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Summary: 
            Amorra week 2026 day 4: Bluebeard's Chamber - Blackbriar

Like Bluebeard's wife, Korra finds some skeletons inside Amon's figurative closet.

          











Bluebeard and the Avatar

Author's Note:
      Blackbriar will come to my country this week and I can't wait to see them in live. I hope that they'll preform this song!

    


    
    "Have you ever heard the story of Bluebeard before?" - Tarrlok asked, as he was sitting behind the bars of Air Temple Island's cellar. Korra had never met before the man, but even she could tell that he looked ragged. His hair was a tangled, the clothes on him were dirty from all the grime and he had bags under his eyes. He was alive, but didn't look the part. But it's not like Korra could blame the man. She would have jumped into her own death if her bending would have been taken from her.

She shook her head "no". She made eye-contact with the man before her, both of them sitting as close as possible to the bars. Korra thought it was bizarre, that she gave her trust so fast to the wanted ex-councilman. An ex-bloodbender. But he was a harmless one now, a Sabertooth Moose Lion without its teeth.

Unlike his brother, my husband.

To Korra, it felt like she failed the world already when the news of Amon taking over Republic City. For days she cried, raged and blamed herself for not going after Tenzin and his family. Then she would have been by their side, maybe they could have gotten away. Now, Aang's legacy was gone with the the wind forever. But it wasn't enough for Amon to cleanse a whole city of it rot, no. After a year later, he requested a meeting with the world leaders and the Avatar on peaceful ground. The white lotus guards doubled the protection around her, but she still manged to sneak out of her cage with Naga and her cousins by her side. None of the Equalists expected them as they stood behind them.

Desna stood on her right side and on Korra's left side, Naga stood tense, ready to attack on command. She hugged the polar-bear-dog's neck and felt Eska to do the same in order to calm the animal down. Which was proving itself futile, the animal had to be shushed many times form growling. Korra didn't want to bring attention to her presence back then, not yet. Amon, on his part, finally told his demands. He wanted to prove the world that he wasn't a mad man for advocating for equality the way he did. He asked them to let the Avatar go with him, to prove it to her how the world could better now that the spirits chosen him to be a savior of humankind. With her by Amon's side, the both of them could usher in a new era if they worked together. And if Korra were to disagree with the ideology after a few months still, Amon will provide the duel she must be anxious for.

„And how do you plan to ensure my daughter's safety from your curs? So far, nothing but slander left your mouth when you spoke about the Avatar. You think, we would let her leave with you just like that?” - Her father demanded. Her mother was holding tight onto him, as uncle Unalaq stood before her father, to block his way from attacking Amon on the spot.

„By accepting my betrothal necklace.” - Amon answered so simply. As if it were that easy. The silence was screaming after that sentence left his lips. In that moment, she felt Desna positioning himself closer to her, while Eska found her hand under Naga's neck. – „It might seem sudden, but I had a change of heart about the Avatar. Avatar Aang failed the non-benders, yes, but how could I blame Avatar Korra when she didn't even get the chance to get out of this cage she calls home? I can provide a new perspective for her, which you, all of you failed to do.” - At the vehement protests, Amon continued – „I am only interested in what the Avatar has to say. Where is she anyway? Don't tell me you hid her away from me? From a lowly non-bender?” - the sarcasm was heavy in his words.

It was a hard task, to not shout at the man, but Korra held her tounge. Amon said that he wanted to bring a person, a prisoner in exchange for a peaceful treaty. She didn't expect to become his bride, however. Who did this man think he was? And then some Equalists brought out Jinora. Desna held onto her tight as she started to shake with fury. Naga, in tune with her, let out a deep growl which made some Equalists turn around. And then, Amon turned around, finally setting eyes on her form. As Naga's growls got louder, her paws lifting up and down, the man got closer and closer to their little group, not heeding anyone's warning.

„Greetings, Avatar Korra.”

„Who do you think you are?” - Korra demand with the calmest tone she could use.

„I beg your pardon?” - Amon, tilted his head like a curious lion-vulture, standing still a few meters away as Naga almost dashed out of Korra's and Eska's gentle hold.

„You could have brought anyone. Master Tenzin or Councilman Tarrlok, Chief Unalaq specifically asked for him since he didn't hear a peep from him for a year now. You could have brought here a random person you took their bending from but you brought here a little girl for what?” - The words spilling out of her mouth became louder and louder – „You preach for equality and that you are a savior but you bring a little girl to ensure my agreement to your madness! I ask again. Who do you think you are? Because I see nothing but a villain here.” - Her chest heaved when she finished.

