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Pain of betrayal and lies

Author's Note:
      Written for Avatar Rare Pair Challenge

Ship: Amorra (Amon/Korra)

Prompt: Injury Recovery

So, I don’t really know if it counts as injury recovery, at least not in the traditional sense. But I had the idea in my head and I had to write it. Besides, it has injury and recovery in it, so I guess it’s fine. Anyways, the same thing I said for Korrlok goes here as well, you could argue if it is underage or not, but since people in the Water Tribe marry at the age of 16, I didn’t tag it. This doesn’t have any sexual content anyway, so I think it is less controversial than the Korrlok one. Enjoy.

    


    
    
  “That’s it, Amon!” The Avatar roars. “You are going down!”



  She won’t let him get away one more time. He always managed to slip out of her fingers, but it ends today, once and for all.


She sends a wave of fire in her enemy’s direction, feeling triumph rise in her chest as she faintly hears a pained hiss from the man.   I managed to hit him!


  But then, she hears the sound of an engine, and it’s getting closer. Suddenly, a group of Equalists descend from the sky, and everything is covered in smoke as one of them sets off a smoke bomb.


She feels painful jabs at her sides and she collapses onto her knees.  This was supposed be a fair fight, you asshole.


  When the smoke finally disappears, Amon is gone as well.


...

She goes back to the apartment she is sharing with her boyfriend, feeling defeated and humiliated.  Well, at least I got a hit in.


  Once she reaches the front door, she turns the key tiredly and steps inside. It is a small apartment, but they don’t need much. Just a place they could sleep in, since she spends her days training with Tenzin, and he is... well, working, Korra supposes. They almost never see each other during the day, which makes her miss him even more.



  She remembers fondly the time they first met. It was after one of her pro-bending matches. He had caught up to her after the match and had told her that he was a fan. With a surprising audacity, he had asked to take Korra out to dinner one night, and even more surprisingly, Korra had accepted. It hadn't taken long for them to start dating and move in together after that. He was older than her, but Korra didn’t mind. Not like she has much luck with boys her age anyway.



  Right now, it is dark inside the apartment, which catches Korra off guard. The only source of light is the one that is seeping under the bathroom door.



  “Noatak?” She calls out, dropping her keys onto the side table. “Are you home?”


No reply comes and she walks up to the bathroom door, knocking on it. “Noatak?”


  “Just a second!” He replies from behind the door, but his voice sounds strained.



  “Are you okay?” Korra asks, leaning into the door with her ear.



  “Yes, completely. Just give me a minute, please.”



  Korra frowns, and it takes her all the self control she has to not just kick down the door and barge in.



  A minute or so later, the door opens and Noatak emerges. Korra can swear that he looks paled and sweaty. “You sure you’re okay?”


“Yes, I am fine.” He notices her suspicious gaze and quickly changes the subject before she can inquire further. “How was your day?”


  “Shitty.” Korra replies, slumping her shoulders. “Fucking Amon! He always manages to have an advantage over me somehow.”



  Noatak gives a semi-nod. “What happened?”



  “I don’t want to talk about it.” Korra sighs, and pulls him towards the living room by the forearm.



  To her surprise, he pulls his arm away, a pained expression passing his face as he curses quietly.



  “Okay, what the hell is going on?” Korra snaps, she is already irritated and her boyfriend clearly hiding something from her doesn’t help calming down her nerves.



  “Nothing’s going on.” He insists.



  “Something’s wrong.”



  “Nothing’s wrong.”



  “Your arm.” Korra points at it. “What happened to it?”



  “Nothing, Korra. You are acting strange.”


“I’m  acting strange?” Korra asks incredulously. “You are the one that just yanked your arm away in pain!”


  Noatak closes his eyes, exhaling through his nose. And it looks to Korra as if he is trying to keep his anger under control. When he speaks, however, his voice is calm and soft. “Okay... It was dark inside and I fell down on my arm like an idiot.” He lets out a small chuckle, but it sounds forced. “I didn’t want to tell you, because I knew you would get worried.”



