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Summary: 
            Amorraweek Day 4 - Amon wins
But her mothers warning word resurfaced as she met Amon on Avatar Island. For the first time she felt fear.

          







Persistency

Author's Note:
      Its is Amorra week, but it's also pride month; so here is promiscuous Bi Korra, who also is very …. intense. With everything.

It's kinda the second part of Hope and Resilience.

    


    
    
  

  Persistency 


 



She loved how the human body moved. As a child watching her parents and Master Katara bend, seeing their veins tighten, how, with every breath their torsos went through controlled motions. It grabbed her attention how almost nothing else did.

As she got older, the fascination grew into admiration. But now she was watching the bodies of her peers, with complicated and intense intent.

Shortly after her 15the birthday, her mother caught her, caressing the hand, the veins to be specific, of one of the young delivery boys. It led to a very deep conversation about human connection.

They told her about the nature of love and sex, and how important it was to wait for the right one. The second Korra heard her mother go on and on about how being untouched was sacred, she decided it was stupid.

The only thing one always loses while gaining experience is ignorance. So that night she slept with the kitchen girl. They were the same age and the girl always laughed at her jokes a little louder than everyone else.

The girl was clumsy and nervous, but also soft and hot. The way her abdominal muscles shook was beautiful.

Months later she tried again, this time with one of the apprentice guards. He was just barely a year older than her, but talked big about his skills. It was a let down.

The kitchen girl cried to Katara and Korra got the shunning of her life.





Shortly, before she ran away to Republic City her mother talked again. Warning her that as a female avatar there would be enemies who would not only want to win against her, but also take her body, to break her. She wasn't sure what to do with this information.

On the ferry over she met a young couple on their way to find work in other parts of the world and Korra decided to kiss away the knot in her stomach.



But her mothers warning word resurfaced as she met Amon on Avatar Island. For the first time she felt fear. And his thumb caressing her cheek just a second too long. A lingering touch so out of the persona he conveyed.



It was later, thanks to Mako who she wanted to take from Asami so badly, that she played dirty and got him into her sheets, that she discovered how weak people could be.

So if they would want to use her body as a tool to break her, it was only fair to use it as her weapon.





It was risky. Maybe it was stupid. Losing her bending would be devastating, but she had to do it. Rescuing the last Airbenders was more important. So she had to try, she had to see if a person as determined as Amon could be weakened.

She was genuinely surprised that Amon took the bait. His kisses were hot, his movements a little erratic, but the way his bicep vibrated and the skin on his collarbone moved made her hum with bliss. He was a sight to behold.



She visited him again a week later. In his quest to make Republic City the City of non- bender he opened an office at the city hall. It was chaos. Documents about benders, plight of the people, inquiries of other nations. He sat miserable between mountains of work he clearly had no interest in. Almost as in his pursuit of a better future for his followers, he had forgotten to think about his own.

The second she slipped through the window he was on her.

He almost pressed his thumb on her forehead, almost made her blood rush to the part where her talent lied.

But she won again and his lips captured hers in what seemed to be a desperate attempt to gain control. His hand grabbed at her clothes, while pressing her to the wall and she enjoyed every moment of it. The act itself was hot and quick and fulfilling. It made stars dance behind her eyes and send shivers down her leg.

She had visited him one more time, before her Uncle lost himself and the world found an unusual ally in Amon and his people. She looked for him often, afterwards.





One night, while she had laid her head on Asami’s naked breasts, letting her finger lazily travel over the pale skin, listening to the heartbeat of the engineer, said engineer asked her about him. Asami had been the only one to notice, so they talked into the early hours. There was a gaze in the green eyes Korra couldn’t grab.





Weeks later Korra found herself at his home. Leaning on his desk, looking through papers he didn’t bother to hide anymore. She had poured herself a glass with his liquor, she was almost of age anyway. His soft footsteps crept nearer. At least in his home he let his heavy boots and mask behind. Not so his anger.

Which was why the second she saw her, he grabbed at her painfully.



“Why are you here again?” The force with which he turned her around, ribbed the poorly fitting fire dancer outfits she used as a disguise. The glass slipped through her hands, shattering as it hit the ground. 

“Always so mad.” Korra laughed, which made him shake her a little, while simultaneously trying to push her away. He stepped on the shards, in pain he finally let go of her arm.



“Fuck.” He pressed venomously through his lips, let himself fall back on his chair, blood was dripping over the ground painting an interesting picture.



Korra kneeled next to him, already some water from her pouch in hand, glowing and healing. She saw him swallow, fixating the glowing liquid with disdain and nervousness, she gave him a reassuring smile. Carefully one hand guided the water through his cells, fusing them tenderly together, while her other hand kept his leg still.



“You're always tense.” She chided him softly, as she finished the healing. Her hand slowly traveled upwards, scratching over a droplet of blood that got on his heavy pants, “always so much hostility.” His eyes flipped between her gaze and her slowly traveling hand. Korra laid her head on his knee, smiling while she reached his thigh high up, squeezing teasingly. His eyes fluttered shut and he relaxed into his chair. 

“Why are you always so angry?.” Feeling his muscles dance under her hands, Korra whispered:



“You won.”
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