Amon took in her appearance, she could see how his eyes travelled up and down, then back to her eyes. It unnerved her, and it still does, how his eyes were so visible behind his mask. (And she didn't saw what was lurking beneath, not until it was too late.)

„If I exchange somebody else for Councilman Tenzin's daughter when I return back to Republic City, will you come with me willingly?”

Didn't he hear me?

„I swear on whatever you want me to Avatar, that the girl will remain unharmed as she was under our care and your safety will be ensured if you come with me as my wife.”

Wife. Not just a betrothed. Not just a fiancée. Wife.

Korra glanced around. Her family was of course trying to go to her, along with her masters if they would have been held backward by chi-blockers, the world leaders protesting in their own way (the Earth Queen was a real piece of work, she had to admit) but looking at the man with long mustache, who must have been a trusted confidante of Amon they way he stood not far from behind the leader, confirmed it for her. The Equalists didn't know either what was going through Amon's head. Korra spared a glance at Jinora, and it sealed the deal for her.

„I accept.” - She answered. Her head rested against Naga's soft fur. Amon, Korra could tell by the way his eyes glinted, smiled.

„Would you like to hear it?” - Tarrlok's voice brought her back to the present. It was a dangerous gamble to visit him, ever since she found him in the cellar, but he was the key to defeating Amon. The two of them needed to form a plan how to spirit him away without Amon's knowledge. The both of them actually. But looking at the broken man before her, she wished she was still inside her dreams created by Amon's lies. Tarrlok was a reminder, that Korra married a monster and not a misguided man Amon pretended to be.

Korra shrugged. Tarrlok coughed and began to tell a tale.

„Once upon a time, there was a bluebearded aristocrat. No matter how many variations are out there in the nations, the man is always a foreigner who came to look for a new wife. All of the wives before the nameless maiden heroine of the story vanished without a trace. Bluebeard takes his blushing bride far away from everyone she loved to his mansion. The girl is free to go around the mansion but one chamber. One day, Bluebeard has to go away for a time so he gives the keys to the mansion to his young bride. She is still not allowed to go into that one chamber. Sooner or later, the girl goes inside and to her horror, she finds the corpses of the wives before her. She drops the key in terror, which brings her her demise almost. You see, this key is magical. The blood cannot be washed off. In a murderous rage, Bluebeard tries to kill his wife, but in the end either she tricks him or her siblings come in time to save her. Bluebeard dies at the end and the girl inherits all the riches of her dead husband. Lovely tale, isn't it?”

„Very.” - Korra finally speaks.

„Strange...” -seeing that Korra was confused, Tarrlok hurried to explain himself. – „Noatak said that you are extremely talkative. He sometimes wonders if you can talk in your sleep even.” - as Korra didn't know what to say at that, Tarrlok continued – „Did I scare you with the story? I know it's terrifyingly similar the way you came to be here, but rest assured, Noatak doesn't want to kill you.” - Tarrlok reached through the bars to squeeze her hand. – „I know how his temper gets the better of him sometimes, but he became overly fond of you. Dare I say, even fell for you. Use that to your advantage, Korra and we will be out of here, in no time. Did you connect Ms Sato?” - Korra nodded. – „Then we will be fine, you'll see.” - Tarrlok tried to smile encouragingly. In turn, Korra squeezed his hand back. – „Would you like to hear more about this story? I've read so many interesting takes on it by scholars.”

Korra nodded. She still had some time until Amon arrived back back. And Tarrlok only had her as a sane companion.

***

Noatak arrived back home. He quickly got used to Air Temple Island, although councilman Tenzin and Korra were still salty about that he occupied it. It's not like Noatak had a choice. Tarrlok had to be kept out of sight and out of mind and he couldn't lock him into the mansion Tarrlok called his "humble little home". Besides, Tenzin and his family were living in Tarrlok's home now, they weren't on the streets. Still, Korra gave him the stink eye about it, whenever it was brought up. (And much to his charging, it found it's way into the conversation at least once a week.)

He tried to steer out of Naga's way, as she liked him not one bit, no matter how much he tried to charm the animal to his side. Thanks to that damn beast's distrust, Korra kept him at an arm's length. It frustrated him, but at the same time, he was proud of his achievement in gaining Korra as a wife. It was a rough start, but day by day the two of them became closer.