  With an air of finality, he makes his way towards the small bedroom, announcing the conversation to be over. Korra doesn’t agree with that, however.



  She follows him towards the bedroom and sits down on the bed. “Let me see it.”



  “Korra, it’s nothing, really. Just a bit of bruising.”



  “Well, I am a healer, you know. I can help.”



  “Korra—“ He tries to protest, but Korra has already placed his arm on her lap, gently rolling up his sleeve. What she isn’t expecting to see, though, is a haphazardly wrapped bandage. The white of it is causing a stark contrast with the darkness of the room.



  “I thought you fell...”



  “I did.” He tries to pull his arm away, but Korra presses down on his hand and stops him from moving, undoing the bandage clumsily.



  What she sees before her makes her eyes widen and her jaw drop. It is a burn, a really bad burn in fact. It looks like it’s been done purposefully, and from a close distance.



  Taking advantage of her shock, Noatak manages to pull his arm away, and quickly rolls down his sleeve.



  “You are lying, this is clearly a burn!” She tries to pull his arm towards herself. “How did you get it?”



  Noatak doesn’t respond, pressing his arm to his side so that she won’t be able to move it.



  “Why aren’t you answering?” Korra pushes, but then an image flashes before her eyes.



  It is the image of a masked man, with a whip of flames swung towards him, the smell of burnt fabric and flesh, smoke from the bombs clouding her vision soon after.


“No...” Her voice is barely a whisper as she jolts up from the bed, putting a distance between him and herself as she clumsily turns on the light to see him better. “No, it can’t be...”


  “What is it, Korra?” He asks, and his voice is calm. But Korra can swear that there is a different look in his icy blue eyes. They are no longer comforting, but cold and threatening.



  “What were you doing today before I came home?” Her tone is accusatory, and he takes a step towards her.



  “Working, as I always do.” He sounds placating, almost as if he is approaching a wild beast. Korra backs away towards the wall.



  “Where do you work at?” She feels trapped, she wants to scream.



  “At the factory, Korra. You know that already.”



  Korra looks at him blankly, and shakes her head. Her back is pressed against the wall now, as if she wants to claw her way out of the room. He doesn’t take any more steps.



  “I burnt Amon.” She says finally, out of nowhere.


“And?” He asks, but she sees a shadow pass his face.  She swears she does.


  “And you are burnt!”



  He chuckles, but to Korra, it sounds forced. To Korra, it sounds threatening. “Korra, you are being foolish.” He says. “Amon’s arm is burnt, my arm is burnt, so what? Does that mean I am Amon?”



  “I never said it was his arm that was burnt!” Korra retaliates, sounding more accusing.



  “Korra...” He sighs, getting exasperated. “It’s common sense. If you believe I am Amon because my arm is burnt, then his arm must be burnt.”


Korra shakes her head frantically.  No, no, no, no.  He is trying to reason his way out, she can see that. She won’t allow that.


  “I don’t know anything about you.”



  “Then ask.”



  “Who are you?”



  “Noatak.” Is the simple, yet obvious answer.


“Who are you  really? ”


  “Noatak.” He answers again, and Korra searches for a lie in his eyes, but they look sincere.


“Where are you from?”


  “The Northern Water Tribe.” He lets out a sigh. “Korra, where are you even going with this? You are somehow in the delusion that I am Amon, but that’s not true.” He takes another few steps towards her, holding her chin gently in his hands as he looks at her. “I think you are just tired. You need to rest.”



  Korra freezes in her place, she is practically glued to the wall and there is nowhere she can go now. As she stares into the icy eyes, another image flashes before her eyes, and she feels her blood run cold.



   Aang Memorial Island. Her unfair duel with Amon. Cold and threatening eyes staring into her soul as he says he will destroy her, fingers cupping her chin... 



