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Summary: 
            And he wanted the Avatar.
As his wife.

          







Tragedy

Author's Note:
      Okay, that is definitely far too late to be counted as an Amorra Week contribution.

Buuut the first draft was kinda written for it and then work happen... so I will just put it into my "Amorra week " series.

There will be a little bit of Korrasami, because while I love me, my “ethical questionable VillainXHeroin ships” my bi girls are my heart's OTP.

And like always: English is my second language - there will be mistakes.

    


    
    
  



Tragedy


 

A version of herself she did not know stared at her out of the mirror. Mirror Korra was decorated with an expensive red cap veil, lacey and adorned with pearls and small gemstones. Her hair peeked out, styled in perfect finger waves. Her makeup was beautiful, complementing her blue eyes.

Dead eyes in an emotionless face.

Asami corrected the heart shape of Korra's blood red lipstick. Blood, how ironic.



“I am done.” she whispered.

Her sad voice almost made Korra cry. She tried to look up, blinking the tears away taking a deep breath. Ruining her makeup so soon would be a waste of Asami’s great work.

Crying wouldn’t help anyway.

For distraction she plucked at the collar of her dress. Somehow the red lace tried to choke her.

She wasn’t sure if the rocking of the ship made her feel nauseous or her nerves. To distract herself she grabbed Asami’s hand, intertwining their fingers.



After Mako and Korra had exposed Amon at his own assembly there were a few weeks they thought they won. Amon was gone, Sato was in custody, the equalist seemed to be dissolved.



All of them were naive.



Amon came back with vengeance. Former followers flocked to him, like nothing ever happened. They wanted revenge on the benders of the city, they wanted their own rule. Having a powerful bloodbender as their leader meant getting all of it. The hypocrisy had been easily dismissed.

With their underground tunnel network, they could work perfectly against everything the united forces threw at them.

Then they freed Sato and other high ranking personnel. In an instant the real war over the United Republic had begun.



While Korra, Team Avatar and Tenzin's family had fled to the southern air temple, the united forces had to retreat.

Amon’s promise, to forge a place for all non-benders, gave fuel to public revolt in the other nations. From the water tribes to the fire nation, non-benders everywhere first grumbled, then rebelled.



The increasing unrest had forced the other nations to join the war, creating a bigger and bigger rift in their home. Non-benders who didn’t sabotage the war effort from inside, joined Amon in Republic City, bringing more and more intel.



Almost a year into the conflict Korra finally learned airbending and unlocked control of the Avatar state - now utterly useless.



For Non-Bender, Amon was a savior, some of them honestly believing he  did  get the bloodbending from the spirits.

Getting rid of Amon would had escalated to a worldwide civil war. The Avatar could not kill the hero of the weak, to then hunt those down who would had no chance against her.

Internal policy changes in the three nations also were too little too late. Amon had created the perfect wound, that would bleed for as long as he wanted.



Korra and the other Leaders had to admit they would be defeated sooner or later. If not by the growing militia of the United Republic, it would be by their own subjects.



Amon was approached with a peace treaty. He knew that he won, so his demands were high.



The United Republic was to be recognized as the land of non-benders under Hiroshi Satos and his rule.

They were to be given the right to their own military.

More land had to be given to them, so that every non-bender who wanted to find luck under his wing would have a place to do so.

Every non-bender prisoner who fought for his cause would be allowed to immigrate freely.



And he wanted the Avatar.



As his wife.



For the masses he had asked for permission to court the Avatar. What better way was there to show a peaceful future for all than a union between the knight of the non benders and the goddess of all benders?

For the enlightened minority it was clearly a demand for the biggest spoil of war. A show of dominance and power.



Neither the Firelord, nor her Uncle or the Earthqueen could force her to accept, but Korra saw in their eyes that they would offer her up to gain control over the uncontrollable.

Tenzin was the only one vehemently opposing, screaming and cursing.



In her despair she had sought out Aang. In his place five others appeared.

A petit male Airbender, with sad eyes.

Two beautiful fire nation women, one with an angry furrow between her perfect brows and the other so very young with ash gray hair.

A muscular watertribe man, with a beautiful sharp profile and a sad smile.

And a tall slender earthbender woman, with no emotion on her face.



Those five were barely mentioned in any history writing. Their stories were not about great battles or noble success. It was about failure.

About sacrificing oneself for the greater good and being offered up by the world for the lesser evil.

Their ghostly appearances were young, while their gazes were oh so old and tattered.



At night they had counseled and consoled her, talking bleakly of their life as prisoners, as unwilling spouses, as trophies.

They talked about endurance, about peace, the few tender bands of friendship, how to find light in the dark, love in the middle of hate.

There was no light in their gaze, no unnecessary hope in their words.

But their soft love, compassionate voice and deep understanding of her emotion gave her strength.



Ultimately, Korra had allowed Amon’s courtship. For peace, she would give herself.





Asami’s thump drew little circles on her hand, still locked together. Korra tried not to think about how right it felt.



“Asami?” Korra's head swam with all the advice of the Avatars that wanted to be forgotten. “Would you kiss me?”

First her friend did not say anything, the eyes searching Korra's face for … something.



Soft hands cupped Korra's cheeks, then lips pressed tenderly on Korra’s.

Their lips moved slowly and sweetly. Korra felt tears gathering behind her eyes again, clutching Asami’s blouse.

