
Slow Dance by PersephonesCalla



Series: Late Amorra Week 2024 [2]


Category: Avatar: Legend of Korra


Genre: Asami Bolin and Mako are good friends, F/M, Korra is drugged, No beta just mistakes, Slow Dancing, labrinth time


Language: English


Characters: Amon | Noatak, Korra (Avatar)


Relationships: Amon | Noatak/Korra


Status: Completed


Published: 2024-07-26


Updated: 2024-07-26


Packaged: 2026-06-08 12:07:34


Rating: Teen And Up Audiences


Warnings: Creator Chose Not To Use Archive Warnings


Chapters: 1


Words: 2,938


Publisher: archiveofourown.org


Summary: 
            A highly anticipated, very big, very fun masquerade was happening. The host, Mrs. Cheng, was an eccentric older Lady. She was not only a genius in everything engineerity,  but also a genius in throwing lavish parties that left nothing to desire.
All important people along with friends and families from all nations were invited and as luck would have it: Korra was invited too.

          











Slow Dance

Author's Note:
      This work is heavily inspired by the ballroom scene in David Bowie's “Labyrinth”

Korra's dress is just less insane 80’s and more Shanghai 1920 fashion + professional ballroom dance.

Wirtten for Amorra Week 2024 - but I am late, because ~life~

Also: I am not a english native speaker, there will be mistakes.

    


    
    
  Slow dance


 

Since Korra arrived in Republic City, she made the unfortunate discovery that most of her Avatar existence would be boring politics, boring meetings, boring smalltalk and continuously failing at airbending. It was slowly killing her spirit.

There was a short while where it seemed she finally could do something more exciting, have a little fun with Pro-Bending, fighting Equalists.

That was until her grand failure at Aang's memorial.

Since she graciously came away unharmed and with her bending still her own, Tenzin forced her to quit Tarrlok's task force.

Not a week later, the pro bending tournament was canceled, thanks to Amons threats. Only for him and the equalist to almost vanish into thin air.

Back again to fruitless airbending training, counsel meetings and diplomacy… and parties.  Boring, brain killing parties.

She still could hang with her friends in her free time but it was just never enough to save her from the bureaucracy her life had morphed into.

As hard as it was watching Asami and Mako being coupley, she had to admit Asami knew how to fight boredom the best. So it wasn’t surprising that she helped Korra out with a particular problem.

A highly anticipated, very big, very fun masquerade was happening. The host, Mrs. Cheng, was an eccentric older Lady. She was not only a genius in everything engineerity -and Asamis big role model- but also a genius in throwing lavish parties that left nothing to desire.

All important people along with friends and families from all nations were invited and as luck would have it: Korra was invited too.

Tenzin gracefully bowed out -he couldn’t with that nonsense- and he hadn’t wanted her to go either.

Then Asami had asked him, all smiles and humility, if Korra please could go with all her friends. Since Lin and her police force would be watching over the gathering, he did not need to worry.

Tenzin couldn’t say no.

There was just one downside Korra did not anticipated.

Asami and Nuui - one of Asami’s college friends- dressed her up like their personal little doll.



She never was one to wear make-up, so the foreign sensation on her skin and lips made her very self conscious .

She also never wore anything else than her Watertribe garments, the dress they put her in was nothing like her typical style. It was a beautiful gown, Korra had to admit, but it was far fancier than anything she ever had in her possession. While snug on upper body and with a high collar, after her hips it flared out into approximately two tonnes of tulle and ruffles. The blue and greens of the fabrice, danced together like Yue bay in moonlight.

Over her shoulder laid a white buffalo-yak stole and insanely expensive golden jewelry decorated her arms and ears.

There was even adornment in her hair. Her big  loose puffy hair.

While fiddling with her sparkling eye mask -designed like waves breaking on a reef-, Korra watched the others get ready.

Asami and Mako had a couples costume, depicting love birds, whose names escaped her already. Bolin really wanted a Papu mask and was trying to powder his hair red.