  The eyes might be looking kinder and more patient now, but she can still see a hint of cruelty waiting to come into the surface. They are unmistakably the same eyes. How could she be so blind to not have seen it before? Blinded by love...



  “Get away from me!” She puts her hands on his chest, and pushes him with as much strenght as she can muster, sending him stumbling backwards.



  “You lied to me!” She yells, clenching her fists at her sides. “So, what was the plan, huh? You were going to kill me in my sleep after having earned my trust, was that it?” She feels tears welling up in her eyes, she feels betrayed. She had trusted him.



  “Korra, Iisten—“



  “No! Don’t you dare!” She exclaims, cutting him off. “Don’t you even dare trying to silver tongue your way out of this, Amon!”



  She practically spits out his name like it left a bad taste in her mouth. In a sense, it did. She feels like she is going to throw up, the blood is coursing rapidly and hot in her veins.



  “Were you going to take away my bending? If so, why wait for so long?” She feels confused, dizzy even. Her whole world has been turned upside down, and she is trying to hold on without falling down.



  “Or was this some sort of sick power play on your part?” She asks without giving him a chance to speak. “Did you laugh with your damned Equalists, talking about how you fucked the Avatar, you twisted son of a bitch?!”



  The thought bothers her so much, but she tries to not let it show. Flames have unintentionally appeared in her fists.


“I trusted you! I  loved  you! But you’ve been lying to me the whole time!” The thought is too much to bear, her voice cracks mid-sentence. “Why did you do that?! Wasn’t terrorizing me enough, did you have to betray me too?!”

Tears are falling freely from her face freely now, but she doesn't even realize it. Maybe, she doesn't really care. “You  comforted me after nightmares I had about  you !” She can’t believe everything about these last two months has been a lie. She wants to cry, she wants to yell, she wants to scream. She is doing all of those anyway.

And yet, the man in front of her, Noatak - Amon - whoever the fuck he is, standing there as still as a statue.


  She feels a constantly increasing pressure in her head, her vision’s getting blurry, and it’s not only because of tears. She can see stars in front of her, the corners of her eyes growing black. Her brain hurts.



  The last thing she remembers is a sharp sting at the side of her head, before she meets the ground.


...


  He panicked. He hadn’t meant it. But his identity was revealed, he didn’t know what else to do. How fucked up is it that he turns to his most primal instincts when cornered?



  Korra might feel like she was the one who was trapped in this situation, but really, it is him. He couldn’t defend, he couldn’t attack, just listening as she spoke words truer than everything, like a slap to the face. She might as well slapped him.



  This had been a terrible idea from the start, he can see it now.



  He should leave, she knows who he is now. She hates him, rightfully so, and she won’t hesitate to reveal who he really is to the world. His revolution is over.



  Yes, he should leave. Then why doesn’t he?


He looks at the girl in front of him that he knocked out. It has almost been instinctual. He hadn’t calculated that she would hit her head to the corner of the dresser though.  What did you calculate anyway?  And now, he can see a thin trail of blood dripping from her head, creating a tiny pool on the ground.

He can’t leave her like this.  Damn his weakness.

So he picks her up and places her gently on the bed, leaving to get a wet cloth to clean the wound on her head. He curses himself for never learning how to heal, it would’ve come in handy right about now. But no, instead he had to learn how to inflict pain, not to alleviate it.


  He pulls up a chair next to the bed and sits down, dipping the cloth into the bowl of water he brought and then pressing it on her head ever so slightly.


Just leave, you idiot!  A voice in his head yells, but he pays no mind to it. He can always escape after she wakes up, if it comes down to it. He had done it plenty of times already. Still, he hopes he will never have to bloodbend her again, it feels more vile to do it to her than to anyone else.


  Thankfully, the cut isn’t too deep, though it is certainly deeper than a simple scratch. He feels anger rising inside his chest. Not directed towards her for forcing him to do it, but towards himself for doing it. She could have a concussion, and it would be his fault.



  He puts the rag back into the bowl, watching the blood flow off it and mix with the water, polluting its clarity with ugly red. Blood ruins everything it touches.



