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Summary: 
            Tonraq and Senna meet their future son-in-laws Noatak and Tarrlok. It goes about as well as you'd expect.

          











1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      Tonraq's POV, Korra's POV, and then Tarrlok's POV. This takes place one year after Korra's kidnapping. In the same universe as my primary story but also works as a stand-alone.

    


    
    Tonraq had been practicing breathing exercises like Senna had suggested. But with every exhale, his fingertips bent the ice around him unconsciously. Oh yeah, he had never been very good at this kind of thing, which was probably why Korra hadn't been either.


  Korra.



  His baby girl.


Kidnapped by a 41-year-old lunatic and his 38-year-old brother. Tonraq bristled at the reminder of their ages and actively had to control his fury.

He imagined that if he were a firebender like Korra, he would also have dragon's breath and scorch everything in his path.

How could his Korra love her kidnappers? How could she love Tarrlok, the slimy politician who was the same age as him?

Even more confusing for Tonraq was trying to grapple with how his daughter could love Amon. How could Korra possibly love the man who overthrew Republic City, the man who took the bending away from those she loved, and the man who professed to destroy her and everything that she believed in?

Not to mention that Amon, or Noatak, was three years older than him! It was disgusting and made Tonraq feel sick.

It simply did not compute.

Korra had to have developed Stockholm Syndrome. The brothers had to have brainwashed her.

The idea of these grown men even casually touching his baby girl... made Tonraq's blood boil.

No, he did not believe that Korra was his property because she was his daughter. Korra was a strong and determined young woman with a mind of her own and as the Avatar, she belonged to the world.

But, Korra was still his baby, no matter the age.

And as her father, Tonraq had every right to be concerned for her well-being. How could he not be when Korra was determined to make such a shocking decision and serious commitment?

The image of the betrothal necklace Korra had sent him and Senna flashed before his eyes and he grimaced. Was his daughter even in her right mind?

Ultimately, Tonraq did not care if Korra was genuinely head-over-heels for her kidnappers, he was going to kill them both with his bare hands.

***

Korra was on pins and needles on the boat to the South Pole.

Noatak and Tarrlok had been especially kind to her lately, which was to be expected, considering how scared they were that her father would try to talk her out of marrying them.

Or that Tonraq would just kill them. And if he did, Korra couldn't really blame him.

If her father sent the brothers six feet under for what they had done to her, she couldn't say that they didn't deserve it. But the naked truth of the matter was that Avatar Korra was in love with them.

Perhaps one day... her mother and father and friends would come around to accepting her decision to be with Noatak and Tarrlok. But of course, she wasn't holding her breath.

The brothers had already contacted her uncle, Unalaq, and ultimately, the decision of whether or not their polyandrous union would be sanctioned was under the authority of the Northern Tribal Court.

Regardless of what decision the court would reach, no one in her family was too pleased to learn of her intentions to marry the brothers.

Everyone believed Korra had lost her mind. And maybe she had.

Korra had adapted to survive in impossible circumstances, and for better or worse, she could no longer imagine a life without Noatak or Tarrlok.

Despite how badly Korra had wanted to live a normal life without them, she found that she simply couldn't.

Every fiber of her being had resisted falling for her captor and his brother but... she did.

As if intuiting her thoughts, Tarrlok placed a gentle hand on her shoulder.

"Hey, Korra. What are you thinking about?"

***

Tarrlok leaned against the railing of the boat deck and gazed at the full moon above him.

Something inside of him loathed the intense power and vigor he felt from the moon. With the curl of his finger, Tarrlok could bloodbend every single person on the boat deck into unconsciousness.

The thought made him shudder.

What would the moon, or rather its spirit, Princess Yue, think of Tarrlok spending the rest of his life with her relative?

The former Councilman grimaced, probably nothing good.

Tarrlok twiddled with his thumbs absentmindedly. His talk with Korra had gone over more smoothly than he had expected it to. He was somewhat relieved to discover that Korra was far more nervous about introducing Noatak to her father than him.

