arm behind Lin's back. Korra slowly stood up with Lin bridal style in her arms and slowly began to walk to the door so she could bring Lin to her own room. Before Korra was out the door she turned to face the group.

"Get everyone into the dining halls." Korra turned back towards the door, but didn't move, "We will be leaving when she awakes." With that Korra left the room with Lin passed out in her arms.


The crescent moon brought the only light into Korra's room as she stood in front of her mirror in nothing but her bindings. Korra gently traced over the rather large scar that was peeking up through the top of the white fabric. Small jolts of pain still shot through her body, and a burning sensation followed the tips of her fingers as it touched the scarred flesh.

"Do you know what's the worst thing about this hole in my chest?" Korra whispered to the young black haired woman who was sitting on Korra's bed. Korra closed her eyes and reached behind her to untie her bindings. The white fabric slowly cascaded to the cold hard wooden ground as a lump began to form in her throat. Korra slowly turned around to show the other young woman the scar, and Korra did not speak till after she heard Asami let out a small gasp. Korra slowly opened her eyes; eyelashes freshly wet, "Not remembering what it felt like before."


"You need to slow down on that cactus juice, man." Ghazan said in a caring voice as he pulled up a chair next to the broken man. Ghazan reached to take the drink out of Zaheer's hand, but Zaheer pulled the drink away and stood up. Zaheer began to walk back to his room, but just as he reached the door a dry hollowed voice slipped from his heart.

"This may burn my throat, but to even think of her name hurts my head more. I rather black out and drown myself in the burning sensation than stare blankly at my hands trying to forget what it was like to hold her."


"I don't know what to do, I want to grab someone by the collar of their shirt and scream at them till I have no voice, I want to fight and let all my anger out, but at the same time I just want to cry." Asami clutched the young broken woman to her chest as they both sat on the floor.


Both broken voices whispered the same sorrow filled melody, at the same time, but to different people.

"I'm not as strong as I seem"






18. Is that you?


Author's Note: Thank you guys for the review, I had to update chapter 16, because I was supposed to write that it had been three months later. The last chapter was a bit sad, but in this chapter Korra will remember! This is also the first part of the fight scene that we are going to have. Keep reviewing and letting us know what you think!

"Is that you?"

Korra clenched her eyes tighter together, she wasn't ready to open her eyes and see all the destruction. Korra shoved her face farther into her pillow and let out a tired sigh. Korra slowly opened her eyes and the first thing she realized was that she had fallen asleep on the wooden ground. Korra also realized that she was wrapped up in Asami's arms facing each other. Korra let out a small chuckle when she realized the soft pillow that she was just shoving her face into was Asami's chest. They must have fallen asleep after Korra had her small meltdown.

Korra shimmed out of Asami's tight embrace and listen to the floor creak under her footsteps as she walked into the bathroom. Korra glanced at her disheveled appearance in the mirror and she giggled when her hair almost instantly grew bigger when she took out her ties. For a day that promised so much pain, it felt nice to laugh. Korra looked at herself dead in the mirror and realized that she might never see this room again. Korra turned and looked at Asami on the floor and a smile found Korra's lips. She made some amazing friends, and they were worth dying for.

This was the day that she would either save the world, or be the first of many to die trying to save it.


Zaheer opened his eyes and slowly pushed himself up into a sitting position with his legs off the bed. The sheets where pulled off of his legs, only a corner landing over his waist covering his most private areas. Zaheer's hand rubbed his hair coated chin and covered his mouth as he glanced back. Wrapped in the green satin sheets was a small curved frame of a young woman; brown wavy hair poured out over the pillows leaving everything but her red swollen lips hidden.

Memories of the past night's passion hit him like a train and he held his head in his hands as the guilt raked over his body. The moans and groans that escaped those swollen red lips echoed throughout his mind. Yet the memories of that young woman whose name he didn't dare to speak still plagued his mind. It did not work.

Zaheer jumped a little when he felt small feeble hands run up his back, and over his shoulders. The young lady in his bed had awoken; she ran her hands on Zaheer's chest and pressed her breasts up against Zaheer's back. Placing small kisses on his broad shoulders, she tried to gain his attention. Zaheer simply grabbed the lady's hands and pushed them off of himself. The woman was shocked, but not deterred.

"Get out." Zaheer said with his head still in his hands; not wanting to see the young woman's face. Zaheer slowly stood up with his back still towards the young lady, the sheets slid off of his body leaving nothing to cover his bare flesh, but when she began to speak he turned to face her.

"Wha—?" The young woman began, but was quickly cut off when Zaheer grabbed her upper arm and all but flung her off of the bed. Zaheer grabbed the sheets and threw it at the young lady without turning to look at her.

"I said, get out." His voice left no room to argue; the young woman quickly scrambled to wrap the sheets around her nude body. After covering herself she quickly scampered out of the room leaving Zaheer alone with his thoughts. Zaheer did not turn and look when he heard someone lean up against his doorframe.

"Breaking yet another girl's heart?" P'Li's voice rung out from the doorway and echoed throughout his brain.

"I never promised her anything." Zaheer spit out, still refusing to look at the vile woman who refused to let him live his pitiful life in peace.

"But you gave me a promise," P'Li all but whispered; sorrow filled her voice but as quickly as it was there, it was gone. Her voice was once again filled with vile and disgust, "Yet you left me broken."

Zaheer didn't say a word, nor did he turn towards P'Li; he just continued to stare blankly at the bed filled with guilt.

"Well get ready to leave." P'Li said as she turned her back on the man and walked away. P'Li took one last glance towards the man that she use to call her own, with a quiet sigh she closed the door and left him once again alone with his thoughts.


"Well we can't just give them Korra!" Tonraq said as he slammed his fist on the table. "They will kill her!"

"Dad," Korra said softly as she gently placed her hand on his larger shoulder. "There is no other way to save the air benders. The Avatar can always be reborn, if the air nation is wiped out, they won't come back." Tonraq turned to face Korra and grabbed her face in his hands and looked her in the eyes.

"But my daughter can never be reborn." His voice trembled at the thought of losing his only daughter. He pulled Korra into a tight hug and whispered into her ear, "You give meaning to my life; I wouldn't know what to do if I lost you."

Korra hugged her dad and squeezed him as hard as she possibly could and leaned back to look into his eyes although Tonraq did not seem as willing to let his daughter go so easily.

"I will be okay, dad." Korra said with a sad smile on her face, "I am a tough warrior, I did learn from the best."

"Don't worry; we will be by her side the whole time." Mako said stepping towards the father and daughter. Tonraq let his daughter go and turned to face Mako; Tonraq took a step forward and pointed at Mako.

"Nothing better happen to my daughter," Tonraq said in a low voice, "I am putting her life in your hands."

"You have nothing to worry about, sir." Bolin said wrapping his arm around the young Avatar causing her to laugh a little.

"We will also have an air ship in the sky just in case anything goes wrong." Lin said in a matter-of-fact voice. "The air ship will be filled with the best metal and earth benders that I have. You are welcome to come aboard if you wish to."

"I think I will." Tonraq said glancing down towards his daughter.

"Well we better get ready to head out soon," Kora said as she embraced her dad one more time. When she pulled back she saw everyone nod in her direction and with a confident smile on her face Korra left the room to get ready.


"Are you sure about this Korra?" Mako said as the four of them trudged through the harsh sands of the desert.

"There is no other option," Korra said as a sad smile filled her lips, "This is my duty." Mako stopped in his tracks, grabbed Korra's upper arm and pulled her back to him and he wrapped her in a tight hug.

"I love you" Mako whispered as he kissed Korra's forehead. Korra simply looked up into his eyes and her lips trembled. She couldn't say it back to him; she realized that she did not love him.