  He takes his head in his hands, letting out a frustrated sigh. He never meant things to go this far. His plan was simple, gain Avatar’s trust and get close to her, strike when she leasts expects it. Then why is everything so complicated now?



  Because, he knows, even though he tries so hard to distance himself from the fact, that he is still human. Fallible and weak. He was supposed to be an idol, an idea without a face, people’s saviour while being high above them. But he isn’t. He is as much of flesh and blood as they are. And despite burying it years ago when he left home, he still has a heart.



  A dry laugh escapes his throat. Falling in love with the Avatar certainly wasn’t part of the plan.


She is the antithesis of everything he stands for and everything he is. He wants equality, she possesses the gift of not one, but all four elements. He loathes his bending, she revels in hers. She is everything unjust about the inequality between benders and non-benders. She is entitled, smug, not afraid to use freely, and more often than not excessively, what’s been given to her by the spirits.


   She is everything you could have been. 


It is almost amusing, the irony. She is exactly like how he was during his early years, when he had thought he had all the power in the world. But if he hates that version of himself so much, why does he love her? Is that why he hated her at first?


  He doesn’t get much time to think about it, however, because Korra's eyelids flutter, and she opens her eyes.



  ...



  Everything is blurry as bright blue eyes try to regain their ability to see clearly, finally finding focus on the man sitting next to the bed with a solemn expression on his face.


Memories rush back, and Korra feels once again as if she has been hit in the face.   Amon!


  She jolts up, but feels a sharp pain in her head, her vision getting darker. She falls back down to bed, feeling battered.



  What if he hurts her? She feels panic rise in her chest, but it subsides slightly when she stops to think about it. If he had wanted to hurt her, kill her, he would’ve done it while she was unconscious.


With that, a new surge of panic overcomes her.  My bending!

She lifts up her hand, and feels relief rush over her as she is able to conjure a trembling ball of fire into her open palm. She sighs and lets her hand fall back onto the mattress.

Why? Why didn’t he kill her? Why didn’t he take away her bending? Why is he, why is  Amon,  waiting beside the bed as people do for their loved ones in hospitals?


  “Korra, I...” He begins, but Korra doesn’t let him speak.



  “No. Save your excuses.” She replies weakly. “I don’t want to hear any of it. They will be lies either way.”



  She doesn’t understand why he is still here. Why didn’t he run away when he had the chance? One part of her wants to ask, but can she really trust anything he says anymore?



  She can’t even bear looking at the man, not knowing if she should see Amon or Noatak there. Which one is he right now? Is it Amon, who haunted her sleep, made her shiver with fear under his cruel gaze, or is it Noatak, who loved her and comforted her, made her feel like everything was okay?



  Has he always been both?



  She dares to take a look at his direction, because the silence is growing stifling, and some things need to be said. But the man she sees before her eyes is neither Amon nor the Noatak she knows.


He isn’t imposing, nor does he look gentle. Korra doesn’t know how she can describe how he looks. If she didn’t know any better, she would say he looks... broken?


  “What happened to me?” She finally asks, her words are not resentful, just exhausted.


...


  He is taken aback when Korra asks a question directly adressed to him. He doesn’t know how to answer for a moment. And he doesn’t know who he should answer as. He decides on a neutral, but not overly cold answer.


“You passed out.” He says.  I made you pass out,  he doesn’t say.


  Korra’s face gets wrinkled as she looks like she tries to remember, lifting her hand to the side of her head. “Why does my head hurt?”


“You hit your head on the side of the dresser.”  Because of me.

He didn’t physically shove her, but he might as well have. What’s the difference? He used force either way, an advantage she didn’t know he possessed.


  She still doesn’t know. But he won’t have anything else added on the pile of things that makes him deserve her hatred.



  “I don’t remember it...” She admits quietly. “I remember yelling, and then the world grew black, as if someone had turned off my brain.”



  He gives a non-commital nod, looking down at his hands and not saying anything.