Maybe another Korra in another universe could be happy with her.



Then the ship's horn blew to inform everyone that it would dock soon. Asami let up teary eyed, trying a smile that died on her lips, while using her thumb to fix Korra’s lipstick.

“It’s time.” Korra’s voice cracked, tears almost spilling.

She swallowed them, and her feelings, and the urge to scream and rage and fight.



The moment she entered the deck, heavy silence laid itself over everything. Soldiers were looking at her with knowing eyes, some with confusion, some with anger.



Winter was over and the first greens showed themself at the riverbank of republic city. The wind was still cold, but the sun was shining.

For Korra everything looked gray anyway. She could see some of the equalist already waiting on the docks. The high profile bender prisoners in the back, like promised.



Two boarding ramps were lowered from the boat. The Avatar walked to the middle of one and waited stoic and emotionless, Asami directly behind her - veil in hand. Then the prisoners started to move up the other.

Most of them bowed to her, while passing. General Iroh seemed ready to fight, even gaunt and tired as he was.

Lin, who looked so much thinner and paler, grabbed and squeezed Korra's hand for a second, mouthing something she did not catch.

As soon as all of them were safely in the ship, she walked off. Asami was still directly behind her.



“Avatar Korra” A young man in expensive equalist garb greeted her snidely. “I am responsible to bring you to your wedding. Say your goodbyes to your friend. Amon is waiting.”



“Wait! Tell my father I wish to make amends!” Asamis voice was strong, her gaze unwavering, starring Amon’s follower almost down. “I want to be with my family again. Besides, this city is the city of non-benders, is it not?”

The one in fine garb, looked at her calculated. With a shrug he turned to one of his subordinates: “Go tell Mr.Sato, his Daughter wishes to come back. He needs to decide what to do with her.”



Relieved, Asami gave the ship's captain a signal, the ship's motor howled and it slowly turned to leave the harbor.

Korra and Asami watched how it steadily left the bay, watching  if  it really was allowed to leave. With squinted eyes Korra observed that it joined the other ships of the united republic on the horizon. Then all of them slowly faded away.



Amon kept his word. It was her turn to keep hers.



“Which way?” she asked monotonously.

The group of Equalist pointed to a string of Satomobils on the street, so she and Asami started walking.



A very young woman opened the door for them, but before Asami could sit down another of the group came running. He informed them that Miss Sato was put under house arrest at the Sato mansion and she had to follow him.



They looked at each other, trying to be reassuring and failing miserably. Asami closed the door.



“We will see each other again.” she said with firm conviction.



Korra did not have time to answer, as two equalists led Asami away and her car started moving. Trying to take a long last look at her only friend in the whole city, she leaned out of the car window as far as possible. Her attended pulled her back in almost immediately.



The way from the harbor to city hall, where the wedding would be hosted, was not too far. Some of the streets she knew like the back of her hand. Mostly because she almost always snuck away from air temple island and those were the ones with the least foot traffic, making being recognized less likely.

They drove past shops she frequented, some destroyed from Amons revolution, some abandoned, most of them thriving.

Again, pressure built behind her eyes. Her lips quivered involuntarily. Swallowing tears got harder and harder, so she tried meditating. Centering herself. Calming herself.



Slowly the scenery changed. Buildings and streets showed decoration. Flowers, paper chains and Flags, with Amon's mask, graced the area around city hall. People gathered on the side of the streets, most of them cheering, some of them pitying.



The car stopped and the driver elegantly opened the door, giving her a hand in exiting the car. A big carpet was laid from the street, up the stairs to the entrance of city hall.

Two beautiful adorned women took her lacy dress train, spreading the expensive red fabric over the ground, a third one gave Korra a waterfall-esk bouquet of white and red flowers.



Korra had no eyes for the beautiful arrangement, no nerve for the aesthetics. Her gaze was fixed on the people on top of the stairs. On one side stood Hiroshi. Looking at her with disapproval and an oddly satisfied facial expression.

On the other side, without his mask, stood Amon -  Noatak  - watching her. He wore a fine military suit that was inspired by his equalist outfit.



And he was smiling at her. A smile of domination.



Mild pressure on her back broke her gaze. Music was already playing and one of the women nudged Korra slightly forward.



So it began.

Every move felt like a thousand knives. Her feet, normally so strong, able to carry her miles and kicking almost endlessly, could barely hold her. With every step on the stairs, she felt bile rise.



Reaching the top she saw how many people gathered to watch her burial. How many non-benders lived under Amons protection.

She took her position in front of him. They faced each other like every couple soon to be wed.

But were normally laid love and affection, his eyes showed mockery and wickedness, hers were full of hate. His grip was like a hot iron, melting around her hand like a shackle. Both eyes smiled cold smiles.

Hiroshi talked to the crowd about union, about hope. Korra bit the inside of her cheek bloody, so no snarky remarks would leave her lips.



Then they had to kiss.



Till then she assumed that this was a sick power play. Amon would marry her in front of a thousand eyes and discard her in a decorated cell only to be seen for his farce.

Then she felt Amons mouth on hers. His hand under her veil clawed painfully into her hair.  His tongue snaked his way inside her mouth, exploring with an all consuming hunger. It was not a kiss of passion, it was one of usage, of domination.

Fear crept into her heart and as she was released by him his face spoke of the ill future he had planned for her.



The masses cheered.
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