Their wedding ceremony was a rushed thing. He wouldn't want to call it even one. As the girl accepted his offer, he put the necklace around her lovely neck and the girl in one daring move, kissed the little creek of the mask, where his lips were supposed to be. Then with that same momentum, she wiped her lips, but it was already too late. Noatak was intrigued. And the girl continued to amaze him. The way she got passionate about defending the people she claimed hers... It moved him. She said that she was everybody’s Avatar, didn't matter if they were bender or not, human or spirit. Not like Noatak cared about the spirits, he never saw one throughout his life. That passion of hers was also the foundation of most of their fights. The girl was painfully naive and innocent, her views about the world was still so childlike. Noatak felt pity for the Avatar in those moments. She was such a sheltered little thing. He thought it could be turned to his advantage, but he was so mistaken. Korra was also stubborn as an ostrich-horse and it drove him to madness sometimes. No matter how his most trusted Equalists and sympathisers tried to convince Korra that it would be better for the world to be bending free, his wife stick to her beliefs. And so did Amon.

Noatak sighed as he went in search for his young wife. For days now, she was rather skittish of him. He knew that he shouldn't have shaken Korra so the way he did, but he saw red when the girl tried to spy on him. Thank the spirits, his fake scar decorated his face, so his lie was safe for now. (Although, he had uglier skeletons in the closet, than a fake scar.) Korra looked at him as if she saw a ghost and dropped the candle she used to light the way to see what she could not. He didn't remember what he said to her, but ever since then she looked at him differently. In her eyes, instead of the little trust he gathered for months, when they were alone, distrust and fear took over.

He found her in her bedroom. She was sitting on her bed, dishelved.

Did she have another nightmare?

Noatak often found himself woken up by Korra's night terrors. The first time he heard her scream, he thought she found Tarrlok. It was explicitly stated to her that the cellar was off limits, but then again, Korra had a tendency to ruin their peaceful time together. She went to Tenzin to learn airbending, she didn't go out of her way to help his men catch wanted benders. (One of his men, who was assigned to watch out for his wife could swear, Korra talked to a firebender named Mako who was in cahoots with Lin Beifong, the most wanted bender in the city.) She was trying to be polite with the Equalists as much as she could muster it out of her, Noatak had to give that to her, but Ms. Sato was the only one of his underlings that was tolerated by Korra. He warned Hiroshi that his daughter might be not fully loyal to the cause, but the man was blinded by love.

„Hi.” - Korra greeted him shyly.

„Hello, Korra. Did you have a good day with Ms. Sato?” - When she looked so lost, Noatak ached for her. He tried to pull it out of her, what those nightmares were about, but she only said that Aang sent them, and that it was about a man that scared her.

„Yeah, I did, thanks for asking. She'll come here tomorrow, if you don't mind?” - Something was wrong, he could tell, but what was it now? Another failed airbending training?

„What's wrong Korra?” - Noatak took off his mask, kneeling before her. One thing that he learned that Korra needed some gentleness if he wanted her coperation. She was playing with her hands, and before he could dig around a little bit more, she blurted out the thing that made her so stressed:

„Can we do it?”

Do it?

„What are you referring to?” - He was genuinely curious where this conversation will go. Korra made much more interesting everything ever since she became his wife.

„Can we have sex? Like, right now? Before I change my mind?” - The girl before him blushed. For a moment, Noatak didn't know if he heard her correctly.

„I'm sorry? Could you repeat that?”

„Can we have sex?” - The girl looked at him dead in the eye now. – „Before you ask, I am sure about it. I want to. Don't you want me?”

Noatak wasn't a blind man, Korra was extremely attractive, but he wasn't so sure that the girl was ready. But then again, how many virgins were ready for their first time?

„Are you sure? I don't think this is how your first time should be. Make-up sex or whatever they call it.”

In answer, Korra pulled him into a kiss.

Noatak snuffed out the light. His makeup was a fragile one, and Korra wasn't ready for the truth.

„Why did you do that? The last time I saw your face, you shouted that I should get used to it. That I should face what benders did to you.” - Noatak tried to gather his thoughts on how to answer her.

„Maybe next time.”

Korra trembled in his arms as he kissed her. He pushed her gently to the bed, his body covering hers. He carresed her wherever his hands wandered. Beneath him, Korra relaxed gradually.

Should I tell her that I am a virgin as well? No, that would might frighten her. She must think that I am experienced.

Noatak wasn't familiar with the way things happened between partners, but he was familiar with body anatomy. He quickly kissed Korra all around her face and used his bloodbending as softly he was capable of, to make it easier for her down there.

***

Korra was grateful for the darkness.