Nuui, who put the last bit of makeup on her face, wore an outfit inspired by Tui and La.

Her grandmother was from the southern watertribe, she had come to republic city as an young adult and had snatched herself a rich landholder.

Korra and Nuui bonded a lot over childhood food and traditions. She once told Korra that her grandmother begged the spirits to make the next Avatar of southern blood, so the snooty northerners had to shut up for at least two seconds. They decided together that she better never hear that Korra's father came from the north.

“Will you be ready soon?” Korra asked impatiently. “The party will start in almost an hour and I want to enjoy every second of it.”



“Oh, we will be fine!” Asami fumbled with two big feathers in her hair. “We only need half an hour with the Satomobil. Mrs. Chengs Villa is not far from here.”

“But I really hoped we could eat something before.” Korra grumbled. “Those party hors-d'œuvre never fill me up and if I eat enough that they do, I am getting stared at.”

“If you want,” Nuui laughed while fixing her lipstick. “You can have my seacale-jerky-rolls. There in my bag. I didn’t feel like eating them today.”

“Don’t mind if I do. I love seacale.” Korra beamed with happiness. “Didn’t have one in forever!”

“I know, fresh ones are impossible to get. My great-aunt dries it for us and then sends us at least three boxes. So don’t feel bad eating mine. I will just cook me some new ones.”

With the first bite into the rolls, Korra almost cried. She missed her moms cooking. Sometimes the longing for home just overwhelmed her.  She forced herself to savor every bite.

Not long after she finished, the group was finally on their way.

Mr. Chengs Villa was a sight to behold. On top of high walls, trees and shrubbery peeked out sparkling in the most wonderful colors. The darkening sky over the mansion was lit with big, floating balloons, their decorative ribbons fluttering in the wind. One could already hear chatter and music on the streets.

As soon as they entered the gardens a swarm of waiters offered them warm drinks. Winter was starting in Republic City and the dropping temperatures left a lot of people cold. So while her friends happily took one of the drinks, Korra refused. She still felt pretty warm, thanks to her southern blood.

The inside of the vast, dim ballroom was oppressively decorated. Silk hung from the wall, beautiful blue and magenta lights danced over the ceiling, confetti and bubbles swayed through the air, music played from every conor.  A lot of the masked guests started to fill the dancefloor and some of them were laughing and talking at the sidelines. The sheer mass of people was a little overwhelming.



The first hour the five of them were on the dancefloor. Inventing a stupid dance and laughing about it, like giggly kindergarten kids.

Bolin broke away first, some younger women recognized him as a pro bending player and always the charming flirt, he bathed in their attention.

Afterwards Mako and Asami broke away.



“As the daughter of one of the richest men in the city she had to do her courtesy rounds.” Mako sight, before Asami pulled him after her.



Nuui and Korra withdraw in a quieter corner. They talked about some of the better spots for good watertribe cuisine, where some of the festivals took place and what to find in the water tribe cultural center.

Then Nuui met some friends from school, which gave Korra a reason to break away.



She felt uncomfortably, slighly hot and the mass of people was a little suffocating. Growing up in a compound with ten hand picked people had not taught her how to deal with large gatherings at all. So she decided to look for some food and a small peaceful place, where she could take a few calming breaths.



She was wandering the edge of the crowd and then she saw Mako and Asami.

Cutely slow dancing.



Not thinking clearly Korra started crossing through the swarm of masked guests, hoping the couple would not see her. Her feet felt heavy, she could hear her own blood pulsating in her ears, tears painfully pressed behind her eyes.

She needed to leave. If she reached the gardens, there would be fresh air and maybe a corner where she could cry a little.

But getting through the crowd was harder than she anticipated. She stumbled into dancing pairs, people who wanted to make her acquaintance, wanted her to dance and even some of the waiters offering her drinks. Ignoring everything she pressed herself between dances, feathers and tulle.



Then she noticed the stares.