  The silence grows uncomfortable once again as he debates on getting up and leaving. She isn’t strong enough to stop him. He can leave and never see her again. Maybe start a new life.



  The thought is amusing. Starting a new life. He knows that one always carries their past with them. There is no such thing as a brand new start.



  “Why didn’t you leave?” The question comes after such a long silence that he almost thinks she fell asleep.



  “I couldn’t just leave. You hit your head, you could’ve had a concussion.” He replies with a shrug. It’s not a lie, it’s just not the complete truth.



  “Why would you care?”


Because I love you.  “Because it is not meant to end like this.”

“And how is it meant to end? With you destroying me as you promised you would?” Anger creeps back into her voice, giving it a sharp tone. “Because you’ve already done that,  Amon. ”

He doesn’t know why it hurts that she called him ‘Amon’, that is the name he chose for himself after all, but it does. Maybe it is the way she says it, like it is a curse, spitting it out.


  He also doesn’t have an answer for her. An apology would’t cut it, he knows that. Nothing would.



  “It wasn’t my intention.”


“Liar.” She calls him out simply. And she is correct, it had been his intention in the first place. “Then what was it?”


  He doesn’t reply. “I wish it didn’t end like this.”


“Wishing wouldn’t change anything. You and I both know that.” She says, sitting up on the bed but not facing him. “You lied to me, and there is no way I can forgive that.”


  “I know.”


...

Another silence falls, and Korra doesn’t know what to say, or think, or feel. She hates everything about this situation. She hates him for decieving her, she hates herself for believing him. How could he be so good of a liar?

Then suddenly, another thought crosses her mind, and she is shocked that it took her this long to put things together. The leader of the Equalists is himself a bender, because Noatak is a bender!

“You also lied to everyone, you are a fraud.” Her tone is accusotary. “You are a waterbender!”

“I am.” He replies simply. “But I am not a fraud, I believed in every single word I said.”


  “But why?” Korra questions, not understanding at all. For a split second, curiosity overshadows anger. “Why hide the fact that you are a bender?”


It is horrible to find out that everything she knows about Noatak is a lie, it adds insult to injury that everything about Amon is too.

“Because bending is the root of all evil.”


  She gives him a flabbergasted look, searching for a lie in his eyes. But he looks raw and sincere that her anger towards him almost disppears for a moment. “You can’t possibly believe that!”



  “I do.”



  “But...” She shakes her head, unsure as to how she should respond. “So you think that I am evil?”



  He visibly struggles, she can see that. She has stopped expecting an answer when he finally speaks again. “You are not evil, you are just privileged. You, and the other benders, oppress people simply because you can.”



  “I am not oppressing anyone!” She snaps. “I am the Avatar! I don’t take sides between benders or non-benders.”



  “Maybe not intentionally.”


“What the fuck does that mean?” Her personal anger for his betrayal is pushed back for the time being, instead replaced by the anger she feels for the fact that the man who takes people’s bending is a bender himself. And he has the audacity to say that  she  is the one oppressing people!


  “You have privilege, and you are proud of it. You flaunt it every chance you get. You, and those like you, only help to enlarge the chasm between those who can bend and those who cannot.”



  He sounds like Amon now, she notices. Before, his words were sincere and heartfelt. Now, he has put his mask back on.



  “Just because I am proud of my bending abilities—“ She stops, realization hitting her. “Wait a second, you don’t really hate the benders, do you? You hate yourself!”


His face is still as emotionless as the mask he wears, but she sees something flickering in his eyes, his hands curled into fists as his knuckles grow whiter.

It is enough confirmation for Korra.

“What did you do?” She asks, vaguely aware that she shouldn’t push him. But something in her gut is saying that he wouldn’t hurt her. He had plenty of chances to do it. “Did you accidentally hurt someone you cared about? Did you lose control? Did you kill someone?”


  “No.”



  “Then what is the problem?!”