"I know." Korra whispered back; Mako leaned down and captured Korra's lips in a soft tender kiss. Korra pushed her lips against his in response, but she knew this kiss meant a lot more to him than it did to her.

"Ew gross, get a room." Bolin yelled; the group laughed at Bolin's outburst but it was a stale laugh. There was a heavy air around the group as it was beginning to seem like this was the last time the group was going to see Korra alive.

The group pressed through the desert for another mile or two and no one said a word. It got to the point where Korra was almost praying to hear Bolin complain about the walking, but even the usually silly man was serious and deep in thought. Soon the group could see the image of four people in the distance; as the group grew they could see fifty or so people sitting behind the four darker blobs. As they got closer they also realized that that Ming-Hua had a water tentacle with a sharp ice point wrapped around Zaheer's neck.

"Welcome, Avatar." P'Li called out to the Avatar and her group as they were no more than forty yards away. The harsh winds whipped against the groups face, but Korra did not react to the wind burn.

"Are the air benders okay?" Korra called out; Korra couldn't tell for herself since all of the air benders were kneeling and had hoods covering their faces.

"They are alive." Ghazan said when he saw the Avatar try and take a step towards the air benders.

"What will it be?" Zaheer said in a monotone voice as he raised his tired eyes to look at the young Avatar. His head was no longer bald, but he had hair past his shoulders. His hair was pulled back into a pony tail at the base of his head; a beard covered his face resembling how he looked after he escaped prison.

"I trade myself for the safe return of the new air nation." Korra taking another step forward with her head held high.

"As you wish." Ming-Hua said with a smirk on her face as she created two new water tentacles to wrap Korra up with her arms pinched against her sides. Ming-Hua lifted Korra in the air and pulled her towards the Red Lotus.

"Let them go." P'Li commanded waving her hand in the air. Zaheer took a deep breath and closed his eyes bringing his hands up by his face and moving his finger like a puppeteer.

Simultaneously the air benders stood up as if being commanded and began to match around the four Red Lotus members and towards the remaining three members of Team Avatar. Zaheer suddenly began to whip his arms around his body as he moved his fingers causing the air benders to begin to sprint towards the group. Korra could do nothing while she was in the air watching as the air benders began to attack the group. Korra tried to squirm out of Ming-Hua's grip but the water turned to ice and tightened around the young Avatar.

"Try not to hurt them!" Mako yelled as he flipped an air bender over his shoulders and punched another in the gut.

"Uh, sorry, but that might happen!" Asami yelled as she shocked an air bender with her glove as she kicked another in the groin.

"I can't bend this earth!" Bolin yelled as he began to just run from the swarm of air benders; once and awhile turning around to punch one and hit one with a face of sand. Soon mental benders began to drop down from the air ship from above. "Yes!" Bolin yelled his voice filled with excitement.

"I am coming, Korra!" Tonraq yelled once his feet hit the sand. Tonraq began to charge towards the four Red Lotus leaders; behind him was a group of mental benders.

"I've got this!" Ghazan yelled as he started to spin three medium sized rocks in between his hands making a lava star. Ghazan let out a yell and began to run toward the group of mental benders letting the star of lava lose.

Tonraq continued to run towards the woman holding his daughter, even as the mental benders began to fall behind him. Scream of pain echoed throughout his ears as he saw men's legs cut off from the star and men just turn to dust from the combustion blast from P'Li's third eye.

Ming-Hua separated her water arm that held Zaheer from her body, but left it around Zaheer's neck. Ming-Hua pulled as much water as she could from the air and created another arm with a pick made of ice at the tip of it. Yelling she flung the pick at Tonraq with as much force as she could. Tonraq pulled water from the carrier at this waist and made his own ice spear and deflected Ming-Hua's attack.

Ming-Hua quickly recovered and threw another attack this time just grazing Tonraq's face; Tonraq let out a grunt of pain when blood began to drip down his face. Ming-Hua easily dodged his attack and quickly whipped him with a new water arm this time tearing at the bare skin on his arms. Ming-Hua wrapped a tentacle around his ankles and flung him into the ground.

"Dad!" Korra screamed as she could do nothing but watch Ming-Hua try and kill her farther. Korra closed her eyes and let out a loud yell. When she opened her eyes they were the blueish white that told everyone she was now a different person.

Korra pulled her arms out of the water tentacle and grabbed the tentacle causing it to instantly freeze. With a sadistic smirk on Korra's face Korra broke out of the ice arm and plummeted towards Ming-Hua. Korra smashed Ming-Hua into the ground with such a great force that a cloud of dust appeared around them. Korra opened her mouth and let out a stream of fire towards the woman that she stood over.

Ming-Hua opened her eyes and saw the blast of fire coming at her fast enough to roll out from beneath Korra. Getting out of the way fast enough so only her feet got burned, but her feet got badly burned causing it to be extremely painful to do anything. Korra began to twirl her arms around her head and began to slowly draw the breath right out of Ming-Hua's mouth.

"You will not hurt my family." Korra said in a deadly voice, but Korra stopped dead when she heard Zaheer scream out in pain. Ming-Hua began to gasp for air as Korra's eyes began to flicker between their normal blue hue and the glowing white as she watched as Mako shoot yet another bolt of lightning at Zaheer who was already on the great clutching at his chest.

"Zaheer?" Korra whispered in pain as if it was her being shot with lightning. Korra's head felt like it was about to explode as Korra's eyes continued to flicker. "Is that you?" Korra's voice came out in a raspy tone as if she was truly speaking for the first time in six months as she took a step and reached out towards where Zaheer as lying on the ground.

Korra's eyes went fully white as all of the memories hit her with a huge amount of force. Korra felt every kiss on her lips, she felt his hands running through her hair, and felt his arms wrap around her. Korra saw them laughing underneath the tree and kissing up against the wall. Korra saw them swaying in the wind with no song except for the song in their own heads. Korra heard the harsh words she spit at him when he pushed her away. She remembered wanting to go see him, she remembered her almost dying, she remembered trying to go to him, and finally she saw him tell her he loved her as he clutched her body to his chest.

Korra's eyes went back to their normal crystal blue and she remembered everything. Korra turned her head and saw Zaheer dying on the ground, and then she turned and saw Mako shoot another bolt of lightning at Zaheer. Korra's eyes filled with tears as a lump formed in her throat as she called out for the one she loved.

"Zaheer!" Korra screamed out and Korra began to sprint towards Zaheer. As if everything went in slow motion, Korra jumped into the air at the right moment for the bolt of lightning to hit her right in her old scar.

Zaheer's eyes went wide and filled with tears as he watched as Korra's body fell to the ground.

"Korra!"






19. He thinks he lost you


Author's Note: Thank you guys for staying with us and reviewing it means a lot to me! The next chapter will be posted in a couple days since we already have most of it written, and it does contain the real reasons that this is rated M. Enjoy!

"He thinks he lost you"

The sun froze over, the moon went dark, and it felt as if the whole world stopped in that moment as he watched the dust fly up from the impact her lifeless body had on the sand. In this moment his world stopped. Everything he had ever known, everything he ever hoped to be disappeared in that one moment. Zaheer couldn't hear all of the screaming; even the sounds of the battle became nothing but background noise as he slowly walked over to her body.

His jaw trembled as he bent down and pulled her torso into his own; his tears splashed against her cheeks as his entire body began to tremble. The screams and hollers of those against him drew closer yet all he could hear was his rapid breathing. What is there to do when your whole world cracks in front of you? Then he heard her take a deep breath; Zaheer's eyes went wide and he pushed her torso a little away from his chest just enough so he could see her face.

But it wasn't her who was taking a breath; Zaheer's hand brushed against her cheek as if it would wake her up. The young woman's mouth fell open just a small amount, Zaheer's hope died quickly when a small stream of air spiraled out of her mouth and into the air. The air swirled and then shot into Zaheer's mouth. His head flung back and his eyes shined a bright white for a moment. Zaheer could feel his body being filled with air; as if he was as light as a feather.

