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Summary: 
            Amorra week 2026 day 3: Spine -WesGhost

Amon's wish of Korra reciprocating his feelings comes true. Sadly for him, it's a lie.

          











Hold me tight

Author's Note:
      I forgot to mention that Amon' descreption as a dark spirit comes from Mongoliantiger's Fanart. Shout out to them!

The fanart's link: https://photos.google.com/share/AF1QipP3f8tn6sz0WL_k-gL5cWUuzkr20pUMwf50gmQ6aFmy-fRZEze5F80MDtr4y-0cTw?key=MEdqTzA1bHZfdkV6U1R5QlJjNHZvX2F5Wm9adjBn

    


    
    „I have a proposal.” - Noatak initiated. He was gripping the sheets so hard his hands shook. Korra was reading (or pretended to) a book, but she graced him with her attention as she glanced at him. One of her eyebrows rose up as the woman waited for him to go on. For a moment Noatak admired the resting Avatar, tucked in the bed, her short hair a bit messy, her pyjama shirt rolled off her right shoulder. The domesticity of the vision before her made him ache from the truth; the woman was not his, not in the way Noatak desired.

He knew it in the moment when he realised that Ms Sato will never wake up again. It was a mistake on his part, for believing that Korra dressed up real nice for him that fateful night, but he felt deceived. The rejection only caused him to see red. It only seemed fair that the Avatar should not have her beloved if Noatak couldn't have his. That she should suffer as he did in that short minutes, when the woman of his dreams refused him.

It calmed him enough, that at least the Avatar didn't belong to another person. She mourned for Ms Sato for two years, but even after she manged to climb out the abyss of gloom she didn't go out of her way to search for love. And the reason for that was his presence and endless jealousy. Noatak took pride in that, that he was the only man in Korra's life. Especially after their night of passion. The memory of it all still resonated in his bones. Every touch, every sound, every smell. He would have given anything if it could be recreated again. He would have given anything if Korra would whisper sweet nothings to him, profess her love to him as their hips moved to the rhythm of love this time and she would seek out his warmth after their coupling. Fate, however, had different plans for them.

„I'll be gone for a month at least...” -Noatak tried to come up on the spot with a convincing lie. – „Tarrlok needs me. His suicidal tendencies got stronger, I don't know when was the last time he fed. You'll be free of me for a time. I'll be checking on you as well from time to time, but not so closely like I would want to.” - Tarrlok, although didn't feed like he should have, the guilt over everything they had done steered him back to keep living in the afterlife, always. But Korra didn't have to know that.

„Poor Tarrlok...I'm starting to pity the man. I should find him and give him the release he wants...” -Korra spoke as her expression from questioning turned to pity. Noatak didn't need more reason to bring the woman under him, holding her hostage as he shook her in anger.

„Don't even think about it. Ever. If I see you around Tarrlok without my knowledge I...”

„You are going to do what exactly? Kill me? Will you reunite me with my Sami? - Korra stared up at him with complete serenity as she asked him. It bothered him, how the woman managed to get under his skin every time. When he was human and the woman didn't know about the power she had over him was one thing, but ever since she started to hone her skills in teasing him in every way she knew, he found himself even more obsessed with the Avatar.

„Don't say her name! Please.” - No matter how long ago it was, 5 or 6 years perhaps, the Avatar didn't let the Ms. Sato's figurative ghost rest. It always lingered in the room between them. It wasn't enough that Noatak was fixated with a living, breathing and oh so warm Avatar, but lately he found himself fixated on Ms Sato's legacy. Noatak felt like a new bride, aiming to please a husband who's still hung up on the deceased wife before.

How could someone from the grave, who doesn't even have a presence like me, influence people?

Korra, to his displeasure, just lay beneath him, waiting for him to make a move. Noatak hissed, getting off her. Not too far did he go, just at the end of the bed, back turned to the Avatar. After a few minutes of silence, Korra asked the 1 million yuan question:

„What is this about really?”

Noatak sighed, then turned back to her.