Perhaps, he mused, if Tonraq was primarily focused on killing Noatak, that he could spirit Korra away with him without her father's notice. He smiled at the thought and then shook his head.

It was certainly a tempting idea.

However, Tarrlok had long come to terms with the fact that Korra wanted both of the brothers equally. On some level though, like Tonraq, he did not understand why she wanted to be with Noatak.

Tarrlok paused for a moment, why did Korra want to be with Noatak? He sighed at the conclusion he reached. It was about sex.

It was obvious to anyone who spent time with the trio that Korra and Tarrlok were a couple. When it was just Korra and Noatak, however... well, he supposed it was a good thing that the pair let out their frustrations with one another in the bedroom. If not, one of them would be dead.

His mind flitted back to Tonraq.

It was a nice thought to believe that Korra's father would exclusively direct his ire at Noatak, but Tarrlok knew that wasn't realistic.

Considering he had been the one to deflower the man's daughter, Tarrlok supposed it was only fair to allow Tonraq to beat him to death.

After all, at 38, they were the same age.

Tarrlok should have had an arranged marriage in the custom of the North or settled down with a nice girl in Republic City. Tarrlok should have had a daughter Korra's age. But... fate had other plans.

His conscience fired back at him swiftly.


  Fate is a strange way to frame manipulating an 18-year-old girl into falling in love with you while imprisoned by your brother.


Indeed, it was. But for better or worse, it had been fate's hand that brought the three of them back together.

The brothers had been content to try to better themselves in the North Pole, alone, and for the rest of their days.

But it was Korra who had sought them out again by letter, one year after she was freed from Noatak.

At first, they had scarcely believed it.

Noatak had imprisoned Korra and they had both manipulated her into loving and fucking them to their hearts' content.

But somehow... she needed them, and perhaps, Tarrlok and Noatak needed her too.

  







2. Chapter 2

Summary for the Chapter:
            The brothers need a little stress relief before Tonraq kills them and Korra is happy to oblige.

          
Notes for the Chapter:You have asked and I have delivered. Noatak and Korra finally fuck.




    
    Noatak expected this to happen.

Both Korra's return to the brothers and her father's threats to end their lives.

He couldn't blame Tonraq. The girl's father and Tarrlok were the same age and theoretically, could have been friends growing up in the North together.


  If Yakone had allowed them to have friends.


Noatak almost frowned until he snapped back to reality.

Yes, he was inside of Korra.

Typically, her tight, wet, heat commanded his full attention. When Noatak entered Korra, it was as if the world stopped moving. The feel of her cunt as it fluttered and clenched around him brought the older man to his knees.

Noatak would curse in ecstasy as they rutted together like animals. The man liked to fuck into Korra punishingly, watching with delight as his former possession, once more, slowly came apart by his hand.

It brought him a dark sense of satisfaction that he could reduce the Avatar to a wet, squirming, and panting mess beneath him. He made the girl come utterly undone and best of all, she liked it.

When Korra took the lead, it was with similar fervor, riding on top of him like a raceostrichhorse.

While she was on top, Noatak could only lay still and groan as Korra mercilessly bounced on his cock. During these moments, she would smile at him in mock innocence, as if to say: 'And how does it feel when I do it?'

The former Equalist leader would simply smile and nod encouragingly at the girl's attempt at a power play. It felt good.

The Avatar was young and naive but he liked this about her.

Noatak allowed Korra to believe she had the upper hand in their intimate moments but in private, grinned at the thought of how far he planned to push her. When she was ready. The girl was a fast learner but he was a crueler teacher.

He smiled. The feel of her wet cunt expanding and retracting around his thick cock with each rise and fall of their breaths was utterly intoxicating.

Noatak knew he should have felt bad about what he did to win Korra in the first place, but he didn't.

After all, the Avatar had come back to him of her own free will. The girl knew his nature and all that a life with him would entail. The Avatar knew what she was signing up for.

In fact, when Noatak and Tarrlok created a joint betrothal necklace and clasped it upon her neck, Korra had smiled and cried tears of joy.