"Let go of your earthy tether, enter the void, empty and become wind" Zaheer whispered with his eyes closed. Zaheer opened his eyes, gathered the lifeless body of the young woman, and pressed off the ground and into the air.

Everyone around froze what they were doing when they saw Zaheer flying in the air. No one was more surprised than P'Li; she knew that Zaheer has been trying to perfect that ability since he gained his air bending. He always told her that he would never be able to unless he had no earthly tethers. At that time it was his love for her. Since she was alive, that must that meant that Korra had been his new love.

Rage built up in P'Li at just the thought of Zaheer loving Korra so much; the anger seemed to cause her vision to go red. With an angry yell, P'Li aimed Zaheer in her sights and let lose a string of combustions. Zaheer had saw the attack from the corner of his eye, and in the dodged the attack at the last second. P'Li sent another attack at him short after, but with a flick of his wrist the explosion was sent off into the sand dunes. Within a blink of an eye Zaheer was right in front of P'Li with Korra over his left shoulder and his arm wrapped around Korra's waist. With another flick of his wrist Zaheer had every bender and fighter under his command as he made them watch the horror that was about to unfold.

"There is nothing you can do." Zaheer sneered at P'Li.

Zaheer used his right hand and manipulated two air benders to run over behind her. P'Li turned around and tried to fight them off, but she was too slow. The two air benders held P'Li back by her shoulders; one of their hands was on her shoulders and the other hands were tightly gripped in her hand holding her head back. P'Li struggled against their grip; trying to shake them off of her, but to no avail. Zaheer had her in his command holding her back as well.

"You seemed to fail to realize that not only is the brain, but also within the blood." Zaheer hissed in a bone chilling voice, "Blood resides within the heart. Just as you ripped out mine and held it against my will, I too will cause you that same pain."

P'Li's face twisted up in face as she tried to scream out, but Zaheer had her on a tight rope within his own mind. He could hear her attempts to scream in his head and all of the thoughts among those who were also held under his command. Zaheer had the two air benders push P'Li down so she was kneeling in front of him; Zaheer then softly let his feet hit the ground and then take a step closer to Zaheer. Zaheer closed his rage fueled eyes as he took a deep breath; Zaheer placed his one hand on P'Li's forehead and he gently placed his right hand spread out on her sternum. Zaheer eyes flew open as he dug his finger nails into her flesh; loosening his control on P'Li, P'Li let out a blood curling screech. Zaheer twisted his hand against her chest and quickly and harshly rip his hand out with her heart following.

P'Li's eyes went wide as she saw her heart floating right above Zaheer's hand. She began to gasp for air as she coughed on her own blood as it began to drip from her lips and pour from her chest. Zaheer dropped the heart and didn't even shift his eyes from P'Li's as it fell to the sand. With a flick of his wrist he freed everyone from their mental binds. Zaheer turned his back as P'Li's body slumped to the ground. Pulling Korra's body down from his shoulder and holding her in his arms bridal style he stared down at her closed eyes. Zaheer closed his eyes and took a deep breath; slowly he opened his eyes, looking up to the sky he flew off.

"Come back here!" Mako screamed shooting fire balls after the man who had his love in his arms. But Zaheer ignored all the screams of protest as he left all the violence.


Korra clutched her eyes shut and slowly her eyes began to flutter open; the first thing she saw was the crystal blue sky with not a cloud covering one inch of beauty. The first things she heard was the sweet warm melody and a breathtaking voice humming along with the melody. Korra shifted so she was sitting up, when Korra glanced down she realized that she was on a bed of flowers and moss; her face twisted up in confusion. The last thing that she remembered was trying to save Zaheer, and that pain. Korra shivered just thinking about it. Suddenly the music halted, and Korra's head snapped in the direction that it used to be coming from.

"I see you are awake." A sing song voice spoke; it took Korra a couple moments to realize who it was. Since Korra had never seen Raava in her human form; Raava was sitting on a large flower next to a beautiful golden harp that shinned in the rays of the sun. A smile was on Raava's face as she slowly stood up and walked towards the young Avatar.

"Raava!" Korra yelled as she jumped off the bed and hugged Raava with all her might; although Korra's head was chest level. Raava let out a light chuckle and wrapped her arms around the young woman. "I missed you, Raava."

"I never left." Raava said pulling back from Korra with a smile on her face. "You tore your soul, Korra. That isn't simply fixed." Raava said in a more stern voice.

"I know…" Korra mumbled rubbing that back of her head, "Did I die?" Korra asked with fear in her eyes; Raava raised an elegant eyebrow at the sudden question, but she did not answer. Raava walked past Korra, sitting down on the bed she patted the spot besides her. Korra nodded and took the seat next to her.

"You didn't sense me for I was much too busy trying to fix what you had torn." Raava said as she looked up at the sky, "I also, in your absence, had to take my original role as keeping the balance here."

Raava paused and glanced down at Korra who was looking like a young child who was getting a 'don't do it again' lecture. A motherly smile found Raava's face and she looked back up to the sky before speaking again.

"Your soul wasn't just ripped; it was completely torn in half. It should have taken months to heal; although for most it would have taken years." Raava spoke as she placed her right hand over her heart, "But a man came to me, begging me for a way to save you." Korra's eyes went wide as she stared at Raava in disbelief, "The only way for you to remember you were the Avatar and gain the ability to bend all of the elements again would be for him to give a piece of his own soul up for me to mend yours together. Like what you humans use as stitches."

"What happened when he gave up his soul?" Korra asked now clutching onto Raava's left hand. Raava looked down at Korra with a sad look on her face.

"He would lose his bending." Raava spoke as she looked back up to the sky, "And in order to make sure you would not tear your soul once more, you would no longer remember the memories you two shared." Raava looked down at Korra who looked as if she was going to cry, "Yet, he still wanted to give his soul up. He said he would die, just to let you breathe."

Korra's eyes grew watery as she covered her mouth with her right hand and turned away from Raava. Korra's eyesight grew blurry as she intensely stared at the grass. Raava pulled Korra into her and ran her fingers through Korra's loose hair. Raava's voice was so soft it almost seemed to numb the pain that was building in Korra's heart.

"He truly loves you, Korra." Raava said placing a single kiss on Korra's forehead, "Now he thinks he lost you." Korra pulled away from Raava and with wide eyes she stared into Raava's calm ones.

"Did he?" Korra's voice trembled as her fears began to consume her mind.

"No." Raava said with a smile; Raava pushed one of the hairs in front of Korra's eyes behind her ear.

"Why was I able to remember everything that happened between us then when I saw him on the ground?" Korra asked her voice still slightly trembling.

"With the aid of his powerful bending and soul your soul was able to heal itself even faster than I first believed. Seeing him in pain your soul realized that it no longer needed to rely on his. This is also why when he held your body in his arms his soul left you and returned to him." Raava's voice grew mournful, "This is what also led him to believe you are dead." Korra shot up off of the bed in a rushing manor.

"Well I need to get back!" Korra shouted as she quickly got into a meditating position; a frown found Korra's face when she heard an elegant laugh from Raava. Raava walked over to Korra and pulled her to her feet.

"You are much too filled with emotion to try and go back to your body." Raava said in a stern yet loving voice "Haven't we learned not to do that?" Korra glared for a moment at Raava then let out an elongated sigh.

"Then how am I supposed to return to my body?" Korra all but yelled as she threw her arms up in the air.

"I can send you back." Raava said in an elegant voice as she took a small step towards Korra. Raava grabbed the sides of Korra's face and bent down to place a single bitter sweet kiss on Korra's forehead. "I will always be with you."