Korra wasn’t sure if she just imagined it, but some people seemed to stare at her. It was hard to see under all those masks, but some heads stayed turned just a little too long, some whispers were directed just a little too much at her. First she thought it was because she stupidly wanted to cross through the thickest part of the dancing mass. But some of those eyes felt … wrong. She felt weirdly constricted.



In the middle of the chaos, shortly after Korra decided to just go back to Nuui or Bolin. She had to stop in her tracks.

Behind a small group of people, someone was watching her. His eyes, under his mask, directly found hers. She only saw a small part of his lips and his cheek. The rest was covered by a black mask adored with red strings, resembling veins.

He stood tall and unmoving. Freezing her with his gaze.



Did she know him?



Korra hesitantly tried to walk up to him, but a pair of slightly drunk dancers bumped into her. She almost lost her footing, somehow her legs still did not work properly. The pair was very apologetic, helping her steady herself before twirling away.

She lost sight of him.

Korra searched in the clutter of humans, dresses and the increasing volume of music and chatter.

Her curiosity often got the better of her. Since she also felt a little out of it, she hoped that, if she knew this person, he could help her get a grip of herself. Somehow she felt like she would not be able to find her friends anymore.



Soon frustration settled in. Every time she got a glimpse of him, he vanished behind the next person. The moment she thought she really lost him, he suddenly was right next to her.

Before he could disappear again Korra grabbed his arm.



“Do you know me?” she asked hastily.  He wasn’t even able to greet like decorum dictated, but Korra had little interest in formalities anyway.



He chuckled.



“I think I know  of you.” he answered in a low rumbling voice. “May I?”

He offered her his hand to dance and Korra accepted without thinking. He took her left hand into his, the other found a place on her lower back. He pulled her a little bit closer than it was propper. His bashfulness made her a blush.



“Do I know you?” she asked, trying to find something familiar in his eyes, but found nothing.



The light of the chandeliers were distracting.

Her feet had a hard time finding the slow rhythm.

Somewhere in her head voices whispered in an incomprehensible disorder.



“No.” he laughed again.



Deep inside her something tried to bubble onto the surface. It got stuck on the heavy coating of her thoughts. It made her head so very heavy.

For a second she lightly pressed her forehead against his chest. Hoping the pressure would help sort her mind.



“I am so sorry!” Shocked about herself she tried pulling her head up again, but she only had minimal control of her muscles, so her head laid awkwardly in her neck.



“It’s fine.” He bent down a little, murmuring into her ear. “Just rest a little.”

He helped her to lay her head on his chest, still slowly dancing through the crowd.



His steady heartbeat, the swaying of their slow dance should have helped Korra to relax a little.

The music was just too loud and the chatter started to melt into an unpleasant sound. Somewhere in her, 10.000 muffled voices crept through her spine, screaming silently.

Still she swayed. Encased in the arms of a stranger.

Was he a stranger?



Korra had to quietly laugh, here she was, somehow not herself, dancing with an older man like they were a couple, in front of unknown people, of which some starred with a weird gleam in their eyes.

She just couldn’t make sense of this situation. 10.000 voices still howled inaudible in her in head.

“I really don’t know what's wrong with me.” She mused loudly.



“I think I know the answer.” The hand on her back started to give her small strokes. The part of his lips, not covered by a mask, kissed her cheek tenderly, before whispering in her ear. “Do you want to know?”



Korra nodded, trying to ignore the molten shrill in her ears. She felt him smiling.

“You are too trusting, young Avatar.”

Recognition broke violently through the watery mist that filled every inch of her. Her head snapped back, her eyes finally finding the knowledge in his eyes. In seconds, dread filled every vein in her body.



“Amon.” her voice was barely a whisper. Trying to pry herself away was met with instant failure. Her weightless limbs felt too heavy.

Amon pulled her closer, pressing his body painfully on hers.



“Don’t try to make a ruckus.” He commanded matter of factly, twirling her a little faster over the dancefloor. “You don’t want anything to happen, do you?”



Trapped in his arms, Korra's eyes darted wildly over the people around her. Every idea slipped through the cracks of her mind.