The Avatar was not his prisoner anymore and she was not a victim. Korra wanted the life Noatak created for the three of them and reminded the brothers of this frequently.

He knew that her love for them had grown under the thumb of his cruel, sick behaviors but... selfishly, he didn't care.

All that mattered to Noatak now was that the girl beneath him was panting in pleasure and would continue to do so for the rest of their days.

The thought made his breath stutter.

Noatak groped her breasts greedily, which elicited a strangled moan from Korra. He tweaked her pert, brown nipples. Perfect, he thought, perfect and mine.

His eyes raked in the sight of her sweaty, submissive form, and sighed contentedly. As much as Noatak loved being on top of the Avatar, in all senses, he also loved her. It was just that... the man had no template for what romantic love was supposed to be.

Before Korra, the only person Noatak had ever loved was Tarrlok. And while the two would soon share a wife, he harbored no incestuous feelings for his little brother.

He supposed it didn't matter.

The Avatar had chosen him to spend her life with, even if he didn't know how to love her in the way she deserved. The older brother was trying and was grateful that this seemed to be enough for her.

For the first time in Noatak's life, thinking about the future brought a smile to his face. Yes, once their marriage was legally approved, Korra would officially become his.

Darker thoughts flitted through his mind as he continued to thrust into Korra. His bride-to-be still had much to learn about the older brother, and he was eager to teach her.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          Funnily enough, the parallels to "Bent" here were actually written over a month before I even planned to write chapter 14.

The sex will also continue in chapter 3.

        








3. Chapter 3

Notes for the Chapter:Noatak and Korra have sex, continued from chapter two.




    
    Noatak was only ever unnerved by the Avatar's sexual appetite when Korra pounded herself into him with a rage so furious that it made the former Equalist leader fear that her eyes would glow white and that she might actually kill him.

Noatak supposed he deserved that.

Ultimately, he knew Korra wouldn't, because when their bodies joined together, the world slowed to a stop and their ravenous hunger threatened to consume the other whole.

Noatak and Korra would fuck and fuck and fuck until they were nothing more than heaving, sweaty bodies, tangled together under wet sheets.

Usually, when they lay together, it was undignified, passionate, and... perhaps even sacred.

Tonight, however, Noatak was troubled, and so too, was Korra.


  "Ahhh."


The Avatar moaned breathily below him on her hands and knees. She painted a beautiful picture like this. It also brought him joy to know that Korra was content to stay in that position for as long as she could.

The thought made Noatak smirk.

Oh, and he would keep Korra on her knees for hours, were it not for the fact that their boat arrived at the South Pole in the morning.

"Noatak..." the girl whined out slowly as she gripped the bedsheets below her roughly. Korra's lips turned up in an impossibly wide smile, her eyes were hazy with lust, and her expression appeared utterly vacant; it was as if the Avatar was spellbound by the intense pleasure he brought her.



It turned Noatak on immeasurably to see Korra so pliant beneath him and so... undone. Yes, he had worked hard to build sexual submission into the girl when she was his captive. The results were delicious.

The two were now a couple on equal terms but the former Equalist leader couldn't help but enjoy the fruits of his labor. Noatak eyed Korra's muscled back, ample breasts, and full bottom lasciviously. He grinned as widely as his bride-to-be below him but with an expression far darker. Yes... what beautiful fruits and what glorious handiwork Noatak had done.

She had become all that he had ever dreamed she would in her Equalist prison cell. Korra was changed, she was completely his, and she was perfect.

The Avatar's limp body was truly putty in the palm of his hands. It was beautiful. Korra was a sight to behold as she rocked back and forth with the rhythm of his pelvis as he pumped in and out of her roughly.

It brought Noatak a distinct satisfaction to know that at long last, Avatar Korra finally craved him as much as he craved her.

It almost made him forget about how this was projected to be his last night on earth. Almost.

With one final jut of his hips forward, Noatak snapped into Korra, and with a breathy whine, the girl came.