Korra's eyes jutted open as her heart was racing in her chest; Korra took a couple deep breaths trying to calm her heart and breathing down. Korra glanced up and saw Zaheer sleeping against a tree. A smile reached Korra's face as she realized that her head was lying on his criss crossed legs. Korra slowly moved herself out of his lap and turned herself around so she was facing him. Korra reached out and gently ran her fingers down his cheek. Zaheer began to stir in his sleep yet Korra did not stop. Her voice seemed to pull him from his deepest hell and bring him back to her every time.

"My love."






20. I am a Monster


Author's Note: Here it is! The smut that we all have been waiting for! I was so excited to write this that I finished it earlier than I first thought. After this chapter there will only be two chapters left! Korra's new tattoo is also on our profile! Sorry this is a little long, but there was a lot that we wanted to write! Please review and let us know what you think!

"I am a Monster"

Light grey eyes jutted open and melted in her crystal blue eyes which let him know that he was now truly home. His eyes widened as he realized who was smiling back at him.

"Korra?" Zaheer whispered reaching out his hand as if he did not believe she was truly there. Korra leaned into his hand and smiled as she reached out to hold his face.

"Who else would it be?" Korra said with a huge smile on her face; a smile brightened Zaheer's face as it covered his face.

Korra let out a squeak in surprised when Zaheer grabbed both sides of her face and pulled her in for a kiss. Zaheer could feel Korra smile against his lips and she wrapped her arms around his neck. Korra pulled herself closer to Zaheer and their lips molded and moved together. Zaheer ran his tongue along her bottom lip almost begging for entrance, Korra quickly opened her mouth in agreement. Both their tongues were battling for dominance as Zaheer's hand began to run down Korra's side resting at her hip. Soon they both pulled back to breathe, resting their foreheads against each other's as they were panting from lack of oxygen. They both began to laugh for no reason what so ever.

"I love you, Korra." Zaheer said when he was finally able to stop laughing. Korra leaned in and pressed a single peck on his lips and then pulled back.

"How could you not? I am awesome." Korra said with a smirk on her face and her voice full of laughter; Zaheer playfully glared at her and tackled her to the ground quickly pinning her. Korra struggled against his hold but to no avail, "Okay, okay, fine. I love you too." Korra said stretching her neck up to kiss him.

When Korra felt Zaheer's grip on her wrists loosen she quickly rolled so she ended up straddling his waist. With a smirk on her face she quickly jumped off of him and began to sprint into the woods.

"Catch me if you can!" Korra yelled behind her as her eyes flashed white using her avatar state to propel herself forward. Zaheer laughed at her childish antics, but jumped up and followed her trail into the woods.


Korra leaned up against a rather large tree trying to catch her breath; she must have gone more than a mile away from him. Korra laughed to herself when she realized he probably was not going to be able to find her. Korra walked over to a small stream and plopped herself on the bay staring into the crystal clear waters. She slowly placed her hand in the stream testing the temperature, when Korra was happy with the warmth she took off her boots and placed her feet into the warm water. How she really wanted to take a swim in the river; where there is a river, there must be a pond or a body of water! With that thought in mind, Korra jumped from the water, grabbed her boots, and followed the river.

Korra was so happy when she saw that the stream led to a large hot springs; she jumped in the air and pumped her fist in the air as the excitement ran through her veins. Korra reached up behind her head pulling the bands out of her hair, letting her chocolate hair fall down her shoulders. She placed the bands in her boots, and then she quickly threw them on the ground. Korra gripped the bottom of her shirt and she slowly pulled it over her head, the pile of clothes on the ground slowly growing in size. Korra was now standing in front of the pond in just her bindings; she was questioning whether or not she should take them off.

Unknown to the young Avatar Zaheer was hot on her trail and had followed her all the way up to the hot springs. His eyes widened in shock as he watched the Avatar start to peel off her clothes, one by one. As she peeled off her shirt he began to see blue markings covering her skin. His normal stoic face was filled with confusion and need as he let his eyes roam all over her perfect body.

Korra was the perfect girl—no she was a woman, the perfect woman for him; she had strong legs, a plump ass, beautiful curves, and, spirits help him, her tits were just amazing. She wasn't overly fit, but she wasn't deathly skinny, she was the perfect size. Her curves fit her body, and Korra didn't try and hide them. She embraced that she wasn't the skeleton looking woman that every other girl was trying to be, she was proud of the work she put into her body and she flaunted it. Not only was her body perfect but her personality fit his to a tee. She was the yin to his yang; she brought light to his hell on earth.

Zaheer tried to convince himself to leave and allow the young Avatar to bathe in peace, but all restraint was gone as he watched Korra undo her breast bindings. The thin fabric floated to the grass as her bottom bindings soon cascaded to the ground around her feet. The full length of the markings was clear to Zaheer now. Korra had the markings of Raava covering the full length of her back. Korra stepped behind the bindings, and Zaheer almost groaned out loud when she bend down to pick the bindings up. Korra was giving him a complete show, showing off her backside perfectly and letting him see her most precious area. He could feel himself grow with need at the sight of her, his cock pressed against the soft fabric of his pants. He needed her; there was no way to deny it now.

While Zaheer was daydreaming about the beautiful Avatar, Korra had slipped into the warm pond with a sigh of pleasure. The warm waters helped ease the tensions in her muscles from the day's workouts. Korra let out a gasp of pleasure as the warm water surrounded her person. Korra was so entranced in her own pleasures she didn't hear Zaheer walk out of his hiding spot and standing in the clearing right behind her.

"Need help there, Avatar?" Zaheer huskily said, although she jumped from not knowing he was there, his voice sent chills down her body. But Korra did not move from against the rock and refused to turn to face him.

"Not from you." Korra said with a playful smirk on her face. Korra folded her arms over her chest and closed her eyes in cockiness.

"Well I caught you," Zaheer simply stated, watching as Korra's shoulders tightened with every word he said. Zaheer "What's my prize?" His voice was almost like silk, and Korra's face flushed when she felt his hot breath on her neck. Without thinking, Korra turned around and stood up in the water planning on giving him a piece of her mind.

"Don't think of yourself all high and mighty." Korra sensually spoke at the man; her finger digging into his chest, but the Avatar 'forgot' that she had been naked, and she had still not noticed. With every time she hit his chest, although she didn't notice, her boobs would bounce a little. Unlike her, Zaheer noticed, and internally groaned.

Korra was quickly cut off by Zaheer smashing his lips against hers as his hands quickly found her waist pulling he flush against his body; her eyes widened in shock, this kiss wasn't like any of the others they shared. This was pure lust and passion; his lips were hard yet soft and she almost moaned when she felt him nibble on her bottom lip. Korra knew she should stop this, but she couldn't find the want to push him off. She quickly wrapped one arm around his neck and her other hand found its way on the back of his head. Her fingers tangled in his hair and pulled him flush up against her body. Korra pulled back needing to breath, her forehead rested on his as they stared in each other's eyes.

"What do you think you are doing?" Korra playfully growled and glared at the man; Zaheer had to fight down the laugh that threating to slip out. Korra pouting was probably the most adorable thing he had ever scene.

"What we both want." His mouth dropped, devouring her mouth as his fingers danced along her slick back. Korra put one hand on his chest, planning to push him off of her, but she ended up curling her fist in the fabric and pulled him even closer.

She could feel him smirk against her lips as his hand slowly made its way to her breast. Korra couldn't contain the moan as he rolled her nipple between his fingers; Zaheer took the opportunity and pushed his tongue into her mouth. Their tongues battled for dominance as his hand kneaded her breast. The sensation was exploding within Korra, she was sure she had never experienced anything of such magnitude before. Sure, she touched herself before, but it was nothing compared to what sinful things this man was doing to her body.