  He closes his eyes, exhaling through his nose. “The problem is that I was raised as a personal tool for revenge, Korra!” He snaps, abruptly getting up from his chair. “The problem is that my father never saw me as a kid ever since he found out that I was a waterbender! The problem is that my sole use for him was to avenge his loss of bending!”



  Korra stares blankly as she processes what he has just said. She wasn't expecting him to snap like that. But slowly, she starts to piece everything together. “You are Yakone’s son...” The response comes as a whisper, and she can see that even hearing the criminal's name disturbs him. “You are a bloodbender.” Her voice isn’t accusatory as much as it is matter-of-factly. “That’s how you take people’s bending away!” 



  And for some reason, unknown even to her, she feels bad for him.



  ...



  And that is it. Another secret is out. He has never felt this exposed and naked in his entire life.



  “That is true.” He replies flatly, not sparing her a glance in order to escape her disgusted expression he is sure she has. “What will you do with this information?” He is not sure if he wants to know the answer, but he has to.



  “I...” He hears Korra hesitate, and risks turning to face her. She doesn’t look appalled, or even scared or angry. She just looks sad, which almost feels worse.



  “What will you do?” He asks again, his voice sounding stronger this time. “Will you hand me over to Beifong to stand trial? Go for it, I won’t resist.” And he is telling the truth. He knows his punishment will be death after everything he has done. But does it really matter anymore? His revolution is over whether he gets away or not.



  Korra sighs, sitting up on the bed and putting her feet on the ground. “I suppose that’s what the Avatar has to do to Amon...” She sounds unexpectedly dejected, regretful almost, that he can’t help but ask, despite everything.



  “But what will Korra do to Noatak?”


...

His question catches her off guard, especially because that’s what she is thinking. Because no matter how much she knows what she  should  do, it is not what her heart  wants  to do.


  This man lied to her, decieved her, betrayed her, but still, she can’t rip out what she feels for him out of her stupid heart! Especially when she looks at him right now and sees not her enemy, but the man she loved.



  “What Korra will do doesn’t matter.” She says with an air of finality. “Because this is way above Korra now, and way above Noatak too. This is between the Avatar and Amon.”



  As she stands up from the bed, the bowl with the blood stained rags inside of it catches her attention, and the question she has never gotten an answer before comes back to her mind.



  “But before what needs to be done is done, you owe me an honest answer.” She says, looking him straight in the eye.



  “Why did you stay?” She motions to the bowl with her head. “And not only stay, why did you tend to my wound?”



  “I had to.” Is the simple but honest reply.


“But why?!” She sounds frustrated. “Why is that? Why help me?!”


  A long silence hangs between them, so stifling and uncomfortable that she wants to break it. But she gives him the chance to respond, and eventually, he does.



  “Because I love you.”



  Korra feels as if she has just been electrocuted. It takes her a while to find her voice again. Even then, it cracks. “You are lying...”



  “I wish I was. It would be much simpler.”



  “No...” Korra shakes her head. She won’t fall for this, not again. “No, no, no. You are lying! That’s what you always do!”



  She won’t have her heart broken by him once again. He is lying. He has to be. She doesn’t even want to consider the other option.



  But then again, everything he did checks out. He didn’t hurt her when he had the chance, he didn’t escape, he treated her wound...



  Korra doesn’t know what to think. She feels like screaming.



  “I am not, Korra.” He replies with a sigh. “I know you don’t belive me. It doesn’t matter. You wanted an honest answer, and here it is.”



  Korra forces herself to look him in the eye, and feels like she has just been punched in the gut when she sees nothing other than sincerity in the blue eyes.



  “Well...” She hesitates. “I appreciate your honesty...” That’s all she can say. She can’t bring herself to say the words back. Because admitting it to herself is already hard enough, and saying it out loud will just make it more real.



  There are so many things left unsaid, but what she decides on saying them is just an attempt to buy more time. “Let me heal your burn.” She is stalling nonetheless, evading what she has to do. “It’s the least I can do to repay.”