„Tarrlok's been suspicious lately. He already was when he saw you once at Wan Shi Tong's library before, he knew I was haunting one person, but he didn't know who it is. He still doesn't know it's you but he's getting more agitated that the person I am haunting regularly will eventually turn on me. All those sorrowful and regretful thoughts must have clouded his rational thinking skills. So I try to keep the both of you out from each other's way. Tarrlok will eventually turn back into the shell of a man he has become.

„And what if our ways don't have to cross again? I let you go, and you'd do the same for me as a favour?” - Silly Avatar. After all he's done to ensure a place in her life forever?

„Never. I can't leave you behind.”

Korra sighed, laying back with a loud huff. It was one of those traits of hers that made him crack a smile. A frustrated Avatar huffing and puffing around like a giant toddler when things didn't go her way. At least when the problem she had to solve, involved Noatak.

„And what would you require from me me in exchange for a month of freedom? It must come with a hefty price.” - Noatak have never heard such a disinterested person by the tone Korra just used. He climbed over her, along the way one of his hands slowly followed the curves of her body from her hipbone to her neck.

„If it's only for the night, a single night, is it alright if I pretend you're mine? Tonight or when I come back?” - He hated how yearning coloured the tone of his voice, how desperate he was for just a lick of affection from her. May it be real or just a dream made of porcelain.

„Why, I thought I was already yours in a way?” - the confusion, in the woman's question nearly made his heart stop. He shook his head, explaining quickly what he meant.

„Play pretend. Sell me a lie. Just like you are always on my my mind, make me believe that I am in yours as well. Show me love whatever way you would do to others. Twist my spine until I'm paralysed or hold me tight. Anything really. Just...make me think you're in love with me.”

A predatory glint appeared in Korra's eyes. It sent a shiver down Noatak's spine, but in a blink of an eye, the woman's whole demeanour shifted. Her whole face brightened up. Noatak imagined that this is how spring would look like if it were a person.

„Alright. See you in a month.” - Korra leaned up to peck him on the lips. It was such a short kiss, if you could call it that, but it promised the sweetest lie to Noatak. He looked down at her, bamboozled but Korra picked up her book as if nothing had happened.

What a strange woman.

„Have fun with Tarrlok.” - Korra purred, leaving Noatak rattled at how quick she can change between expressions like a chamaelon it's colours. The old Korra wasn't so talented at masking her thoughts.

***

Now that Tarrlok's paranoia withered like a slowly decaying flower, Noatak decided to look for Korra. It took a month and a half to trick his brother, but in the end, he convinced Tarrlok to worry about the Avatar when she's in front of him. Noatak wondered if she changed places since the last time they didn't see each other. Whoever was the cause for making Korra to move around the world, Noatak owed them big time. The little flat was just holding Korra back. And he wasn't constantly reminded of his sin. But he would also appreciate it if the woman didn't decide to play hide and seek with him and have to hound after her. His voracity for her companionship was already bad enough, she didn't have to make it worse.

Noatak was glad, as he appeared in the house he left her, that Korra hadn't moved. He could smell that sweet scent of hers and could see her belongings laying about.

But where is she?

He felt two arms wrap around him from behind, the body of a woman warming his back. He catched the hands into his, pressing them into his chest.

„Welcome back.” - A cheery voice greeted. He turned around to a smiling Korra, dressed in nothing but a blue robe. – „How was your time with Tarrlok? Is he alright?” - She asked while she took him by the hand and lead him to the bedroom. And he, like some trained dog, followed her obediently. It scared and thrilled him at the same time, that if Korra wanted to, Noatak could have been a puppet between her skilled fingers. She pulled him to the bed asking different questions about his life while he was away, and answering his ones in turn. It felt good to say the least, that Korra displayed such interest in him.

„So? What would you like for us to do?” - One of her eyebrows were raised up, a mischievous look in her eyes danced around as she smiled at him.