When the two pulled apart to breathe, his lips didn't leave her skin for a moment; his lips slowly moved down her jaw kissing, nipping, and sucking. Korra wasn't sure if there would be marks or not, if there was she would just have to heal them. His tongue traced along her collar bone and then his teeth gently nipped at it as well. It just then occurred to Korra that she was completely naked, and Zaheer still had all his clothes on.

"Off." Korra moaned out as she tugged at his shirt; telling him that she wanted to feel his skin on hers. Her eyes never left Zaheer's as he slowly pulled his shirt over his head, then he quickly did the same with his pants and soon he was standing there in all his glory. Zaheer stood a couple feet away from her, looking like a statue of Adonis.

He was pure perfection; Korra couldn't help but lick her lips as she saw the muscles that he hid underneath his baggy clothes. His perfectly muscular chest and arms, the dark wisps of hair from his navel downward, the thickness of his thighs almost made Korra's knees buckle beneath her. Clearly Zaheer made time to work out; although he wasn't grossly covered in muscles like some benders Korra had met. Without giving her time to think, Zaheer grabbed her waist and dragged both of them into the pond; his lips smashing against her. This was no sweet loving kiss; it was all their pent up tension pouring out of their body at once. Zaheer's hands quickly found Korra's full hips and earning a squeal of surprise from her, he placed her on the grass next to the spring.

Before Korra could respond, he spread her legs open and wrapped her legs around his neck; Korra couldn't keep the moans from slipping through her lips as his tongue ran along her entire pussy. He parted her folds with his fingers and quickly started licking and sucking on her most private area. Korra cried out when he began sucking on her clit as one of his fingers slipped inside of her with no problem at all. Korra's fingers drug deep within the dirt as her legs tightened around his neck; she needed to hold on to something as the world seemed to spin around her.

Korra started to roll and rock her hips into his lips and fingers, she needed more; Korra couldn't believe how much control he had over her at this moment. Zaheer sucked the bead of flesh between his lips, torturing her with slow thrust with his fingers. He added another finger and Korra felt as if she was about to explode; her back arched off the grass pushing her pussy into his face, but he didn't seem to mind. Zaheer enjoyed making the Avatar squirm beneath him; with that in his head, he began to move his fingers faster. Korra was about to spill over the edge, when Zaheer pulled his face and fingers away from where she needed him the most.

"Really?" Korra groaned as Zaheer laughed at her frustration. Zaheer kissed her inner thigh and nibbled on the tender flesh causing moan to escape Korra's lips.

Zaheer crawled his way out of the water and back up to Korra's face to kiss her. Korra subconsciously wrapped her legs around Zaheer's hips and rubbed herself up against him. Zaheer pulled back and let out a quiet groan. Zaheer cradled her face and place sweet light kisses on her swollen lips. Zaheer pulled back and looked Korra in the eyes; silently asking her for permission, and after giving him a quick look of confusion she understood what he was asking and nodded her head as she nibbled on her bottom lip. Zaheer smiled and leaned down to capture her lips; Korra closed her eyes in pleasure as she prepared for the pain that was about to come.

Zaheer slowly began to slide the tip of himself into her until he reached her barrier; Zaheer pulled away from Korra's lips and watched her squirm uncomfortably for a moment. After waiting a moment Zaheer thrusted his dick all the way into her cavern. Korra's eyes went wide as she cried out in pain. Zaheer leaned down and placed small butterfly kisses on her neck and ran his fingers through her hair.

"You okay?" Zaheer whispered as he placed a small kiss on her lips. Korra bit her lip, clenched her eyes, and then stared back up at him with a small half fake smile on her face.

"Just give me a moment, okay big guy?" Korra said as she shifted her hips; Zaheer laughed at her comment and then kissed her lips with more passion than the other small kisses.

After a minute or two the pain started to reside, and a small twinge of pleasure began to develop in Korra. Korra wrapped her arms around his neck and rolled her hips against his causing him to let out a grunt. A smirk appeared on Korra's face and she rolled her hips against his a little harder earning yet another grunt. Zaheer pulled up to give her 'that look' and with a smirk of his own he pulled himself all most all the way out earning whimper from Korra. Then Zaheer thrusted himself into her as fast and as hard as he could. Korra's nails dug into his back as she let out a loud moan.

The pleasure began to grow at an enormous rate within Korra as her breaths began to come out in pants. At first Korra lifted her hips to meet Zaheer with every thrust, but then he got faster and Korra couldn't keep up. Zaheer's lips attached to Korra's neck biting down and then sucking on the raw flesh. Korra couldn't keep herself quiet as Zaheer slowed his thrusting down and rolled his hips against hers. They looked in each other's eyes and their hips met with each thrust. Zaheer hit this one spot in her and Korra dug her nails deep in his back, threw her head back, and let out a pleasurable cry.

Smirking Zaheer grabbed Korra's legs one at a time and placed them around his shoulders as he got on his knees for better leverage. Holding onto her thighs this position gave him access to lung deeper into her. Korra's nails dug into the dirt besides her as her pants grew faster and this unknown sensation was growing in between her legs. Zaheer was looking down at where he was disappearing into her heat; Korra glanced down and for some reason she found the sight erotic and she couldn't look away. Zaheer quickened his thrusts as he watched the face Korra was making; her cheeks were covered in a blush of pink, her mouth was in the shape of an 'o', and her eyes where closed in pleasure. He watched as her boobs bounced with every thrust; licking his lips he pulled himself almost all the way out and thrusted back into her body causing a grunt from him and a cry to erupt from her lips.

Korra reached up to grab the back of Zaheer's neck and pulled them together for a kiss. Zaheer let her legs go back down to his waist and he once again slowed down his thrusts. Her nails returned to scratch down his back when he leaned down and took one of her nipples in his mouth. Korra bit her lip as Zaheer's one hand kneaded the unattended to breast as he rolled her other nipple with his tongue. Zaheer opened his eyes; looking up at Korra he saw that she was watching him pleasure her. Yet she was biting her lip trying to be quiet. Zaheer let her nipple go and leaned up to her ear to lick her ear lobe.

"Let me hear your beautiful voice" Zaheer whispered against her ear as she nibbled on her ear lobe. Once he was finished talking he kissed back down her neck and began to nip on the side of her breast.

Korra's walls began to clench around his cock letting him know that she was close. Zaheer smirked against her breast and began to pick up the pace of his thrusts. Korra's right leg began to tremble and Korra cursed it for doing so. Lowering his one hand down he began to rub her clit. Korra's eyes went wide then clutched shut at the many sensations surrounding her body. His hands were everywhere, as his tongue causing her pleasure that she didn't know was possible, and his dick causing this sensation in her lower region to grow at an alarming rate.

"Zaheer!" Korra screamed as she threw her head back; her toes curled, her nails dug deep in his back, and her back arched as she pushed her chest up against his as she came. Moans and cries were slipping out of her lips by the second as she swore she saw stars. Korra's body shook with ecstasy as Zaheer continued to thrust inside of her as she rode out her high. Zaheer leaned down to capture her lips as in a couple thrusts he was cumming, inside of her, as well causing him to grunt against her lips.

Zaheer rested his forehead against hers as both of them were left panting as they both came down from that high. Korra smiled up at Zaheer and he simply smiled back and kissed the tip of her nose causing her to laugh. Zaheer slowly lifted himself off of her and pulled himself out of her. Both of them whimpered at the loss of contact. Zaheer slowly stood to his feet and stretched; showing his pride and glory to the world. Zaheer reached his hand out for Korra and without a second thought she grabbed his hand. He pulled her up, picked her up into his arms, and then threw her into the hot springs.

"Hey!" Korra yelled after she came to the surface again; Korra pouted as Zaheer just laughed at her expression. A sneaky grin came across Korra's face as she began to bend the water into four tentacles; Zaheer was too busy laughing to realize that Korra had the tentacles coming right at him. They wrapped around his arms and legs and pulled him into the water.