Korra half-heartedly scratched his arm and sighed contentedly as her head fell forward onto the mattress. Noatak shuddered at the contact, utterly overstimulated as her cunt contracted violently against him. After an agonizingly long moment of searing pleasure, he came.

Noatak closed his eyes and let the sensation of his orgasm wash over him. Korra was about to pull away but he pinned her in place and shook his head. "No, not this time."

Korra yelped in surprise as he gripped her hips and held them in alignment with his own. The girl would take it and she would like it. As Noatak's hot seed spilled inside of her, the Avatar moaned loudly.

The former Equalist leader smiled at the sight of a debased Avatar relishing the moment of him claiming her. Noatak smacked her ass possessively and she whined softly. "Your father can threaten me all that he likes but you are still mine, Avatar."

Korra's cunt clenched around his still hard cock and she groaned raggedly.

Noatak knew, even without his bloodbending, that reenacting their time as captor and captive in the bedroom both unsettled the girl and turned her on more than Korra would ever admit.

But, Noatak also knew better than to push his luck. After all, Korra was still the Avatar and could easily end his life at any moment. And perhaps... that turned him on more than he would ever admit.

The older brother sighed contentedly as Korra nestled herself against his chest. He wrapped his broad arms around her and closed his eyes. Later, Noatak was a dead man walking, but for now, he was in post-coital bliss with his bride-to-be happily encased in his arms.

He looked outside of the cabin window and watched thoughtfully as turbulent waves crashed against the boat.

Would his future father-in-law ever warm to him? Considering he had kidnapped the man's daughter for several months, Noatak was doubtful.

Maybe Tonraq could get over the fact that Noatak was 41, three years the man's senior, if he or Tarrlok got Korra pregnant?

He couldn't help but smile at the thought. Yes, surely that would change her father's tune.

  







4. Chapter 4


    
    Tarrlok groaned at the sound of his fiancée and brother having sex.

Of course, he had no right to feel left neglected, considering that no more than a few hours ago, Korra had warmed his bed.

Tarrlok smirked. The girl had taken him in the mouth tonight and he had reciprocated in kind.

It wasn't often that Korra sucked his dick. Tarrlok supposed that he should have simply been grateful for the opportunity to feel her warm mouth around him and call it a night.

But, of course, he couldn't.

Truthfully, Tarrlok wasn't that scared of Tonraq. Unlike Noatak, he still had his bending and if the man truly felt threatened by her father, he would simply bloodbend Tonraq away from him.

He was, however, content to take his beating and move on. Korra would be none too pleased if he bloodbent her father.

No, it was Noatak who was in real danger. Though Korra was the Avatar, Tonraq was known to be one of the fiercest waterbenders in the world.

The man even had his own specialty like the brothers, he was an icebender.

Tarrlok had to laugh at the situation. Maybe Senna was nice?

The younger brother shook his head. Considering Korra's attitude and demeanor, he would be shocked if the girl's mother wasn't at least a little similar in temperament.

Meeting Korra's parents would go about as well as it could. Though of course, Tarrlok knew that didn't mean much.

***

The brothers were sick men, Korra muttered to herself, nestled up against Noatak's bare, hairy chest.

Of course, they wanted her to smell of sex right before meeting her father. Why not just write on her forehead in big red letters, "Kill me now!"

She let go of the thought and exhaled.

No, she understood why Tarrlok and Noatak sought out her comfort tonight. The impending stress was enough to give her an ulcer, so she couldn't imagine how they felt.

And... Korra did want the brothers inside of her. She knew that she always would. Maybe she was as sick as they were.

Perhaps at this point, there was no turning back, even if she wanted to.

Ultimately, what could Tonraq do about it, anyway?

***

Tonraq was fantasizing about caskets when he heard that fateful knock at his door. A mix of excitement and dread filled him.

Yes, he would finally meet his be-loathed future sons-in-law but he would also see his baby girl again after so long apart.

Maybe he would even let the brothers live to see another day. Maybe.

  
Author's Note:How much should I continue this? :) There will at least be one more chapter with the actual confrontation.
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