Amon looked too much like Yakone.

***

Noatak was marginally better after last night. A sleeping Korra conquered his mind and the memory of their passion haunted him throughout the rest of the day. He would have gone back to their home as soon as he could but, at the end of his work shift, phones rang like bells of doom. Reports about sightings of benders flooded the basis, but all of them were fake news. After that long day, he couldn't wait to see Korra.

But neither Naga, nor Korra was in sight. Neither was Tarrlok.

***

The sirens sounded in the city so obstreperous, that Korra could hear them in the underground camp of Gommu. For days they were searching for her now as Amon informed the citizens of Republic City about her kidnapping through the radio. Tarrlok's name wasn't mentioned, but Korra had a feeling that Amon sooner or later will get to a point where he will set the city on fire in his brewing rage to find the both of them.

She glanced at the resistance, who protested against Amon's reign of terror. The friends she made along the way. She was especially fond of Asami, Mako and Bolin. Tenzin and Lin. It tore her apart from the inside that she might never see them again, but if her sacrifice worked on Amon once, it might work again.

She shared a glance with Tarrlok. The man was looking at her with nothing but worry.

„Are you sure about this?” - he asked. In that moment, Tarrlok reminded her of his brother so much, it hurt.

„I am. Remember what we agreed. If I won't come back alive...”

„You will. Noatak...won't kill you. Your death was never involved in his plans regarding you. He didn't expect to form such an attachment to you, he told me so, but death is not what you should fear.”

Korra swallowed. Then bid goodbye to Tarrlok. Only to Tarrlok.

***

Amon was waiting for her, somewhere in the shadows of Air Temple Island. It happened in a blink of an eye and her bending was gone. Through Aang's visions she felt what's it like to be bloodbended, but this time it was so much worse. In those short minutes that felt like thousands of years, Korra thought that Tarrlok overestimated Amon's feelings he might have held towards her, for the man was squeezing her way too much. She fell on the ground unceremoniously when it was over.

This wasn't part of the plan. He should have taken my bending in front of the crowd as he told Tarrlok.

She felt as two arms grab her in an iron embrace as she was pulled up from the ground, while being dragged to the house. She tried to fight him off, but after being bloodbended so cruelly by him, it was a wonder she could even feel her limbs. When they arrived at the foot of the stairs to the cellar, Amon carried her on his shoulders. The cell was waiting for her up there. As the door of the cell closed behind her, Korra expected to be left alone, but Amon didn't leave. Instead that man was sitting in front of her as if he were preparing to meditate.

„When did you find out?” - Amon asked.

Korra didn't want to talk to him. Not after he took her bending away from her. She wanted nothing more than to die there right in that little cell in an instant. But she had no choice.

„When I saw your face. Aang sent me visions about a man. Even with that ugly paint on your face, you look too much like your father. But I didn't know what you were at the time. I climbed up here after you left in the morning, thinking that you hid something here that I could use against you. Instead, I found someone. - her voice didn't sound like her at all, it was so hollow.

„Where is he?” - The man demanded.

„He's gone. Left the city after I got him out of here.”

Amon banged his fist against the grids.

„Liar. He wouldn't just leave me behind. Not after everything I've done for ensuring a future for him.” - he looked at her, but Korra wasn't so sure if he could see her from all the anger that blinded him. – „Did you seduce him?”

Korra blinked. Then shook her head like a disappointed parent at their child's stupidity.

„He left. He left you like you did decades ago. He just couldn't recognise you as his brother he cared for. He said you are a monster.”

Amon banged his hands against the grids, until they started to bleed. Korra never thought she would feel glad to be behind bars. The man watched as his blood flowed. Then:

„And why did you decide to come back?”

„I don't know.”

„Is that so?” - Disbelief was the only emotion she could hear out of that question. – „Don't tell me you came back because you couldn't part from me.”

„No. I thought that I could fall in love with you. When we were alone, there were moments where I thought that whatever you dreamed up could work between us. But not anymore. I have seen too much.” - She didn't know what more she could say, but tried to come up with a a reason that was believable. – „I came back because I am the Avatar. Or...I was. Won't you kill me? Finish what your father started?”

Amon was shaking. Korra needed a minute to comprehend that the man was crying. She felt the familiar pull in her blood as she was pulled to the grids, the man's arms opened, waiting to catch her. His forehead was touching hers, his bloodied hands spread the fluid with every touch upon her skin.