"Now that was not fair." Zaheer as he broke the water's surface spitting out a bunch of water causing Korra to laugh. Korra swam over to Zaheer, wrapped her legs around his waist and her arms around his neck, and placed small butterfly kisses on his lips.

"Now we are even." Korra managed to get out between her laughing; Zaheer just laughed along with her as he captured her lips as his own.


After an hour of washing each other, a couple water fights, and many kisses the two lovers ended up embracing each other wrapped in nothing but each other. Zaheer had put his pants on, while Korra had put both of her bindings back on. Zaheer laid on Korra's lap as she was braiding his hair.

"When did you get those markings?" Zaheer asked Korra without opening his eyes; he loved every minute of Korra playing with his hair.

"Before I woke up, I was with Raava and she explained everything to me. How the reason you got your bending back and the reason I remember you was because I was fully healed. Thanks to you." Korra paused to lean down and place a gentle kiss on his lips, "Well she spoke to me right before she sent me back and told me that for us to be truly one I would receive her markings."

"I think they suit you very well, Avatar." Zaheer said with a smirk on his face earning him a soft tug of his hair.

"Zaheer?" Korra asked as she paused playing with his hair; he opened one of his eyes to let her know that he was listening, "What are we going to do?"

"Well I am wanted by the United Forces, and you are the peace giver to the world…" Zaheer trailed off with the reality of the situation hitting him; it felt as if someone put a hot iron down his throat. "We can't be together." This time Korra really pulled on his hair causing him to cringe in pain.

"There must be a way!" Korra yelled as she watched Zaheer stand up; she quickly followed as she rested her hands on her hips. "We can't just give up! There must be something we can do." Korra got quieter as she spoke; Korra reached out to Zaheer who had his head in one of his hands. Zaheer put his hands down, and stared at her in the eyes with his signature calm face. His eyes were filled with sadness and pain.

"There is nothing." Zaheer said in a calm voice, but when Korra took a step forward his façade broke, "I am a monster, Korra! I killed P'Li, I tried to kill you. There is no way that we could be together. You deserve someone better."

"But I don't want better!" Korra screamed as she grabbed Zaheer's arm, "You can't just give up!"

"I am not giving up!" Zaheer yelled back, "I'm being logical!"

"But….." Korra's anger died as it soon was replaced with sadness and pain, "I love you." Korra whispered as she stared into his eyes. Zaheer sighed and wrapped his arms around Korra and kissed her forehead.

"I love you too, Korra." He whispered as his voice cracked, "More than you will ever know."

Slowly they both fell down to the ground as they held each other close; both knowing that this may be the last time they hold each other.


Four Months Later

Korra slowly opened her eyes, her eyes already brimming with tears as the memories hit her like a tidal wave. Four months ago she and Zaheer had fallen asleep in each other's arms. When she woke up he was gone, nothing left but a map on how to get back to Republic City. No words spoken to her, no letter, no note. Nothing. When she finally got back home everyone was so excited to see her. They all had thought she was dead somewhere; they jumped on her and asked her where she had been. Of course, Korra was happy to see her friends and family, but there was still this overwhelming sadness surrounding her. Bolin came rushing up to her with the news that day; Zaheer had turned himself into the police. They had sentenced him to life in solitude, somewhere underground chained up.

Korra slowly pushed herself out of bed, and looked to the nightstand beside her bed. The table was full of unopened letters, from him. Korra shook her head and then slowly made her way into the bathroom. Korra looked at herself in the mirror and almost looked away. Sadness filled her body as a lump began to form in her throat. Korra let out a wail and clenched her eyes as tears began to pour down her face. She cursed her stupid decisions, she cursed him, and she cursed that she loved him so.

Korra slowly calmed herself down and peeled her shirt over her head and looked in the mirror once more. Korra turned sideways and stared at herself with love yet pain in her blue eyes.

"If you are such a monster," Korra whispered thinking back to what he said to her; Korra looked down and rubbed her protruding stomach of four months, "Then what does that make him?"

The End

Author's Note: The next two chapters are an Epilogue, so technically this is the end of our story! But no worries there will be two more chapters, they may be a little short, but they will have a much better ending than this! We may combine those two chapters into one big one; but the next chapter should be up within the next week! Please review, and please don't hate us!






21. Epilogue


Author's Note: Well here it is! The last chapter for the series of Misconceptions! It says that in book 4 Korra is 21 so we will make Korra 21 in the second sequence with her sons and she will age as the years go by. We had so much fun writing this, and we are both so happy that you all enjoyed it as much as we did. Thank you all for staying with us this whole time and please review and let us what you think! Thank you!

Epilogue

Five Months Later

"Avatar Korra, are you sure you want to go down there?" A White Lotus guard asked the obviously pregnant Avatar who was giving him a nasty stink eye. Korra was no longer in her normal clothes; she was wearing a traditional water tribe dress. It was similar to the ones that Katara use to wear.

"I am pregnant, not crippled!" Korra snapped at the guard as she instinctually held her stomach; Mako walked up next to Korra and gave the guard a look that told him to let the pair in.

"Ma'am, I must advise you not go down there." Another guard spoke as he walked from inside the two large doors. "Zaheer is a very strong, manipulative, and destructive man. That is no place for a woman bearing a child." Korra walked, more like wobbled, up to the guard and got right in his face.

"That so called 'destructive' man is my children's father, so I would advise you step aside before I move you." Korra glared into the man's eyes without doubt or hesitation in her eyes. The man gulped before stepping aside and letting the two benders in.

The two large doors slowly opened dust and all sorts of debris fell; Korra looked back at Mako who smiled at her and both of them walked into the doors together. Korra leaned up against the metal grated walls of the elevator as her, Mako, and two other White Lotus guards travelled down towards Zaheer's cell. When the elevator finally stopped, both White Lotus guards walked out first and stood on either side of the elevator entrance. Mako helped Korra up off the wall and helped her off the elevator.

They were in what looked like a cave, everything was just rock and it looked as if it was made in a hurry and it was not refined looking. Two more White Lotus guards stood on either side of one long metal door. As they walked up to the door the White Lotus guards metal bended the door up so that she may go through.

"Ma'am I am sorry but we are sending in two guards with you to see him" A White Lotus guard said as he approached the Avatar.

"And why is that?" Korra demanded as she quickly turned around with her arm on her hip. Korra was not happy with everyone calling her Ma'am; she was not old. She was only nineteen.

"Not that we think you aren't capable to protect yourself, but if the stress causes you to go into early labor, it would be easier for us to get to you and help." The White Lotus guard said as he bowed his head. Mako walked over to Korra and placed his hand on her shoulder and nodded at her.

"It is probably for the best, Korra." Mako said and he shrugged.

Korra let out a loud groan, but did allow the two guards to walk with her into the large metal box. The two guards instructed her to go up near the other side and she did as followed, although she was not too happy to be doing so. The door behind them slowly closed and when it finally hit the ground the large metal wall in front of them began to slowly rise up. This brought them to a large open cavern that was lit by different green crystals aligning the walls. Two lanterns with the crystals inside sat in front of a large metal circle in the center of the room. There were large chains connected to the sides of the circle, with little slack. These chains were bolted to a large metal disk around a man's waist. This man's hands were also bound in metal bounds and he just sat in the middle of the circle. Meditating.

The two white lotus guards did not move from either side of the large steel wall, while Korra walked towards the man chained to the ground. A sad smile found her face as her bottom lip began to tremble from all the emotions that were hitting her all at once. His hair was longer, as was his beard, and his clothes were a little torn, but this was still the man that she had come to love. This man slowly raised his head at the sound of small footsteps coming towards him and his eyes grew wide as he saw the love of his life walking towards him. Zaheer quickly leaped to his feet and began to run towards her, but only to be jerked back by the tight chains.