  “I wasn’t expecting anything in return when I tended to your cut.”



  “I know.” Korra sighs. “But still... I did that, and I wouldn’t want it to get infected in...”



  “In prison.” He completes.



  “Yeah... In prison...” She sounds almost regretful.



  "Does it really matter? In the end I will be--"



  "Just let me." She cuts him off, not wanting to hear it. She knows what he was about to say. In the end, he will be dead.



  Sitting down on the bed once again, she motions for him to sit next to her, seeing him visibly hesitate, but he complies in the end.



  They sit there in silence as she draws water from the bowl, it is not the cleanest, but she doesn’t leave the room to refill it, saying herself that it’s because she is afraid he could escape while she is not there.



  The water glows bright blue, and Korra places his arm gently on her lap. Beginning to heal the burn, she lets herself relax and not think anything but the task at hand. Healing has always gave her a peace of mind.


Her eyes are closed when she hears him speak.

“You were right, it did start out as a lie.” He mutters, and Korra turns her head to look at him, opening her eyes.

“What do you mean?”

“This started as nothing more than an attempt to get an advantage over you and learn your next moves.” He admits, sighing quietly. “But it evolved into something else. I wasn’t pretending for quite some time now, even if I kept telling myself otherwise...”


  Korra just stares blankly, her grip barely preventing the glowing water from crashing down. She so desparately wishes that she didn’t hear this. But she did, and it makes her chest tighten, hearing the sincerity in his words.


“It has never been pretending on my part.” She whispers. “I did love you. I  do  love you...”


  Saying it feels liberating in a way. But now she is being crushed under the weight of decisions she has to make. She knows they can’t have what they want. Not when she knows the truth. But she doesn’t want him to die either. Not when she knows what he truly feels.



  Knowing things has never felt worse. Ignorance is bliss, some say. She has never found it so accurate until now.


Why couldn’t she just continue her days in foolish, blissful ignorance? Why the fuck she had to burn him?!


  She removes the water from his arm, and puts it back on the bowl. There is little to no distance between them, she hadn’t realized that they were sitting so close.



  Their faces are inching closer, and she knows that she shouldn’t do it. If she kisses him now, she isn’t sure if she can perform her duty as the Avatar.


But despite everything, she  wants  to kiss him. She lets herself indulge in this selfish whim.

Their lips meet, and it isn’t neither romantic nor passionate. It is a sad kiss, both of them knowing that it is goodbye, in one way or another.


  When they pull apart, she looks down. She can’t meet his eyes. But she also knows that she can condemn him to his death. “Go...” She whispers, words falling out without her even realizing.



  “What?” Is the confused reply.



  “Go.” She repeats again, turning to face him this time. “Leave Republic City, and never come back. You can start a new life.”



  “You are letting me go?” He sounds surprised, but Korra nods. She can’t bring herself to reply out loud.



  “But what about your duties as the Avatar?”



  “This is my decision as Korra.” She replies, trying to sound determined. “Amon will always be an enemy of mine, and this city. But I am letting Noatak go.”



  “But what if Amon and Noatak can never be truly separated?”


“Then I would live the rest of my life regretting letting you get away.” She says simply. “But never as much as I would regret letting you die.”

Not another word is spoken between them after that. He just nods, understanding, as he stands up. Korra almost wants to reach and kiss him for one last time, but knows it will only make things harder for both of them. So she just stands up with him.


  She knows she will never see him again. Maybe it’s for the best, she tries to think. Maybe he will find his way. Maybe he will be happy. Just not here. Just not with her.



  They make their way towards the front door, and he gives her one last look, before turning the handle.



  “Farewell, Korra.” He slips into the dark.



  And with him finally getting out of her line of sight, Korra crashes onto the floor, a single tear rolling down her cheek.



  Just for tonight, she lets herself mourn the loss of the man she will never see again.


  
Notes for the Chapter:For the russian translation: https://ficbook.net/readfic/11931727
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