„I can't.” - Amon sobbed – „I simply can't. I'm sorry. I'm so sorry. But listen”- He buried his nose into her hair, inhaling her scent – „I promise that I will make it up to you. You said you thought you could fell for me. Let me prove it to you that I am worthy of that love you carry in your heart. Stand by my side tomorrow. I arrange a public event and pretend to take your bending away as I announce that you, the Avatar stands with equality. Being the Avatar took so many things from you already. But I can set you free! Let me!” - Amon's words became more desperate the more he went on.

Got you.

Korra nodded. The light of morning found them sleeping on opposite side of the bars, their hands intertwined.

***

Jian looked at the Avatar, and even with the Equalist clothes, hair done nicely, he thought that she looked like a washed out shit. The girl looked barely alive. He didn't know what happened between Amon and the girl, but Jian never saw his leader so nervous. Or what he could read from Amon's body language.

„Can I have some water?” - the Avatar (ex-avatar) asked of him. Jian, poured some into a glass for her, knowing that he doesn't have to fear from her anymore. What else from the girl could look like a breathing corpse if not from the loss of her bending. The girl almost choked and Jian had to pat her back.

„Careful, don't die on me Avatar. Amon's vexed enough about something else, I don't need him to castrate me for not watching out for you.” - Jian was worried for Amon. This girl, Korra got him wrapped around her fingers and not one of them even noticed it. But Jian did.

The girl finished her water in time. Amon informed the audience about the Avatar's final stand today. It was their cue, to come up to the stage. Jian rushed the girl before him, his hand guiding her without touching her back. The crowd of people let out exited murmurs as they went to their required place.

„My wife” - Amon began – „Avatar Korra saw the light. The spirits spoke to her last night, showing her a vision about a glorious future, where everyone is equal. She agrees now, that the time of the Avatar has passed, but don't worry, she won't abandon you. She vowed to work with me, so that every man, woman and child can live in peace.” - Amon brought his free arm around the girl. They looked weird together. They looked like as if a lion-vulture courted a koala-sheep.

„That's a lie Noatak!” - A voice shouted through the crowd. Jian was shocked to see Councilman Tarrlok alive. Amon said he doesn't have to worry about him anymore. Jian still remembered being bloodbended by the man. He reached for his kali-sticks, waiting for Amon's command that never came. – „Tell them the truth! Or if you won't I will!” - Jian waited and waited, but nothing happened. – „Fine. Have it your way. Ladies and gentlemen! I am Councilman Tarrlok, son of the most notorious criminal Republic City has ever seen; Yakone. And that man on the stage is my brother, Noatak. He takes away people's bending by bloodbending. Avatar Korra can confirm my story.”

„Everyone calm down.” - Amon hushed the crowd – „An interesting tale, Councilman but how do you explain this?” - His leader took off his mask, showing the crowd his burnt face. Jian knew it was bad, but didn't expect it to be this deformed in some places.

Still, how is Tarrlok alive? Why did Amon keep him alive, unless...no...please don't let it be true.

Korra, on her part gently pulled Amon's face to her way. Jian thought that the girl will kiss the man, and how, in that moment, he wished that it was what happened. It would have made Tarrlok the liar. But instead Korra spit water on Amon's face and as fast as she could she wiped the scar away.

Jian dropped his kali-sticks.

***

Korra looked at him, defiantly.

Oh, this infuriating girl.

Noatak saw as some escaped metalbenders, alongside Beifong were charging out of the crowd heading their way.

Guess the cat's out of the bag.

He bloodbended everyone out of his way, pulling Korra along with him. It was time for him to return to his old hideout, where he became Amon. Where he spent all those lonely years, not one soul by his side. But not this time. Now he will have Korra to fill that void. The girl couldn't escape out of his grip, forced to run along with him. Noatak could see now the motorboat he could use for their escape. He dragged a screaming Korra into the boat.

„Hush now, Korra.” - With a tip of his finger, Korra blacked out.

„Noatak!” - Tarrlok shouted for him. – „Stop this!”

„Come with me, brother! The two of us can finally be together again. No one would be in our way.”

Tarrlok spared a glance at a sleeping Korra and shook his head.

„You have to leave her behind for that!”

Noatak's face dropped. Tarrlok was his brother, the person who he wanted to be reunited with for so long now. But Korra...he couldn't just leave her behind. The angry mob's shouting got louder as they demanded his death as time slipped through his fingers. In the end, the engine of the motorboat purred as Noatak sped away from the city, leaving behind everything he worked for.

Bluebeard didn't kill his wife, but he didn't let her go either.
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