"Korra!" Zaheer whispered as she neared the edge of the circle, "Why did you never write me back?" Tears came to Korra's eyes as she was a loss for words.

"I was scared. As you can see," Korra gestured towards her enlarged stomach, "I did not know how you would react. I wished to tell you in person; nothing I could write on paper could remotely compare to how I feel."

Korra took a step closer to Zaheer and reached her hand out to touch his cheek, but the chains that held Zaheer got shorter and yanked him back causing him to smash his back into the metal. Korra yelled as Zaheer let out a loud groans as he just laid against the cold metal. Korra turned to the guards who obviously had shortened his chains.

"Why would you do that?" Korra screeched at the guards, "There was no need for that! And you better believe if it wasn't bad for the babies I would smash you into the ground right about now!"

"You cannot touch the prisoner." The White Lotus guard said with no emotion, the way he looked at the young Avatar made it seem like he was looking right passed her.

"He loves me!" Korra screamed as she flung her arms towards the man on the ground, "He would never hurt me or his ch—"

Korra's eyes went wide and she let out a heart wrenching scream as she clutched onto her stomach. Pain began to rip through her lower abdominal; the only noise that filled the room was the echoes of her screaming. Tears flew down her face as the pain only seemed to increase with every second. The two White Lotus guards ran up to the Avatar only to catch her as she passed out from the pain. Zaheer ran to as far as the chains would allow him; he yelled and screamed as he watched the two guards take his love away.

He crumbled to his knees as the metal wall slowly came closed.


Two Years Later

Korra clenched her eyes shut and wrapped the blankets tighter around her body when she hears the door slam open. Korra curls herself in a tighter ball as she hears small footsteps race towards the bed, and finally Korra groans when a small body jumps on her.

"Mommy! Mommy! Mommy!" yelled a high voice; the small boy tried his hardest to shake his mother awake, "Come on, mommy! Up!"

Korra opened one eye to see where her little boy was; he was jumping up and down on her side with a pout covering his face. Korra almost laughed at how cute he looked; his black hair was messy and pointing in every direction, he still had a small dribble of drool coming from his mouth and his eyes shinned with excitement. He had two different colored eyes that Korra loved, one eye was a very light amber and the other was a light grey that matched his father's. Korra quickly reached out to grab her little boy and quickly turned both of them over so she was now leaning over him. Korra quickly began to tickle her son. Soon his laughter filled the room; leaving a huge smile on Korra's lips.

"Mommy! Stop!" the little boy managed to plead in between fits of giggles, "Mommy!" But Korra kept tickling her son as he tried to push her arms away as he continued to giggle.

"What did mommy say about jumping on her while she was sleeping?" Korra said as she lifted her son's shirt and blow on his stomach causing him to squeal in delight. It took him a minute to answer due to lack of breath and too much laughing.

"Not to" Her son squeaked out; Korra finally satisfied that her son most likely would not wake her up like that for at least a week stopped tickling him. Korra laid down next to her son and pulled him in her chest.

"Good." Korra said as she kissed her son's forehead, "Now, Noren, where is your brother?" Noren looked at his mom and shrugged his shoulders, "Is he still sleeping?" Noren sat up in bed and shrugged. Korra laughed and sat up in the bed as well.

Korra quickly jumped up out of the bed and stretched out her shoulders. Turning around she smiled at her little man.

"Mommy is pretty!" Noren yelled as he rolled on his side to his mother who was staring at him from the other side smiling at him.

"Why thank you, baby" Korra said sweetly as she picked up her son and swung him in the air before finally settling on her hip as she began to head towards her boys room. Noren clung onto his mom and smiled up at her.

To Noren his mom was the most beautiful woman out there; her brown hair was down to her mid back and it reminded him of sweat chocolate. Her eyes still shined after everything and he wished that he had gotten mommy's eyes, but mommy said his eyes were just as nice if not nicer. He loved how mommy would play with him and San; he loved how mommy would show them magic and he loved how mommy taught him and San the magic as well. Noren wrapped his small arms around his mom and nuzzled his face into her.

Korra smiled down at her son and tousled his hair with her free hand. Korra slid open the door to the room right next to hers. She slowly and quietly walked in to the dark room and towards her other son's bed. A small smile filled her lips as she saw her son peacefully sleeping in his bed. Korra sat on the edge of the bed, shifted Noren to her lap, and slowly shook her son away.

"San," Korra spoke quietly only a little louder than a whisper, "Baby, come on time to wake up." San turned over in his sleep and let out a tiny groan and Korra had to stifle a laugh. "Come on, San, it is an important day." This got her son to slowly turn over on his back and stare up at his mom. San rubbed his eyes and let out a loud yet high pitched yawn.

"Mommy?" San questioned as he rubbed his eyes some more. Korra smiled at her son and leaned down to kiss his forehead.

"Yes, baby. It's me. But we need to get ready now." Korra said as she reached her free arm under San and pulled him to her hip as well and stood up. "It is a really big day, but first you guys need to get ready" Korra's head snapped up as she heard someone walk into the room, but she instantly relaxed when she saw that it was only Mako.

"It is good to see that you haven't lost those reflexes." Mako chuckled as Korra just glared at the fire bender. "Okay, okay I can see that mommy is tired. So why does Uncle Mako just take the boys and help them get ready as mommy goes and gets ready."

Korra smiled as Mako grabbed both of the boys from Korra's arms and set them both on the bed. Korra began to walk out the door before she turned around and mouthed a quick 'thank you' towards Mako then she left to get ready.


Korra looked back and laughed when she saw that both of her boys were asleep; Korra picked both boys up off of Naga's back and when Naga laid down, Korra carefully got off of Naga without dropping the boys. Korra's hair was down, except her two normal front clips, flowing behind her with every step towards the large metal doors. The boys began to wake up when Korra finally reached the elevator and she was heading towards her love. Noren tugged at his mom's hair; Korra looked down at her son with a smile.

"Mommy?" Noren asked as San yawned pretty loudly.

"Yes, honey?"

"Can I walk?" Noren asked with a blush covering his face; Korra let out a giggle, but placed her one son on the ground to the right of her.

"But you have to hold my hand." Korra said in a stern voice holding her hand out to the young boy. Noren nodded with a huge smile on his face and enthusiastically grabbed his mother's hand.

With San on her hip and Noren holding her right hand, Korra let the White Lotus Guards lead her to Zaheer. Noren was much like Korra in the way he was adventurous, he was easily excited, over all he had his mother's passion and spirit. Where San was much more like his father; he was a lot calmer, much more easily controlled, and was passionate if he really wanted something, but was caring. San looked a lot more like Korra; light brown hair was ruffled on the top of his hair, he had Korra's nose, and he had sea green eyes. Noren had his father's facial features, and his eye. Korra let out a quiet laugh at that thought.

"Mommy?" Noren asked as he tugged on Korra's hand, "Why is daddy here?" Korra's eyes widened as she struggled to come up with the words.

"Your daddy loves your mommy very much, but he did a really good thing to protect her and he has to stay here because of that." The young White Lotus guard who was walking with Korra said bent down eye level to Noren, "But no worries, kiddo, he will be out soon!" Noren giggled as the White Lotus guard ruffled Noren's hair.

"Thank you." Korra said slightly bowing her head to the young man; the young man blushed and stammered to say welcome.

As like before two White Lotus guards went with Korra into the room with Zaheer, but they would not leave their post by the metal wall unless Korra or her children were in harm's way.

Zaheer slowly lifted his head at the sound of the metal wall slowly lifting and the clanking of the gears. His heart began to race as he saw the love of his life walking towards him, with a child on her hip and a child on her hand. A huge smile covered both lovers' faces when their eyes landed on each other. Korra's eyes went wide when she saw that Zaheer was still in chains and a frown quickly covered her smile. Korra quickly scooped up Noren turned away from Zaheer hoping that neither of her sons saw their father in chains.