Noatak was at loss. He wanted to do so many things for her. To her. But just like the last time, Korra had to take the mantle. She pushed him onto his back, fumbling with his pants. She took his shaft into her hand and started to move her hand the way he liked it. She did that to him form time to time, when Noatak was hungry for her, but was denied access to her body. What he didn't expect her to do was her warm mouth wrapping around him. His back arched at the contact, making Korra gag in surprise. A dirty look was sent his way, and it made him koala-sheepish.

„Please, continue!” - Noatak begged, and thank the spirits, Korra obliged. Her head was bobbing up and down and her tounge was swirling around him, causing Noatak to let out moans he didn't know he was capable of. He watched out for not to wagged around his tail, but he could feel that the sheets were torn from his claws, but he simply couldn't help himself. Korra can bad mouth him any time after he got his pleasure. He didn't know what kind of emotion made Korra humm around his cock, displeasure or not, but it took him over the edge. He catched his breath, watching Korra climbing next to him, her robe still intact.

„Have you drank your fill yet?” - Korra asked, studying him with the outmost attention. As Noatak shook his head "no" the woman smiled at him. – „Would you like to now?”

Noatak changed positions to reach for her neck, but she smacked his hand away. He didn't know what was on her mind, until she opened her robe, revealing herself to his gaze and put one of her legs onto his shoulder. To make her message even clearer, she caressed her thigh. Noatak couldn't believe his eyes. He begged Korra for so many times to let him please her down there, but she declined every time.

Noatak will not look a gift ostrich-horse in the mouth, so he made his way down, kissing along her leg until he reached his goal. He bit into her thigh to drink from her. While he did so, his hand wandered around her body, caressing her softly, minding that his claws were not out this time. After he finished, he kissed her thigh, then turned his head to the next place he will shower in kisses. He got himself comfortable on his stomach, lining himself up with Korra's nether lips. He swallowed then opened her up for him. The woman in his arms shivered as his lips descended on her. Breathy sounds filled the room as his tounge moved deep inside the Avatar. Korra's hands gripped his hair pulling him closer and closer, mewling all the while. Noatak thought he could listen to the woman like this forever.

She tastes divine.

Noatak knew that Korra was nearing her sweet climax as her walls tightened around his tongue, so he fastened up and added his fingers to the mix, playing with her clitoris. The woman's voice reached new crescendos as she came. Noatak gladly drank up the evidence of Korra's ecstasy as she rode her high out against his mouth. He quickly climbed over her, kissing every inch of skin he could. When he reached her face he peppered butterfly kisses on the sweaty surface. As Korra tried to recover, Noatak laid his head on her chest listening to her racing heartbeat, his tail wrapped around the woman's leg. Korra's hand found it's way again into his hair, running her fingers through it gently as he let out those happy clicking sounds. Within minutes, Noatak was ready again.

He looked at the Avatar, questioningly, with yearning. She nodded, beckoning him with her eyes. Slowly, oh so slowly, he slipped inside her. Noatak gently rocked into her, not wanting to rush things. They still had time until dawn, after all. Korra held onto him tight, embracing him to her. They exchanged sweet kisses as their hips moved in tandem. Soon enough, both of them were a moaning mess, finishing at the same time. When he pulled out of her, Noatak pecked her on the lips.

„Thank you, Korra. It was such a pretty little lie.”

She jerked at that.

„You didn't believe it?” - She sounded so disappointed, but why? She did good.

„I did. But then I realised that you won't ever fall for me. Not after what I did.” - As he talked, Korra became distressed. – „I'll never get what I truly want.”

„But I don't understand! I thought that if you believe this act then you'd...oh...” -she looked at him, tears in her eyes. He reached for them, to wipe it away. She let him. – „It doesn't work that way does it?”

„What are you talking about?”

„Nothing.” - She looked defeated. Sounded like she resigned to her fate. – „Nothing, Noatak.”

That was the last time he ever heard his birth name out of her mouth.

***

Korra watched on as Amon slept beside her, his left arm resting on her stomach.

Do I really have to fall in love with you to leave me be?

Korra closed her eyes, letting her dreams take over, accepting that Amon will be there by her side forever.
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