“I don’t understand.”  she whispered, was she whispering? “Why are you here?”



He came to a stop, the hand that held hers in the air for their dance, crept to her cheek, caressing her, forcing her to look at him.



“There are blueprints we want.” Amon answered amused.  “Also, this is the perfect opportunity to remind all of you that you are not safe. ”



He released her so suddenly, she lost her footing, falling hard into the people behind her. Korra did not waste a second apologizing. She forced herself into the mass of people, determined to reach her friends or Lin.

The edges of her vision distorted, sometimes it felt like people grabbed after her. She didn’t know if it was because she stumbled so wildly over them or because they didn’t want her to get away.



Suddenly, shortly before reaching the edge of the dancefloor, a hand grabbed her arm. She fiercely turned around, a small flame in her fist ready.

“Korra?” Asami's voice filled Korra with sobbing relief. Her friend loosened her grip a little. Mako, who was behind his girlfriend, looked her over. There was concern written over both their faces.

Both helped her to a sofa in a small nook.



“Are you okay?” Korra almost couldn’t make sense out of Mako's question.  So many sounds were booming in her mind.



“Amon is here.” Korra's voice was hectic and fearful. Her panicked eyes searched for the black mask, with bloody veins. “He … was there and…” the words slipped her mind again.



Mako took a defensive stand, inspecting the masses in front of him.



“We should get you out of here.” Asami said, searching for the shortest way to the gardens. “Lets search for Lin.”



“No!”, with white knuckles Korra gripped the curtain next to her. “His henchman…”

It took her almost all of her strength to light the fabric on fire.

In minutes the flames licked at the ceiling. Confused, some of the guests scrambled for the gardens,  most of them stayed back. Firebender got control of the flames fast, Waterbender extinguished the them shortly after.

The whole ordeal didn’t last for five minutes. Bewildered gazes inspected Korra.

Bolin and Nuui ran to them in utter confusion, asking what happened.

Three minutes later Lin came running like a mad dog. Mrs. Cheng hurried after her.



“Avatar!” she screamed enraged. “What did you do?!”

“What is the meaning of this?!” Mrs. Cheng asked angrily.



Korra wanted to stand up, but her muscles felt weak. She was barely able to lift her head to look at the police chief.

“Amon.” The words traveled so slow into her tongue. “ The Equalist… here.”



“Nonsense!” Mr. Cheng scoffed. “What would Equalists want in my house?”



Lin turned to Asami and Mako: “Did one of you see him?”



Before they could answer Korra spoke again.

“Blueprints.” Korra's head lolled back, she tried her hardest to look at the women in front of her.  “He … wanted blueprints?”



Her words were barely spoken and Mrs.Cheng was already on the run. Screaming for her security.

Korra felt so fatigued, she had to close her eyes for a moment. Bolin was asking Mako a lot of questions. None of them reached her brain.

Suddenly, Lin’s hands cupped her face in an unusual caring gesture. She made Korra look at her, searching for something in her face.



“Korra,” She spoke slowly and with an alarming fondness. “Did he drug you?”

Sudden clarity ran through Korra's body. Drugged, she was drugged!



“But … didn’t…” Through her sticky mind realization crept into her consciousness.

Betrayal washed ice cold over her.



Korra's voice trembled weakly: “Nuui, … what have you done?”



First Nuui met the accusing gaze of Lin and the boys with stubbornness, as soon as she looked at Asami her stance faltered and her eyes filled with tears.



“You don’t understand.” Nuui’s desperate voice reached Korra's ears distorted. “He said he wouldn’t go near her! Asami …I … .”



Korra tried hard to listen, but her mind was cluttered. Every thought was heavy and hard to grasp. There was a loud rumble in her ears. Deafening.

She watched Mrs. Cheng and her personal approaching Lin. Their faces seemed troubled. 



The light of the balloons burned her eyes. The people in front of her dissolved into shapeless shades. Then everything went quiet, a comfortable darkness captured her. The last thing in her memories was the heat of a hand on her lower back and soft warm lip on her cheek.
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