"Cover your ears boys." Korra said in the sweetest voice that she could muster; both boys quickly covered their ears, "Why is he is chains?" Korra sneered at the guards as quickly as she could.

"He is a prisoner." The older White Lotus guard said in a mono-tone voice.

"Yes, I understand that." Korra said with an aggravated look on her face, "But I specifically asked that he not be in chains for when he saw his children for the first time. I waited the two spirit damn years that you asked me to so they could see him, and I would rather them not see him like this!"

"Ma'am I am sorry, but we cannot take him out of his chains just in case his tries to escape." The same White Lotus guard spoke. Korra sighed realizing that there was no use fighting him. Korra turned back to Zaheer and she realized how battered he looked; physically he looked stronger, but the bags under his eye and the way his once light grey eyes now turned dark told her that he was miserable.

Zaheer stood up and walked to the edge of the circle when he saw Korra running as fast as she could with one boy in each arm. Korra sat down right in front of him in a meditating position; Korra wanted to touch him, but she remembered what happened last time she attempted to. Zaheer nodded at Korra and sat down as well mimicking her position. Korra had both of the boys in her lap and the smile would not leave Zaheer's face. Korra reached out her hand towards his and he did as well, both just hoping that they could touch for just a moment. Korra almost cried when her palm brushed his; their fingers intertwined for a moment until the guard said something, but for them that moment was all they needed to keep them going.

"I love you, Korra." Zaheer said in a serious tone as he stared into her eyes, "I still love you as much as I did then."

"I love you too, my air." Korra said in a trembling voice; Korra's focus switched when she felt someone tugging at her hair.

"Mommy?" Noren asked as he looked up at his mother then to the strange man that was sitting across from her.

"Boys, this is your father." Korra said shifting both boys so they were looking at him, "Zaheer these are your sons. This is Noren, and this is San."

"Wow." Noren said as his eyes grew wide, "You wanna see me do magic?" Noren jumped off of his mother and before Zaheer could even say anything, Noren made a small flame in his hand. Zaheer's eyes went wide as he suddenly forgot how to breathe. "San can do magic too! But with dirt!"

"That is incredible, buddy." Zaheer said with a smile; just wishing to reach out and hug his sun. He could see all of Korra's personality in his sun and he was over filled with joy. "I like your eyes; I think they are pretty cool."

Noren's eyes went wide and a blush covered his round cheeks as he started to mumble under his breath as the embarrassment filled his eyes. Korra laughed as did Zaheer and both were so relieved to hear the other's laugh once more.

"Do you like my eyes as well daddy?" San said as his eyes grew wide; Zaheer turned and smiled at his son.

"Of course I love your eyes; they remind me of the ocean." Zaheer said with joy filling each word, "Have you ever been to the beach?" Both boys shook their head and Zaheer made a face at Korra.

"Well, we just haven't had time I guess." Korra shuddered as she tried to find an excuse. Both boys looked at their mother, and then quickly turned to their father with their eyes wide and their bottom lip out.

"Can we do, daddy?" Both boys whined at their father; Korra couldn't help but laugh at Zaheer's face as he encountered his first double team.

"The first thing we will do as a family when I get out is go to the beach!" Zaheer said with a triumphant grin on his face. Korra laughed as the boys began to cheer and run around.

The boys glanced at each other and then began to run towards their father; Korra couldn't say 'no' fast enough as both boys watched their dad get ripped back by the chains. Zaheer flew backwards and smashed into the metal creating a huge bang that echoed throughout the room. Tears began to weld up in Korra's eyes as they streamed down the boy's face as fear was ramped on their faces.

"Daddy!" Noren yelled as he tried to run towards his father; Korra quickly wrapped an arm around both boys holding them back from their father. Both boys struggled against their mother's grip, and although it was futile they kept trying.

Zaheer slowly got to his feet and began to walk to Korra; the White Lotus yanked at the chains as they began to slowly began to pull him away from Korra.

"Let me hold my kids!" Zaheer snarled at the guards as the chains began to tighten around him.

White Lotus guards came from a rock door behind him and slowly the chains were removed him the metal circle and Zaheer was now being dragged out of the room. Korra's eyes widened as she was torn between running after him and covering her children's eyes. Korra let silent tears stream down her face as she quickly gathered her children in her arms, their faces pushed up against her chest she stood up and looked at Zaheer who was still struggling and yelling at the guards.

Korra nodded her head slightly at Zaheer and turned to walk out of the cell as Zaheer was dragged by chains away.


A Year Later

"That was not part of the original deal!" Korra yelled as stood up from the chair and her fist into the metal desk leaving a clear fist imprint. Everyone in the police station tensed up form the amount of anger radiating off of her.

"I am sorry, Korra, but this is the only way the council will allow you to take Zaheer home with you." Lin said as she tried to calm down the raging Avatar, "I am not saying I agree with this, but this is the only way.

"I filed all of the paper work; I worked for four years to get him out of that hell hole and I have dealt with every little detail. I am taking him into my care. He is not allowed to leave my side. He already is limited to what he can do now. He is not some war criminal!" Korra screamed, "He is my husband! He is the father to my children!"

"Korra, calm down," Zaheer said from behind her; he wished he could hold her but his hand were still bound by chains. Korra turned to look at him with sadness and anger in her usually clear crystal blue eyes.

"No!" Korra screamed, "I will not take away your bending!" Korra turned back towards Lin when Mako cleared his throat.

"Listen, Korra, it isn't fair; trust me I know." Mako said pointing down to all the contracts that they have been signing, "But this is the only way the council feels truly safe; they believe this is the only true way for him to not be a threat anymore."

"You are asking me to pick between his freedom and a part of him." Korra said in a softer voice, "You want to give him freedom, yet rip his wings. Or unbound his wings, but keep him locked away." Korra fell back down into the chair and put her face in her hands. Zaheer walked over to Korra, leaned over, and kissed her temple.

"I do not need wings, for you are my wings." Zaheer whispered quiet enough that only Korra could hear, "I gave up my bending once to allow you to breathe; now I will lose it again so I may breathe with you."

Korra looked up at him as he straightens up and gave her a true smile. Korra sighed and looked at the desk, refusing to look at Lin or any of the other officers.

"Where do I sign?" Korra asked clutching the pen as tight as she could. Lin put the final paper in front of her and pointed to the bottom of the page. Korra slowly signed her name at the bottom of the page; she was holding the pen so tight that every letter hurt to write. Although Korra felt like it wasn't enough pain for what she was about to do.

Korra slowly stood up, gracefully she wrapped her arms around Zaheer and clutched on to him for dear life. After a moment she pulled back and Zaheer went down on one knee willingly. Korra sniffled and place one thumb on his forehead and one thumb on his sternum. A single tear fell down her face as she felt her energy quickly taking over his. Eating away every inch of his bending.

When Korra pulled away Zaheer's eyes shuttered closed for a moment, but Zaheer forced his eyes open and he slowly rose to his feet with his head held tall.

"Remove the chains." Korra angrily mumbled; when no one moved she yelled, "Remove the chains, now!"

With the flick of Lin's wrist the metallic sound of the chains hitting the ground echoed throughout the small metal room. Soon the echoes of giggling replaced the harsh cold ones as a man was finally able to hold his wife and child after being bound by chains for years. A bird may need his wings to fly; but if he has his family around him, he has no use for wings.

"But who prays for Satan? Who, in eighteen centuries, has had the common humanity to pray for the one sinner that needed it the most?" –Mark Twain






22. Next Part to Misconceptions


Hey guys! We have been gone for awhile, but we have put a second part to Misconceptions up! It might not be as long, but it sure will be full of the same angst and love as the first one! Please read it and let us know what you think! The second chapter to it will be put up soon!
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